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THE FACTS 


"The secret to success is to own nothing, but control everything" - Nelson PocheFeller 


In December 2009 Antonio Maria Costa, the United Nations’ Drugs & 
Crime Tsar made an astonishing claim. That in 2008, “the only liquid in- 
vestment capital” available to some banks on the brink of collapse, was 
USD$352 billion in organised crime proceeds. 

The money that saved the world from global financial meltdown was 
dirty, funnelled into the system via a network of hugely rich, hugely pow- 
erful, and thoroughly anonymous individuals. And in return we washed it 
clean for them. 

But these colossal sums pale in comparison to the amount currently hid- 
den in offshore accounts. That figure is estimated at between USD$21 and 
USD$32 trillion, more than the entire US economy and enough to com- 
pletely solve the current European debt crisis. At least US$10 trillion of that 
amount is owned by fewer than 90,000 people. Or 0.001% of the world’s 
population. 

In 2011 the World Bank published a chilling report. It was read with 
close interest in plush boardrooms, super yachts, palaces and party offices 
across the globe. It shines a light into the darkest corners, where the invis- 
ible, untraceable individuals who own nothing but control everything are 
pulling the strings of markets, industries, corporations, parties and govern- 
ments around the world. The World Bank gave them a name. It calls them 
The Puppet Masters’. 

To find them, and to stop them, according to the World Bank report, “an 
imaginative, tenacious and expert investigator is indispensable.” And some- 
times you have to set a thief, to catch a thief. This much is fact. The elite 
team of global fraud investigators depicted in Payload is fictional. Until we 
discover differently. 


For Roger 
T.U.U 


ONE 


After seven hours the first man stopped shivering. And then they began to 
die. The irony wasn’t lost on Stephen Desmond. In the relentless heat of the 
Indian Ocean his terrified crew were freezing to death. 

He shifted slightly and felt the burn as the bare skin of his buttocks 
parted from, and then made contact again with the steel floor of the massive 
freezer. In the shadows cast by the light of the halogen lamp he could see the 
naked outline of the cook curled into the foetal position. It wasn’t the eerie 
hue of the freezer that was making him appear blue. 

There was a slight sob from one of the young Filipinos as he rocked 
himself backwards and forwards, his hands, like all of them, tied tighdy 
behind his back with unforgiving rope. Then he got hold of himself and 
screwed his eyes up, chanting some Catholic exhortation. Stephen Desmond 
had been brought up a Catholic, in a large and noisy family in Liverpool, but 
his faith gave him no particular solace. Unlike so many of those he sailed 
with. Their faith was deep and abiding. And in return the Good Lord sent 
them vicious squalls, mountainous seas and pirates. 

But their belief remained as constant and unshakable as the Port Chap- 
lains he’d spent half a lifetime watching go quiedy about their daily business. 
Visiting ship after ship. Man after poor, lonely man, irrespective of race or 
faith. Thirty-five years at sea had provided Desmond plenty of opportunities 
for deliverance: from typhoons to idiot first officers trying to pump fuel oil 
into the ballast tanks. But however close the call he’d never found himself 
raising a support ticket with the Almighty. Common sense told him he was 
at the end of a very long queue, and even if his call was important to the 
big guy, knowing the state the world was in, all the operators were likely to 
be busy. 

He glanced up and caught the Master’s good eye. His right was now 
bulging way out of its socket, the blood caked and frozen on his thin face 
and peppering his greying beard like the spots of liquid in the candy floss 
Desmond’s elder brother always bought him at the fair as a kid. 

The pirates had given him a good going over and though Captain Ray- 
mond Wijk had borne it stoically, Desmond suspected the butt of the AK47 
had caved a few of his ribs at least. He watched the older man moisten his 
frozen lips and swallow. His voice was spiky with the cold as he looked stead- 
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ily back at his Chief Engineer and then across at the young Filipino. 

“There’s a French naval vessel in the area. NAVFOR aren’t far away. 
They know we’ve been boarded.” 

The seafarer’s pinched face was immobile for a second. Then he began 
praying quiedy again. Elis brief silence was eloquent though. Desmond knew 
the boy had too much respect for the Old Man to shout at him that they 
could have twenty warships from every navy on earth in line astern and it 
wouldn’t make a blind bit of difference to the vicious scum chewing khat 
and shitting in the alleyways above them. But that didn’t stop him being 
right. If Wijk thought NAVFOR were going to be their salvation then they 
really were fucked. Suddenly divine intervention didn’t seem so far-fetched 
after all. 

Perhaps it was time to embrace his faith and get in the celestial queue 
for redemption. It wasn’t as though he had anything else he believed in any 
longer. The past few months had stripped away the certainties of his exist- 
ence as thoroughly as the pirates had divested him of the grimy white boiler 
suit, complete with clean rag, steel rule and eight-inch Bahco shifter which 
had been his uniform for decades. 

Even confronted with overwhelming evidence, Desmond still found it 
difficult to accept that any shipping company was capable of slowing its 
own ships to allow pirates to board them. But the dossier he had spent a year 
compiling was irrefutable proof that Han Chan Lines had. And frankly, he’d 
expected someone to care. 

Desmond looked at the hellish scene around him. The truth was that 
no one cared. Not NAVFOR, not the press, unless there were middle-class 
white pleasure-sailors involved. And certainly not that Lloyd’s bastard Henry 
Tolling that his friend Lars Pedersen had suggested he contact. Tolling had 
done nothing at all, and his lack of action had left Desmond no choice but 
to go to the journalist. 

He knew Pedersen didn’t trust her, but he’d tried to do things Lars’ way. 
And it had got him nowhere. Now Sarah Grelsham was his last hope. He’d 
sent copies of everything to Lars so if he thought he’d get a hearing at 
Lloyd’s then he was welcome to try. But Desmond had no doubt Lars would 
be fobbed off the same way he’d been. 

Pressing send on the email to Sarah Grelsham the previous night, telling 
her the files had been sent and he was prepared to meet her when they made 
Europe had given him a strange sense of calm. Perhaps it was inevitability. 
He’d gone up on deck and listened to the mournful keening of the contain- 
ers as the 30,000 tonne Ming Ue ploughed headlong into pirate infested wa- 
ters at close to top speed. He had accepted that whatever happened now his 
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career at HCL was over. Once it became known he was the whistle blower 
it was unlikely he’d sail again. At the time it had seemed painfully important. 

But that was before he knew what real pain felt like. 

The sound of the door being dragged open galvanised them all: the ones 
that were still alive or conscious anyway. Desmond dully noted that one of 
the deck officers remained squatting against the scalding cold of the wall, 
his head dropped forwards. With a pang of sadness he remembered the man 
standing everyone drinks in the mess to celebrate his engagement after they 
left Singapore. Desmond took a deep shuddering breath in as he watched the 
gangling, wild-eyed pirates pile into the freezer. At least he’d had a life: he’d 
seen more of the world than most people did in their tame existence. But 
that didn’t mean he was ready to let it go. 

He saw his wife Sally in his mind’s eye but the lightning pain obliterated 
her as the Somali pirate dragged him upright and his numb, agonised limbs 
crunched into a standing position. He reminded himself that he was the 
Chief Engineer of this damn great vessel, and if these fuckers wanted to 
sail her somewhere then the odds were they were going to need at least him 
and the Master. And they were valuable. These pirates might act like life was 
cheap, but the right life was worth a fortune to them. 

He felt the muzzle of the AK47 jab him hard in the back and staggered 
towards the door of the freezer, expecting the others to be following him. 
Then he realised that no one else was moving. At the same moment Wijk 
seemed to grasp the fact that Desmond was being separated from the rest 
of the group and tried to stagger to his feet. Desmond opened his mouth 
but Wijk was already doubling up, winded by the rifle butt in his guts. He 
watched as the pirate shouted and turned on the Old Man in a frenzy. Kick- 
ing him hard at the shoulder he waited for him to fall and then aimed another 
kick up under his ribs. Wijk groaned and rolled onto his back and the Somali 
lashed out with the butt of the gun again, smashing it repeatedly into Wijk’s 
face who, with his arms tied behind him, was helpless to protect himself. 

“Fuckers. Leave him, you fuckers.” 

Desmond shouted as he saw the blood spray into the frosty air. The 
pirate lifted his foot and stamped on Wijk’s face. Twice, three times. Until he 
lay completely still. 

“OUT. NOW” 

As he shouted another pirate shoved Desmond’s bound hands high up 
behind him. The agonising pain bent him over, shooting across his shoulders 
and down both arms as he staggered into the cross-alleyway and towards the 
harsh sunlight and the heat. Temporarily blinded and blinking rapidly Des- 
mond felt himself propelled up the stairs, his frozen, numb feet like lumps 
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of rock on the open treads until they emerged at the top of the accommo- 
dation block and he was pushed forward onto the bridge. 

Opening his eyes gingerly Desmond waited for his vision to adjust. 
There were several more pirates on the bridge. Each had an AK47 slung 
around him. Their clothes were shabby and stained: fatigues, T-shirts and 
more traditional Somali robes. Naked and shivering, Desmond concentrat- 
ed on the young pirate in front of him and his finger on the trigger of the 
AK47. The man looked nervous. He had the feeling something about this hi- 
jack wasn’t right. But considering they had the ship, the crew and the Master 
it was hard to imagine what that might be. 

Changing his focus Desmond watched through the bridge windows as 
one of several skiffs pulled away from the ship. They were clearly loaded 
with something. Something they’d taken from the vessel. Desmond didn’t 
know exactly what the Bills of Lading claimed the Ming Ue was carrying. 
But he had the feeling what was weighing down those skiffs wasn’t on the 
manifest. 

The door opened again and a thin, wiry Somali with liquid black eyes 
stepped onto the bridge, slamming the door against the salt-laden heat of 
the early morning. He gave some clipped instructions to the men holding 
Desmond who immediately turned and left the bridge. Desmond watched 
them loping along the deck, looking for the ladders down to the waiting 
skiffs. Then he realised they were leaving. Whatever that cargo was they’d 
come for looked like it was the priority. There were only two of them left 
on the bridge now. 

Desmond experienced a flash of euphoria as the scale of their good 
fortune dawned upon him. When there were hundreds of helpless, sick sea- 
farers held to ransom languishing in their ships, tortured and abused by their 
pirate captors on a daily basis, quite how the crew of the Ming Ue were 
getting to go home in one piece he didn’t know. For the briefest moment 
he wondered if all those desperate prayers had actually been answered. He 
looked back as the thin Somali narrowed his eyes and walked towards him. 

“You Chief Engineer?” Desmond nodded. It reminded him that there 
was no benevolent deity with a grand plan. They were all just another set of 
poor random victims for these bastards. The pirate stared carefully at him. 
His voice was clear. “You are Stephen Desmond?” 

In the silence which followed Stephen Desmond realised his error. There 
was nothing random about this hi-jack. And he wasn’t going home in one 
piece. The young pirate turned towards him, raised his weapon and fired. 

Desmond’s chest was a sheet of agony as he felt himself dragged off 
the bridge and into the heat on deck. He thought of Sally; of the smell of 


the Liverpool docks when he was a child that had made him long to be on 
a ship. Of what he had missed in thirty-five years at sea. Then the force of 
his body hitting the water knocked the remaining air from his lungs, and he 
abandoned himself to the tranquil sensation of floating through the water 
as the pirate skiffs opened their throttles and his torn body sank slowly in 
their wake. 


Hansie the barman smiled at the elderly lady as she zipped her small 
leather purse and picked up the glass of Leffe. You could set your watch 
by Rosa. Every night at seven o’clock she arrived and every night at nine 
o’clock she left again. And every night the same routine. Three glasses of 
Leffe, two packets of ready salted crisps and three roll-ups out on the back 
terrace, where the silty Thames ebbed and flowed, sometimes high enough 
you could dip your hand in it. Rosa smiled back and sipped at the strong la- 
ger as she turned away, but Hansie wasn’t looking at her any longer. His eyes 
were drawn again to the man sitting at the small table at the end of the bar, 
and the rucksack on the chair next to him. There was something about him. 

It wasn’t that he was in a suit: the venerable Town of Ramsgate pub drew its 
clientele from a disparate cross section of society. Its proximity to the City 
of London meant there were usually plenty of suits around, mixing with the 
Wapping locals like Rosa, the tourists and of course the newspaper people. 
But few City suits lugged a rucksack of that size around with them. It was 
big enough to carry a month’s worth of kit. Hansie Sylvester had one simi- 
lar. One he hoped to be pressing into service again shordy, once he’d saved 
enough to complete the second half of the world tour he’d set off on two 
years earlier from his native Cape Town. 

Having stacked another couple of glasses in the dishwasher he looked 
back up. The man was periodically glancing down the pub towards the door 
at the other end. He was drinking steadily but not excessively. Hansie had 
sold him on their buy two glasses and get the rest of the bottle free promo- 
tion without effort. The bottle of red wine he’d bought was cheap but his 
city suit looked expensive, as did the watch on his wrist. As Hansie watched 
the man reached out and touched the rucksack again. There was really noth- 
ing specific he could put his finger on, but something about the man was 
troubling him. 

Henry Tolling saw the barman glance away quickly as he looked up, 
but his attention was immediately caught by the door opening. He recog- 
nised her straightaway. She looked different than when she’d accosted him 
in the Lloyd’s box: her grey pin striped skirt suit had been replaced by an 
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ankle-length ethnic skirt, coarse donkey jacket and Doc Martens, her flame- 
red hair now tamed beneath a crocheted red and white skull cap. But the 
searching blue eyes were the same. 

He rose slightly from his chair so she could see him above the bar and 
the movement caught her eye. He watched her wander across the light tartan 
carpet without haste, past the two regulars in their blue cloth caps sitting at 
adjacent tables. As she stopped at his she raised her eyebrows. 

“I didn’t expect to hear from you.” 

“I didn’t expect to be calling.” 

Sarah Grelsham frowned. She’d been so furious at his blank dismissal of 
her when she’d confronted him about Stephen Desmond’s suspicions, and 
his empty stare as he allowed the security men to manhandle her away that 
she’d built him up in her mind into some kind of monster. But he didn’t look 
like one now. He had very little hair left, and his wide spaced eyes were an 
indistinct green against the cold grey of his jowly face. The white shirt, sober 
burgundy tie with blue fleur-de-lis and black suit with the wide chalk-stripe 
were all standard city issue. He looked inoffensive and unremarkable. Unless 
you knew better. 

As she pulled out the chair opposite him and sat down Sarah decided 
she needed to get some objectivity. The fact that Henry Tolling had invited 
her to meet him surely meant he was ready to talk. With his information 
and Stephen Desmond ready to blow the whistle she might finally be in a 
position to take down Han Chan Lines. After ten long years. So it was worth 
being civil to Tolling. Well worth it. 

She looked down at the bottle of red wine on the table in front of 
Henry Tolling pointedly but he didn’t offer her a glass. Neither did he offer 
to buy her a drink. Sarah was about to make a sarcastic comment when she 
noticed the beads of sweat on his forehead and greasy pallor, and stopped. 
On closer inspection the tension in his jaw was clear. Sarah suddenly forgot 
about the drink. 

“So why did you call me?” 

“I need you to do something.” 

This time her eyebrows shot into her fringe. 

“Maybe you shouldn’t have let those gorillas throw me out onto my face 
in Lime Street then.” She watched Tolling’s jaw working and he watched her 
back. 

He guessed she was in her late thirties or early forties, but she could be 
younger. The absence of any make-up, the spots around her nose and the 
spiky dark brown hairs on her upper lip told him she didn’t go in for much 
in the way of personal grooming. And he could smell the sourness of her 
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breath. Henry knew her type. There were plenty of them camped outside 
St Paul’s Cathedral and Wall Street, railing against a world they didn’t like 
but were too lazy to change, coasting along on the old cliches: bankers are 
greedy, cars are murdering the planet and corporations are doing the devil’s 
work. Before trooping off to Starbucks for a coffee. He didn’t like her and 
she didn’t like him. But however distasteful they found each other, what was 
coming after them made all of that irrelevant. They needed each other. 

“You were right. Stephen Desmond did come to see me. Four months 
ago.” 

“I know,” Sarah looked back sardonically, “for all the good it did him. 
He said you did absolutely fuck all.” 

Tolling shook his head slighdy. “I didn’t believe him, it sounded ludi- 
crous. And I was assured it wasn’t possible. It wasn’t until you told me the 
same story that I began to look into it.” 

“So he was right then?” 

‘Yes. The ships are being slowed.” 

Sarah Grelsham’s eyes narrowed and her mouth twisted in a triumphant 
smile. “I knew it. I’ve been onto HCL since they bought Brodjfell ten years 
ago and buried the evidence about the toxic waste they’d been dumping. 
This time they won’t get away with it. If their Captains are deliberately slow- 
ing their ships to allow pirates to board and — ” 

“No. For God’s sake it’s more than that, far more.” Henry Tolling looked 
at her in gathering horror. He’d thought Desmond had told her everything 
but it sounded like she had no idea. A coldness gripped at him. If Desmond 
hadn’t given her that evidence now then he never would. “I thought you said 
Desmond had given you evidence, files — ” 

Sarah watched the fear in Tolling’s face and decided a white lie was in 
order. Desmond had sent the evidence to her. She just didn’t have it yet. She 
waved a hand at him to calm him down. 

“He has, he’s given me everything I just haven’t gone through it yet,” her 
voice took on an edge. “Look, if you know what’s going on why don’t you 
just tell me?” 

Henry sighed and closed his eyes briefly. When he opened them again 
they were haunted. “Last year I was approached by someone and asked to 
help him set up a syndicate.” 

“At Lloyd’s?” 

“No. A pirate financing syndicate,” Tolling watched her swallow down 
her shock and didn’t give her the chance to interrupt. “We provide the mon- 
ey for weapons, communications. Then negotiate the ransoms. We get our 
cut before it’s dropped onto the ship.” Henry looked tensely at his wine and 
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then back at her. “I needed money and it was just another kind of risk. Or 
so I told myself. And we’ve made a lot of money. Our syndicate has been 
extremely successful. We seem to hit all the right ships.” He nodded as he 
saw her piecing things together. “It wasn’t until you came to see me that I re- 
alised our success and Stephen Desmond’s suspicions might be connected.” 

As Tolling abrupdy reached for his glass and took a long draught of the 
wine Sarah fought to hide her astonishment. And elation. She couldn’t quite 
believe that he was telling her all of this. With Stephen Desmond and now 
Henry Tolling she had enough to write a career-defining article. She forced 
herself to be quiet as she waited for him to continue. He frowned and looked 
into the middle distance as he started speaking again. “If even half of what 
I suspect is borne out then it has to be exposed and it has to be stopped,” 
his eyes settled on her, “that’s why I need your help. I can’t be the one who 
exposes this.” 

“If this comes out you’re finished anyway, Henry, surely you realise 
that?” 

To her surprise he snapped back, “Of course I’m finished, I don’t care 
about that. But they’ve threatened my family. They’ve told me they’ll hurt my 
children unless I make sure this stays buried. They can’t know I’ve had any- 
thing to do with it coming out. I can’t take that risk.” His voice broke slightly 
and he reached out and took a rapid swallow of the wine, refilling the glass. 
She could see that his hand had begun to shake. 

Sarah looked around at the comforting normality of the pub and then 
back at Henry Tolling. It occurred to her that there was no one to corrobo- 
rate any of this. And there was always the possibility that the man opposite 
her was just having a breakdown. There was something about the look in his 
eyes she didn’t like. And the way he kept resting his hand on the rucksack 
next to him. Her voice was far softer when she spoke to him again. 

“What is it that you want me to do?” 

Tolling replaced the glass on the table and collected himself. “Your visit 
to Lloyd’s didn’t go unnoticed. They’re talking about an investigation.” 

“If you want me to go to the police then forget it. I’m not going near 
those wankers.” She shook her head firmly. 

“I’m not asking you to go to the police.” 

“Look,” Sarah leant forward and stared into his face, “just tell me 
everything and I’ll write it up. Once I publish then these bastards will be ex- 
posed and they won’t dare to hurt you. They’re probably just trying to scare 
you. Believe me, people do it all the time. You have to stand up to them.” 

Tolling allowed himself a second to marvel at her naivety. Then his voice 
was clear. ‘You aren’t going to stop this with a newspaper article. If you 
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write it then no newspaper will publish it. This is too big and the people 
involved are too powerful. You need to take what Desmond’s given you and 
give it to the investigators.” 

“I don’t do police.” 

Tolling watched her face close up again and reached into his pocket, 
pulling out a business card and dropping it onto the smeared table between 
them. 

“I told you, it isn’t the police. These people are corporate investigators.” 

Sarah picked up the card and scanned it. “So this Laughton MacAllister, 
they work for Lloyd’s and Verre Slater?” 

“They’ve been asked to meet with us but their appointment and the 
investigation has to be agreed by the Lloyd’s Council and the Verre Slater 
board. I’m expected to persuade the others that it isn’t necessary. And get 
them to agree to me conducting an internal investigation.” 

“What makes you think a bunch of corporate investigators will do any- 
thing?” She was surprised by the conviction in Henry Tolling’s face. 

“Laughton MacAllister are specialists. I met this man yesterday and I 
have no doubt that if they’re given what they need they can stop this. At least 
disrupt it before it’s too late.” 

“But they’ll be working for Lloyd’s,” Sarah Grelsham frowned and 
shook her head, “if they find something Lloyd’s don’t like what’s to stop 
them burying it?” 

“We just have to pray to God they don’t, Sarah. Because they’re the only 
chance we have.” 

In the silence the ancient dumb waiter next to them suddenly rattled 
loudly into life and made her jump. Watching the plates of burgers and chips 
appear with some relief Sarah realised just how on edge this whole conver- 
sation was malting her. It was all getting slightly surreal. And uncomfortable. 
She looked back to see Henry Tolling’s mouth tremble and for an awful 
moment she wondered if he was about to cry. Then he got hold of himself 
and took another swig of wine. 

Sarah realised that she didn’t want to be there any longer. Sitting back 
in her chair she noticed one of the elderly regulars through the glass door 
of the gents’ toilet and wrinkled her nose. Taking a breath she focussed on 
Henry again and affected an air of finality. 

“Well, actually I do have another chance. You aren’t the only whistle 
blower, Henry. I’m meeting Stephen Desmond when he gets into Europe 
and I’m sure once he’s on the record I’ll have no difficulty selling the article 
to any newspaper I choose. In the meantime I think I’m capable of looking 
after myself.” She leant her arms onto the table as she went to rise from the 
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chair then gave a small exclamation as Henry Tolling’s hand shot out and 
grabbed her wrist. She stiffened as he watched her. Then she saw that he was 
pushing something across the table. 

Talcing the smart-phone she sat back down. Squinting slighdy in the dim 
light she read the email on the screen. Henry watched her face change as the 
emotions cycled rapidly across it. When she looked back at him he saw the 
utter shock in it. 

“Why isn’t this on the wires?” 

“There’s a news blackout until they’ve contacted the family. We were told 
of course. They’ve appointed the PR company to handle the media and we 
cover that under the policy.” 

“Stephen Desmond was the only one killed?” 

Henry didn’t take his eyes off her but he released his grip on her wrist. 

“One other fro2e to death and the Captain lost an eye. But Stephen 
Desmond was executed. They took him to the bridge and they shot him 
point blank,” he watched her swallow and leant forward urgently. “They 
must know he’d come to you. Sent you his evidence. Now do you understand 
why you have to take it to Laughton MacAllister? It isn’t safe with you, and 
you aren’t safe as long as you have it.” 

Her fear made Sarah blurt out the truth without thinking. 

“But I don’t have it. He said he’d sent it but nothing’s arrived. But if they 
think I’ve got it — ” 

“God. Oh dear God. Without that evidence...” Tolling’s shoulders 
hunched, his fists balling white in distress. Sarah’s mind worked overtime as 
she looked at him. 

“Wait, he said there was someone else he’d sent it to, an old friend.” 

“Who?” 

Tolling’s voice was loud enough that the couple on the table nearby 
looked across and Sarah leant forward and dropped hers. “I don’t know. 
He said it was in the evidence file he was sending me.” Tolling reached out 
again and touched the rucksack and the action seemed to calm him. He took 
a deep breath. 

“Whoever he is, they’ll be looking for him. And they’ll be looking for you 
too. Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 

And as she looked into the greasy, grey face of Henry Tolling she sud- 
denly did understand. That Stephen Desmond was dead. And that there was 
every chance she could be next. She took a deep breath too. 

“What do I need to do?” She saw Henry sag a little in relief. 

“Go to Laughton MacAllister. Tell them everything. Hopefully Des- 
mond’s files will arrive and you can hand them over. If not then Laughton 
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MacAllister will just have to find whoever this man is that was sent the cop- 
ies. You need to tell them something else too, this is important. Tell them 
to look at Gyrescom, the maritime satellite communications company HCL 
use. They’ll do the rest. And they’ll protect you.” 

Henry watched her look down at the card again. Then she pulled out a 
small notebook from the pocket of her donkey jacket and made a note of 
the name on the card and the cell-phone number written neatly in biro un- 
derneath it. She spoke deliberately as she did so. 

“And what about you?” Sarah looked up in time to see an instant of 
something cross his face, but as his fingers touched against the weave of the 
rucksack again it disappeared. 

“I have to make sure Lloyd’s have no choice but to appoint Laughton 
MacAllister to investigate.” The blankness in Henry Tolling’s eyes made Sa- 
rah decide she didn’t want to know any more. She stuffed the notebook back 
into her pocket and pushed the card back towards Henry again. 

“If this is as big as you seem to think then I don’t know how this Drew 
Rydstrom guy’s going to protect me.” Henry replaced the card in his breast 
pocket. Then he shook his head slowly. 

“If anyone can keep you safe he can. When you meet him you’ll under- 
stand. But you have to trust him. Please.” 

And Sarah found herself hoping to God that Drew Rydstrom was the 
man Henry Tolling thought he was. For both their sakes. 


The cold wind gusted against her face as Tara Taylor pushed open the 
Victorian cast-iron gate to the elegant communal gardens in the middle of 
the square. It had been one of the main reasons she’d made Charlie buy the 
flat. She’d wanted somewhere green and safe for the baby she’d been ex- 
pecting, not that Charlie was fussed about the gardens. He specialised in an 
entirely different kind of hedging. But the money his fund generated meant 
they could buy pretty much any house they wanted, even in the astronomical 
London property market. 

The single lamp-post illuminated the drab late autumn shrubs within its 
reach. All were neatly pruned and the bases of the denuded trees bore no 
trace of the leaves they had so recently discarded. Wroclaw the gardener was 
very diligent, and courteous. Even his gardener’s shed in the corner, shielded 
by the large evergreen conifers, was tidy inside. 

Tara imagined how distressed he’d be to know that the gates had been 
left unlocked. How worried he would be about the kind of man who might 
want to gain access to this dark garden with its hidden corners and high 
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walls. And the purpose for which he might use it. Glancing around into the 
darkness she focussed on the danger and allowed the jolt of adrenalin to 
shock through her. She could feel her heart beating in her throat suddenly 
at the thought that someone could be watching her. Might have followed 
her from the house as she’d dashed into the night, deciding to go through 
the garden to the little local shop instead of walking around on the well-lit 
pavement. 

Pulling her draping cardigan around her more tightly Tara began walking 
carefully over the flagstoned path which wound through the middle of the 
garden. She could feel the adrenalin building with every step. Her flat bal- 
let pumps too thin to keep out the bone cold rising up from the paving, it 
leached into her feet. Another gust of wind heightened her senses and Tara 
could suddenly feel the very tips of the ends of the hairs of her neck as if 
someone had brushed against them. A vibration of a presence. She forced 
herself not to turn around; waited for the hands to grab her. But there was 
nothing. 

From his vantage point hidden in the trees Drew Rydstrom watched the 
shine of her dark hair as the woman passed in front of him. His sharp eyes 
scanned her face and figure. He had to be absolutely certain. Because a mis- 
take was unthinkable. Satisfied, he waited for her to leave the embrace of the 
lamplight. Covering the ground between them swiftly and silently Drew fell 
into step behind her for a second, his eyes scanning the garden. 

Then he lunged forward and grabbed her, his hand over her mouth. And 
ignoring her frenzied struggling, lifted her against him and dragged her off 
the path towards the bushes. 
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TWO 

Hakon Felland felt his cell-phone tremble in the inside pocket of his dinner 
jacket and swiftly retrieved it. Looking at the number he turned away from 
the ornate balustrading and the dull roar of two hundred well-modulated 
voices oiled by champagne below him, and began to stride slowly along the 
gallery of the Reform Club. He raised the handset to his ear and braced 
himself. 

“Hakon?” 

Hakon glanced around as he took a couple more steps, putting some 
distance between himself and the three gentlemen sitting nearby in the low 
red-leather chairs and dropped his voice. 

“I don’t have long. What is it?” 

“I take it you have heard about the Ming Ue?” 

“It’s not been reported yet.” 

“There will be no more problems with the engineer. What about the 
Lloyd’s insurance man?” Hakon listened to the impatience in the Chinese 
voice and gritted his teeth. Lloyd’s of London didn’t insure anyone. Just pro- 
vided the market. Anyone who knew anything about the maritime industry 
knew that. So it shouldn’t surprise him that Li Jian didn’t. “Will he stop this 
investigation? We cannot afford — ” 

“There is no investigation,” Hakon cut him off aggressively. “Not yet. 
It has to be approved by the Lloyd’s board and the managing agents Verre 
Slater first. Between us Henry and I can persuade enough of them to vote 
against it.” 

“And you are certain that he will do this?” 

Hakon Felland looked down at the phalanx of gilded, monied movers 
and shakers beneath him beginning to oo2e towards the Coffee Room for 
dinner. Money, power and reputation were everything. Henry Tolling stood 
to lose all of it. But that alone wasn’t enough to guarantee his compliance. 
Wealth and his good name he may be prepared to sacrifice, but not his ex- 
wife and children. 

“I guarantee it. I have outlined the consequences for his family if he 
doesn’t.” 

“Good. Then all we have left is the journalist. The engineer sent her an 
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email from the boat that he had posted his evidence to her, and to another 
man too.” 

Hakon stopped abruptly as he listened to Li Jian. The potential conse- 
quences of this news eclipsed everything else. He folded his tall frame over 
and leant his elbow on the balustrade, free hand running through his full 
head of white -blond hair. 

“Who is this other man Desmond sent his evidence to?” 

“I don’ know. He did not put his name in the email. But he said that it 
was in the file he was sending her.” A steward paused deliberately at Hakon’s 
side and he glanced up, waving him briskly away, but the man shook his head 
slightly. 

“Excuse me, Sir, but we don’t allow mobile phones to be used in the 
Club.” Hakon sighed impatiendy and nodded in acknowledgement as he re- 
turned to his conversation. 

“Then we need to get the file. And she must tell us anything else she 
knows.” 

“She is in the UK. You deal with it. But do it quiedy. These investigators 
don’t know about her yet and I do not want them finding her.” Clearly Li 
Jian had no idea that Sarah Grelsham had conned her way into Lloyd’s a few 
days earlier and caused the mother of all scenes confronting Henry Tolling. 
Considering how rattled the man already sounded Hakon decided to keep 
that piece of information to himself. Knowing she was already firmly on 
Lloyd’s and Verre Slater’s radar wasn’t going to do anything to calm Jian’s 
nerves. And if she was on their radar then as soon as the corporate investi- 
gators were officially appointed — if they were appointed — they’d be looking 
for her too. 

Hakon silently cursed her. The bitch had been a thorn in his side for too 
damn long. Though necessary, he had felt a pang of remorse at the confir- 
mation of Stephen Desmond’s passing. Sarah Grelsham’s demise however 
would cause him no such discomfort. 

It occurred to him that he may not have made it sufficiently clear to 
Henry Tolling to keep his mouth shut about her. Judging by Henry’s account 
of their exchange, Hakon had been fortunate she’d said as little as she had 
before being dragged out by security. 

Henry knew enough to be dangerous, but he had no idea of the extent 
of it. There was a chance however that Sarah Grelsham might. The last thing 
Hakon needed was her contacting Henry again. She might encourage him 
to ask questions about just how the pirates they financed always seemed to 
win so big. 

Watching the last of the guests trailing into the dinner he felt the stirrings 
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of anxiety and decided he might just have time to call Henry Tolling. But 
first he needed to get Arvind Barstad on a plane to the UK. Hakon needed 
the Sarah Grelsham situation fixing and that was Arvind’s department. Plus 
it wouldn’t do any harm to have him keeping an eye on things at Gyrescom 
either. The thought of Arvind was reassuring, so when he spoke to Jian 
again Hakon betrayed no hint of nerves. 

“Henry will keep his mouth shut, and we will find whoever Desmond 
sent his file to,” his voice dropped and his Norwegian accent bit his next 
words out of the air. “And when we are done with her no one will ever find 
Sarah Grelsham.” 


Hansie Sylvester slid the food order onto the metallic strip in front of 
the dumb waiter at the end of the bar and watched Henry Tolling stand 
and drag the rucksack onto his back. Whatever was in there it was heavy. So 
heavy it looked as though the guy could barely support the weight of it. He 
nodded at Tolling as he walked past him at the bar on his way to the exit. 

“Thanks now. Sir.” Hansie acknowledged that the cheerfulness in his 
voice was stemming largely from relief to see the man going. Tolling looked 
at him for a moment but his mind was elsewhere. Nodding slighdy he turned 
and made his way slowly past the long bar of the long, narrow room until he 
reached the door and pulled it open. And as Tolling did so Hansie realised 
what had been bothering him about that rucksack. 

It still had the price tags attached. 

Emerging into the cold night air Henry Tolling turned left and felt the 
narrowness of the alleyway pressing against his shoulders. He could feel the 
effects of the alcohol. But the smell of the river was cutting through. He 
reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the half botde of vodka he’d 
put there for just this eventuality. Leaning back against the window of the 
pub he unscrewed the cap and gulped it down as fast as he could, fighting 
against the urge to throw it straight back up again. Then he caught his breath 
and shoved the bottle back into his pocket. 

It took a significant effort to pull himself and the rucksack back upright 
and Henry staggered a little as he set off down the tiny, narrow passageway 
towards Wapping Old Stairs and the river. He could hear voices on the rear 
terrace of the pub and smell the clouds of cigarette smoke as they wafted 
across him on the night air. Despite having given up twenty years earlier he 
had a sudden yearning for a cigarette. Even condemned men got one of 
those. 

At least the smoke was temporarily masking the smell of the river and 
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the mud which was now so strong it was making him gag. He remembered 
the advertisement on the wall in the gents warning punters to be careful 
around water. 

Fumbling for a handrail, leaning against the wall as he hauled himself 
and the heavy rucksack up the deep stone steps, Henry finally stood at the 
highest point. The cutting cold and the smell of the Thames was all envel- 
oping. He swallowed and then began to pick his way down the slippery stone 
steps to the foreshore. The weight of the rucksack was unbalancing him. 
That, and the vodka. And the tears in his eyes. 

As he reached the shingle Henry peered into the rank smelling darkness 
beyond. At least he hadn’t broken his neck on the steps. That wasn’t why 
he’d come here. It would be the easy way out and he didn’t deserve that. He 
reminded himself that he was doing this to protect Rebecca and the children. 
But he was also sending a message. He had to trust that Drew Rydstrom 
would understand it. 

Then the sick fear of what he had done, and what he was about to do, 
erupted from him together with the vodka and the bile and he fell to his 
knees and vomited them up. 


The wooden door to the gardener’s hut swung wide against Drew’s 
shoulder as he’d been assured it would. Lifting Tara inside he slammed it 
again and pushed her against the wall, knocking flower pots and bird feeders 
off the trestle table nearby as she fought, holding her there with the weight 
of his body as she struggled fruitlessly against him. Crushed between the 
hardness of his large frame and the wooden wall Tara felt him remove his 
hand from her mouth and gasped for breath. 

He was very tall and very solid and when he grabbed both of her wrists 
and held them together in one hand above her head she had a sense of the 
brute strength of him. Drew kissed her hard on the mouth, his other hand 
dragging her jersey skirt up around her thighs until he could feel her under- 
wear. He heard her groan against his mouth. 

“God. Oh, God.” 

He softened the kiss as he breathed in the smell of her. Babies. Laundry. 
Scented wipes and softness. A faint aroma of pasta clinging to her glossy 
dark hair and the taste of good white wine fresh on her tongue as she kissed 
him back. He ran his hand over the flesh of her hip and then her buttock, 
pulling her body to his. 

As Drew’s hand moved across the plumpness of her stomach, Tara felt 
the size of his erection pressed against her and she dragged her hands from 
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his grip, running them over his short hair as she kissed him deeply. Freed 
from the necessity of subduing her Drew lifted her easily, wrapping her legs 
around him and Tara dropped her head back, as his mouth moved down her 
throat. She took in a lungful of the stale air, laden with creosote, damp wood 
and pesticide, and the spicy base notes of Drew’s cologne. 

Then he was kicking at something and she heard Wroclaw’s neady 
stacked pile of the green-striped seat cushions they all sat on during the 
summer picnics fall drunkenly around them. Drew’s instinct was to lie her 
gendy back against them but he remembered his instructions. Steeling him- 
self he launched Tara at them; hard enough to give her the thrill she wanted 
but not enough to hurt her, and followed her down. 

His face was shadowed by the semi-darkness as he loomed over her but 
Tara’s mind filled in the gaps. Flashing images of him smiling at her as they 
sat at the bar. Listening carefully as she explained what she wanted. Assuring 
her he’d be waiting for her text. Kissing her chastely, but lingeringly on the 
cheek as she left. Quite how she’d managed to find a man this handsome and 
this fit in the online sewer of sickos and fuckwits she’d no idea. And even 
less idea what kind of madness his wife had to be suffering from to sleep 
around on him. But he was undoubtedly everything she needed to fulfil her 
particular fantasy. Other than the fact that he was still far too gentle. But they 
could work on that. 

Drew manoeuvred Tara out of her cardigan and then began pulling the 
long-sleeved cashmere sweater up and they broke apart as he dragged it 
over her head. The dim light from the dirty window lit the ripe softness of 
her milky white breasts, full and perfect in the nursing bra she’d forgotten 
to change. Drew bent and buried his face against them, reaching around to 
undo her bra. And then the smell of the baby was almost overpowering. 

He hesitated. He’d known she was someone’s wife: he’d gone looking for 
one. But she was so clearly more than that. The exquisite tenderness of her 
body, of new motherhood was sorely at odds with the violence she wanted 
him to visit upon it. The scent of her was innocence, and at the same time 
ultimate knowledge. Suddenly, and for the first time, despite her consent it 
felt like a violation. 

Tara felt the odd sensation of release as Drew’s practised fingers un- 
hooked her bra and wondered if she’d imagined him tense. 

“What? What’s the matter?” 

Drew felt the white noise building in his head. Felt himself torn, con- 
flicted, wanting her, and not wanting her. He was thinking too hard and he 
needed to stop. She wanted to be raped in safety. He wanted to sleep with a 
woman who wouldn’t mind him walking away afterwards. Fair exchange was 
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no robbery. Drew deliberately shut his rational mind down. Focussed on 
the sensations heightened by the dopamine flooding his brain. The feel of 
her breast under his hand. When he didn’t answer her Tara made to sit up, 
opening her eyes in the darkness, trying to see his face. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Shut up.” 

His voice was deep, the Australian accent unfamiliar. But the tone was 
clear. He pushed her back against the cushions and felt for her underwear, 
tearing it apart in his hands and forcing her legs wide as she gasped. The 
speed and efficiency with which he pulled on a condom seemed at odds 
with his status as a happily married man, but Tara didn’t have the bandwidth 
to think about it. He heard her sigh ecstatically as he felt for her and then 
forced himself inside. She cried out, but she was ready. More than ready. 

He abandoned himself to the warmth of her, the fecund loveliness of 
her smooth skin around him and her hands around his neck. Lifting her but- 
tocks towards him he reached deeper inside her, pressing his thumb rhyth- 
mically against her in time with his thrusting until her breaths shortened and 
turned into short cries of pleasure. 

Drew felt his own orgasm gathering at the sound of her. But he had 
one last card to play. Just as Tara was reaching for her climax she felt Drew 
suddenly pull away. Flipping her onto her stomach he raised her hips towards 
him, thrust into her again and clamped his hand hard over her mouth. For 
Tara it was just rough enough, just unexpected enough and just close enough 
to pain. She came so hard it was almost like a contraction. Drew felt her con- 
vulsing and let go himself. When it was over he kissed the damp skin at the 
nape of her neck and wrapped his arms around her. But he’d barely got his 
breath back before she was wriggling away from him, feeling for her sweater. 

He straightened up and dealt with the condom and then looked back to 
see she’d turned towards him. Tara concentrated on him as he zipped his fly 
and acknowledged that he was even better looking than she remembered. 
But she somehow knew he’d lied to her. 

“You aren’t really married are you?” 

He took in a long breath and shook his head. 

“No. But I meant what I said. No strings attached.” 

NSA. It was what Tara had put in her online profile on the married dat- 
ing site where she’d found him. The accepted online shorthand for consent- 
ing, guilt-free, emotion-free, but specifically free at the point of delivery, sex 
of every variety. It also happened to be the only kind of sex Drew Rydstrom 
was capable of having. And he had a lot of it. 

Drew stood up and held his hand out to her, pulling her to her feet as she 
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dragged her skirt back down over her thighs and then busied herself trying 
to fasten her bra. He watched her heavy breasts and reached out, turning 
her gendy around so he could hook it for her. He allowed his fingers to run 
down her back and smelt that heady mix of baby and sex pulsing from her. 

Suddenly Drew wanted them to be skin to skin. The truth was he didn’t 
care for the rape fantasy at all. It held zero appeal. Overpowering her, hold- 
ing her down, subduing her, took him dangerously close to places he’d been 
reduced to sleeping two hours in every twenty- four trying to avoid. But then 
the women who took the risk of sex with online strangers usually did it for 
a reason. And, as weird shit went, a rape fantasy was fairly tame stuff. He’d 
delivered that. Now he wanted time to enjoy her. To escape in her for as long 
as he could persuade her to let him. 

Tara felt his hand snake around her waist and pull her back against him. 
His voice was soft in her ear. 

“Was that what you wanted?” 

Tara felt a strange anger at the question. It was a fantasy. Giving it marks 
out of ten and comparing notes wasn’t how it ended. 

“Yes. Yes, it was,” she turned and looked up into his face and took a 
breath, “but you can be a lot rougher. You won’t hurt me.” 

Drew looked back silently. If only that was something he could guar- 
antee. 

They stared at each other for a moment longer. Then he slowly leant his 
lips behind her ear, relishing that moreish smell. He realised that Tara’s baby 
was probably very new. But he didn’t want to lose her to it yet. He murmured 
against her neck. 

“Okay. But let’s go somewhere more comfortable. There’s a hotel a cou- 
ple of blocks away — ” 

Tara pulled back from him and frowned quizzically. He watched her 
shake her head slowly. Her voice was equally slow as if she was talking to a 
particularly stupid child. “If I’d wanted to go to a hotel I’d have gone with 
my husband.” 

Drew blinked. Felt the hurt career briefly out of control until he ab- 
sorbed the rejection, balling it up and throwing it to the back of his head. 
It was instantaneous and unconscious. A reflex. But it had protected him 
since he was not much older than Tara’s baby. What followed it was equally 
ingrained. 

As Tara watched, Drew glanced around the semi-darkness of the shed, 
then bent down and retrieved the torn remnants of her underwear lying next 
to his foot. He straightened up and nodded at her. 

“Do you want these?” She looked at him in gathering dismay and he 
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rolled his eyes. “Oh for Christ’s sake, I don’t want a bloody souvenir, sweet- 
heart. But you can’t leave your knickers on the deck and the place in a mess. 
I’m just clearing up.” 

Then to her astonishment he did just that. Shoving the underwear into 
the pocket of his dark suit, righting the stool they’d knocked over, picking 
up the couple of bird feeders which had fallen off the trestle table. Then he 
walked over and started carefully stacking the green-striped cushions neady 
back into their pile. 

As she watched him methodically tidying the shed Tara sensed she’d 
upset him. But that was why she’d advertised for a married man. It didn’t 
matter if his wife didn’t understand him, if his wife didn’t like him, or just 
loathed the things he wanted to do to her in bed; but he had to have one. 
Without one of his own it was impossible to understand the dynamics of the 
transaction when sleeping with someone else’s. 

Tara Taylor was no psychiatrist, and had never been a particularly good 
judge of men, but as she watched him concentrating utterly on bringing or- 
der to the chaos they’d created she suddenly knew that their encounter was 
dangerously asymmetric. Despite the order and control he was deliberately 
exerting around him the rawness of his pain was suddenly clear to her. Drew 
Rydstrom might believe himself to be detached and emotionless, but he was 
far from it. Tara had the strange feeling that he needed more than a woman. 
And more than a wife. 

She wasn’t sure whether it was because of the flood of hormones the 
baby had unleashed in her, or that microsecond of vulnerability she’d wit- 
nessed in his glacial blue eyes, but for some strange reason she felt what he 
really needed was a mother. 

They walked in silence back up the path to the cast iron gate. Drew 
opened it and waited for her to pass through and then followed her. He 
watched as she produced a large, ornate key from the pocket of her cardigan 
and turned it in the big lock. Tara had already come to the conclusion that 
Drew was too rare a catch to throw back. Looking around at him towering 
over her in the brightly-lit street confirmed matters. 

“Do you want to do this again?” 

“If you want to.” Drew’s voice was flat. 

“I’ll text you then.” 

“No worries.” 

Then without another word she walked away from him, back to her hus- 
band and her baby. 

Drew watched her go. He was pretty sure he’d satisfied her, but it hadn’t 
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been reciprocal. She hadn’t been anywhere near enough. But then he’d never 
found a woman who was. There was only one thing that had ever offered any 
real relief. He needed the water. And he needed it very badly indeed. 


It felt like he’d been trudging towards the water for miles when Henry 
finally felt the mud sinking underneath him. He was surprised at the effort it 
took to lift his feet out of it and as the bricks weighting down the rucksack 
almost toppled him over he gave a small cry. The alcohol had done a good 
job of deadening the fear until now, but as the water crept up his trouser legs 
it took hold of him properly. 

At knee-deep in the icy flow he felt the sobering strength of the cur- 
rent and suddenly panicked. Twisting away from the water and back towards 
the foreshore his body outran his feet, trapped in the glutinous mud. The 
shock of the cold water as he fell caused him to take in a mouthful of the 
foul Thames and he desperately struggled to drag himself up again. But the 
weight of the rucksack sucked him back. 

Henry yelled out in terror as he felt himself sinking, scrabbling at the 
mud and sobbing in fright and regret. He tore at the rucksack strap across his 
chest, his numb, bleeding fingers useless as he suddenly heard shouting from 
the shore. Then the lights of the Town of Ramsgate blurred and disappeared 
as he went under for the first time. 


Across London Drew stripped off the last of his clothes and stepped 
to the edge of the pontoon. It rocked slightly under his feet and he auto- 
matically compensated, then took in a very deep breath of the icy air and let 
it out until he could hear his heart beating. Clenching his fists he tuned out 
the sound of the traffic in the distance and focussed on the darkness. He 
felt it sucking around him, the blackness of sky and lake coalescing as the 
Serpentine snaked away from him. Then he flexed his knees and dived into 
the arctic water. 

By the time Drew broke the surface the electric burn of the cold was 
threatening to overwhelm him. His body tried to shut down, lungs and 
nerves in shock, struggling to protect itself. Struggling to live. He kicked 
into a fast crawl, mind focused utterly on the physical necessity of driving his 
six feet five inch frame through the water, waiting for the emergency burst 
of energy which would signal his system was about to recalibrate. When 
it came, the sensation of elated fury was momentary, but intense, and the 
blood sang in his ears. 
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He rolled onto his back and began stroking more slowly, the cold water 
isolating his thoughts, shoring up the walls in his mind that only the recur- 
rent nightmares breached. Driving the guilt and the pain and the horror out 
of reach of his conscious brain. The water was both Drew’s refuge and his 
salvation. It held no fear for him as he cleaved through the purling pitch, 
nothing beneath and nothing above, the black sky and the black water exter- 
nalizing the void inside him. The intense cold punishing him; weed grabbing 
at him, threatening him. Flagellating him. Cleansing him of the smell of that 
baby and its mother. But nothing ever cleansed him of his own. 

His earliest memory was the water. The sensation of fear and then in- 
credible freedom. Of utter peace. Drew had been two years old when his 
mother strapped him into his pushchair, dropped him into the lake in the 
park behind their Sydney house and walked away. He considered it a blessing 
he didn’t remember anything before that. Because he knew it wasn’t the first 
time she’d tried to get rid of him. 

But then, Drew was well aware how proficiently his mind blotted out 
what it knew he couldn’t cope with remembering. He rolled back and plunged 
his face under again and began to settle into the rhythm of his crawl. 


Henry tried desperately to kick himself upward, but his lungs were 
screaming and the exertion forced him to gasp, allowing the icy waters of 
the Thames to flood his mouth. London’s lifeblood sucked Henry’s out of 
him, suffusing his nose, his eyes; tearing its way into his aching lungs as he 
swallowed against it. Deafening him with the terror of his own dying. 

He heard voices echoing through the water. They seemed to calm him, 
connect him with the flow of time and the ancient waters that would claim 
him. Then his fear dissipated, the vicious cold abated, and the pressure of 
the current became giant hands bearing him gently and slowly downward as 
the river closed over his head for the last time. 


Hakon Felland ignored the reproachful gaze of another steward and 
listened to Henry Tolling’s phone ringing out as he strode down the vault- 
ed, enclosed staircase towards the grand entrance hall. When the voicemail 
picked up he heard Henry’s voice and cleared his throat. He was about to 
speak when something stopped him. He withdrew the phone from his ear 
and ended the call. With the prospect of an outfit like Laughton MacAllister 
starting an investigation the stakes were simply too high now to make ele- 
mentary mistakes. 
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Crossing the marbled mosaic floor he nodded at the steward at the door 
of the Coffee Room. Every guest was seated by now and he looked around 
for a spare chair. A couple of people nodded in acknowledgment at him; 
he was an important man in his own right, but in this company he had no 
particular cachet. He was just an escort. 

Easing himself into an empty seat he looked at the podium. The host 
was busily thanking the Minister for taking the time to address them. How 
honoured they were to have someone with them who was such a rising star 
in the government. Who took such a keen interest in the maritime industry 
and the major issue piracy had become. Hakon looked at his phone again. 
Calling up Henry Tolling’s contact details he pressed the delete button. The 
phone threw up a dialog box asking him if he was sure. 

“Ah, there you are, Hakon. Karen was worried you’d got lost.” 

Hakon palmed the phone and looked up to see a very young man with 
a poorly fitting suit had materialised in front of him. Hakon disliked Eddie 
Rundle and the feeling was mutual. He raised his light blond eyebrows. 

“Clearly I am not lost.” 

“Right, well Karen asked me to tell you to go on without her afterwards.” 
He saw Hakon’s sharp Nordic blue eyes focus on him. 

“Why?” 

As always Eddie gave him as little as possible. 

“She has to see the PM. Co-ordination on an announcement.” 

“They’re announcing their support for armed guards on British flagged 
shipping?” 

“I’ve no idea,” Eddie shrugged lightly, “that’s above my pay grade.” 

“Fine.” 

They were interrupted by applause as an attractive blonde woman took 
her place at the podium, smiled confidently and began to address the room. 
Eddie got the message he wasn’t wanted and disappeared but Hakon barely 
registered his leaving. 

If that announcement was imminent then the new intelligence centre in 
the Seychelles dedicated to tracking pirate ransoms had to be virtually online. 
Which made eliminating any loose ends absolutely imperative. 

Pressing delete on Henry Tolling’s contact, Hakon replaced his phone 
in his dinner jacket and concentrated on his wife. He felt a cold anger that 
things had moved on to such an extent without Karen telling him. But then 
between her schedule and his, finding time for sex and the subsequent pillow 
talk that had kept him ahead of the game this long was tough. But it had to 
be remedied. Even if fucking her was becoming a chore. 

So he settled back in his seat, folded his arms and told himself that when 
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she got back from Downing Street, no matter how late it was, he’d be ready. 
And by the morning he’d know everything he needed to. 


Drew hauled himself out and the lake reluctantly gave him up. His 
clouds of breath rolling and chasing, playing tag with the bitter air as he 
closed his eyes and silently feasted on the tranquillity his labours had brought 
him. Each time it was a rebirth, a cleansing. A physical manifestation of his 
body’s desire to survive. A reaffirmation that he wanted to live. But it was 
only temporary. 

Drew raked the water off himself with his hands, reaching for the neady 
folded pile of clothes on the pontoon. And steeled himself for the long, 
solitary, sleepless night ahead. 
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Diego da Souza watched the sleek handset in front of him light up and 
thumped the desk in triumph. 

“\ r ete a tomarpor atlo, Apple!’ He span around in his chair and saw Isabelle 
Christopher behind him. 

“I take it you’ve managed to jailbreak another of their beautiful products 
and turn it to the dark side then?” Isabelle looked sternly at him as Diego 
snorted. 

“I give eet to Apple up the ass beeg time. I don’ jus’ jailbreak thees 
phone, I add my chip reader as app.” 

“Well I suppose chip reading is preferable to the silent camera app you 
use on the tube to take photographs up women’s dresses.” 

Ignoring her disapproval Diego sprang out of his angular black swivel 
chair and strutted across to her purposefully. 

“Eesabella, you don’t give me an answer yet. You come out weeth me 
tonight ah?” 

“I did give you an answer.” Isabelle’s cut glass English accent always 
turned Diego on. As he reached her he slid onto the empty piece of desk she 
was standing next to and leant into her seductively. He breathed in her scent 
and traced the elegant curve of her jawbone with his eyes. 

Isabelle’s own were watchful as he put his hand out and walked his fin- 
gers gently up the sleeve of her grey cashmere dress. 

“I ‘din like that first answer.” 

His Hispanic-American accent was emollient, but they’d played this 
game before. Isabelle watched his eyebrows raise in hope as she opened her 
mouth. Diego’s long dark hair was held back in a low ponytail which brushed 
his soft black leather jacket. The whites of his slightly feminine, almond 
coloured eyes contrasted strongly with his dark complexion, masculine jaw 
and full lips. Lithe hipped and wiry he looked more like a flamenco dancer 
than one of the most talented hackers in the world. 

“Well the second answer is no, just like the first answer.” 

Diego pouted sulkily as he saw a smile crease the flawless skin of Isa- 
belle’s complexion and the mischief dance in her rich dark-brown eyes. Aside 
from the gamine crop she was a dead-ringer for Audrey Hepburn in Breakfast 
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at Tiffany's. Her rosebud mouth was moist with subtle pink gloss and Diego 
badly wanted it around his cock. He simply could not come to terms with a 
woman not wanting to sleep with him. The fact that she wouldn’t sleep with 
men full stop didn’t seem to help. He was convinced he could get her back 
on solids, given the opportunity. 

“Please? Eet would be fine,” Diego wheedled at her. “I have long hair 
and I can put some scent on. Eef I shove my balls up my ass you won’t know 
I’m not a woman.” 

Isabelle raised her eyebrows at him pointedly and Diego got the usual 
frisson of excitement. She reminded him of a nurse who’d looked after him 
once. He’d had her eventually and she’d been well worth the effort. He en- 
vied Drew being organised by the ruthlessly efficient Isabelle. Not that Drew 
needed an assistant like her, his office was already so neat it was verging on 
clinical. It was a waste. She should be his assistant instead. He watched as 
she pulled herself up to her full five feet three inches and shook her head. 

“You are disturbed, Diego da Souza, you realise that?” 

“I like pussy. Es just problem that you do too.” 

She tried not laugh as he leapt off the desk and walked around her to the 
door. Then she remembered Drew was asleep and called after Diego. 

“Don’t disturb Drew he’s on a call.” 

“I need to smoke.” 

Isabelle watched Diego shimmy through the open door and turned back 
to see Manon Wyn Roberts looking grimly at her. 

“A swift kick in the knackers would put an end to that you know.” 

The attractive, gravelly Welsh lilt was full of disgust and hangover. Isa- 
belle shrugged. 

“He’s harmless.” 

“I’d hardly call him that.” 

The two women looked at each other for a moment and Isabelle thought 
not for the first time that despite her perpetual hangover Manon was un- 
doubtedly far better looking in the flesh than the press photographs had 
suggested. 

Her thick, strawberry-blonde hair was still drawn back into a severe po- 
nytail the same as in all the coverage, but those snatched, grainy photographs 
had failed to convey the symmetry of her cheekbones, the clarity of her pale 
skin, blemish-free aside from a scattering of light freckles on her forehead. 
Or the beauty of her strong, slightly aquiline nose and full, sensual top lip 
which seemed so incongruent in her stern face. 

Even though Manon wasn’t really Isabelle’s type she could appreciate she 
had all the raw material to be stunning. Some make-up and a smile was all 


30 


it would take. But there was no evidence of either. Manon turned away and 
went to pick up her coffee mug. 

“Well, if you want to put up with that shit...” 

Isabelle knew it wasn’t so much the shit as the individual dealing it out. 
She reminded herself how difficult it must have been to get a collar as spec- 
tacular as Diego da Souza and then have to watch Michael Leithead spring 
him and give him a job at Laughton’s. That was enough for anyone, but 
then to find yourself working alongside him was adding insult to injury. 
There were a wide variety of reasons why she wouldn’t want to be Manon 
Wyn Roberts, and that was just one of them. She felt for Manon, but they’d 
all been cutting her slack ever since she arrived and it was beginning to get 
wearing. 

Isabelle glanced around the large open-plan team office and saw every- 
one had been watching the exchange. It was a large room and had been used 
as a telemarketing office by the previous tenant but was now slighdy dark- 
ened by the window blinds, making it easier for Diego to play his bank of 
Macs and PCs which took up almost the entire back wall. As usual his area 
was clear of clutter, Diego’s filth was all in his head. 

Opposite the door and Isabelle, two desks faced each other under the 
shuttered windows at which Danny Tao and Kwadwo ‘K’ Boateng were 
spectating. Parallel to them another two desks housed Manon and Colin Brit- 
ton, whom she knew was currently making himself yet another Pot Noodle. 
To the right two further desks provided accommodation for Isabelle, when 
she wasn’t sitting outside Drew’s office, and Tony Houseman. Isabelle wasn’t 
sure exactly what Tony’s job description was, not that Laughton MacAllister 
was big on job descriptions. But whatever needed doing Tony did it: starting 
with driving the boss, Michael Leithead, around. 

Isabelle stood to one side as Manon walked purposefully past her out of 
the door with her mug and noticed that she didn’t ask if anyone else wanted 
a coffee. Drew was right. Mentally Manon hadn’t joined this team. And his 
faith in the passage of time changing that was beginning to look shaky. Then 
she suddenly remembered the phone message she’d taken. 

“Oh, Manon, a Johnny Makin of Ellands called as well. Wants you to call 
him back as soon as possible.” Manon shook her head slightly as she reached 
back and took the yellow telephone message from Isabelle, reading the un- 
familiar name. So she missed the sudden look of alarm on K Boateng’s face. 
But Isabelle didn’t. 

Manon sniffed and shrugged slightly as she walked away. 

“Whoever Johnny Makin is.” 

Isabelle saw K Boateng stand up from his desk and she could tell some- 
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thing was wrong. Oxford-educated son of a prosperous Ghanaian family, at 
six feet two K was slim and always elegandy dressed and his well tended eb- 
ony skin glowed. His deep voice was quieter than usual as he approached her. 

“Is Drew in his office?” 

“Yes, but he’s on a call.” Isabelle wasn’t sure when she’d started tell- 
ing people Drew was on a conference call, because in reality there was no 
reason why he shouldn’t have a nap. She was pretty sure that most people 
knew by now that Drew’s thirty minute absences were to sleep, but it wasn’t 
something anyone discussed. She looked steadily back at K and watched 
him frown. 

“Any idea how long he’ll be?” Isabelle glanced at her watch. Drew never 
slept for more than thirty minutes. 

“Might be finished. Let me check.” 

“Fine, I’ll see if Michael’s free.” 

She fell into step with K down the corridor towards Drew’s office. 

“Ellands are lawyers aren’t they?” 

“They are. Good ones too.” 

Isabelle reflected that if K rated Ellands then they were undoubtedly 
good. His keen legal mind had seen him qualify as a solicitor and then rise 
through the corporate ranks eventually landing a senior executive post at the 
World Bank in his mid-thirties. The photo that he carried in his wallet, of 
him and a beautiful woman Isabelle assumed was his wife, showed a striking 
couple, smiling at a high-profile function. But that was in the days before 
Laughton MacAllister. There weren’t any high-profile functions now. Nor, 
reading between the lines of K’s domestic arrangements, were there many 
smiles. 

K peeled off at Drew’s office and headed towards Michael’s and Isabelle 
looked at her desk phone. The red light indicated that the phone in his office 
was still on divert to her which meant he wasn’t awake yet. Until he was she 
always kept a careful guard to make sure he wasn’t disturbed. She hardly 
thought about it these days, although at first she’d found it a bit odd. It was 
good thing she’d been warned about Drew’s sleeping problems otherwise 
the first time she’d gone in and found him slumped in the chair she probably 
would have thought he was dead. Because when Drew slept he slept hard. 

Having trained himself to fall immediately into REM sleep Drew could 
get all the sleep he needed in four thirty-minute bursts throughout the day. 
But it also meant that he was deeply unconscious and although he’d never 
asked her to, Isabelle felt intuitively that he needed to be protected whilst he 
was. Once he’d closed the door to his office and set the alarm on his phone 
for thirty minutes Drew just folded his arms and slept. Within a minute he 
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was out. His friend Mai had warned her it was an odd thing to witness. What 
he hadn’t shared with Isabelle was the reasons Drew restricted his REM 
sleep to thirty minutes maximum. 

When it came to nightmares most people woke up before they hit the 
ground. Drew’s objective was to wake up before he started falling. Before 
the door opened fully and let the bad stuff through. This brutal hog-tying 
of his subconscious had given him a degree of control that nothing else 
had. It meant that seventy-five per cent of the time he woke up before the 
nightmare. The other twenty-five per cent he was still working on. As she 
watched it the light flicked off and she walked across to his door, gave the 
briefest of knocks and then pushed it open. 

Situated on the corner of the building Drew’s office was large and spa- 
cious with floor to ceiling windows offering up a view of the City of Lon- 
don. It was also, as always, very tidy. Drew’s almost physical aversion to mess 
meant piles of paper were complete anathema to him. Part of Isabelle’s 
mission was to make sure they never built up. Drew looked up from his desk 
enquiringly and she could see that his strange, icy blue eyes were still slightly 
bloodshot. 

“K wanted a word with you.” 

She watched as Drew stood up and straightened his shoulders. She no- 
ticed he hadn’t even removed his jacket before sitting down and sleeping. 
He’d clearly taken it to the edge today. 

“No worries. He coming in here?” Isabelle saw him focus behind her 
and turned to see K and Michael Leithead at her shoulder. Drew frowned as 
he saw K behind Isabelle and noted his expression. 

“Problem, mate?” 

Isabelle quiedy withdrew as K allowed Michael past him, then stepped 
into the office himself. He didn’t waste any time. Shutting the door behind 
him he leant back against it and his black eyes were troubled as he looked at 
Drew and Michael. 

“Manon just got a message to call Johnny Makin at Ellands.” 

Michael sank down into the chair opposite Drew and lifted his hand to 
push his tie flat. As he did so his signet ring caught the light. 

“He’s trouble.” 

Michael was in his late fifties Drew reckoned, with thinning sandy hair 
which looked as though it had always been that way and wore his ubiquitous 
pin striped suit. Michael always looked clean; that public school sort of clean 
that didn’t come from washing. As he’d got to know him over the past six 
months Drew had come to trust him. Now he might even choose to work 
for him. If he had a choice. He saw the looks being exchanged between K 
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and Michael and raised his eyebrows laconically. 

“Whoever the bloody hell Johnny Makin is?” 

Michael gestured for K to continue. 

“Celebrity lawyer, but a good one. Well connected and high-profile.” 
The tall Ghanaian nodded as he watched Drew quickly put the pieces 
together. 

“So he’s representing Greg Hart?” 

“And if he’s getting in touch with Manon it’s likely to be for one reason 
and one reason only.” 

Michael slowly rose to his feet, shaking his head as he walked across to 
the window. 

“You would have thought he’d leave the poor girl alone.” 

K sighed. “Johnny Makin doesn’t have an ounce of humanity.” 

“I know that,” Michael laughed sofdy. “Actually I was talking about 
Gregory Hart. I would have hoped an Assistant Commissioner of the Met 
would have had some shred of decency.” 

Drew concentrated on K. “What does Makin want with Manon?” 

“I can’t be sure. But my guess is he’ll try to persuade her to take the full 
responsibility and exonerate Hart.” 

“She wouldn’t do that,” Drew snorted. “Why the bloody hell would she 
do that?” He watched Michael turn back from his contemplation of the sky 
outside. 

“I can protect her, there won’t be any charges brought against her as long 
as she’s here. But the case against Gregory Hart will go ahead. If she changes 
her story and testifies that he didn’t ask her to bury the allegations, that she 
did it without any influence from him, then he’s got a chance.” The three 
men looked at each other in silence for a moment before Michael continued 
quiedy. “I don’t believe that she’s violated my trust and been in contact with 
him. But I do believe that if he asked her to help him via Johnny Makin 
there’s a good chance she would. Even knowing the possible consequences.” 
Drew looked at K questioningly. 

“Which are?” 

“This isn’t a normal case,” K paused eloquendy. “Greg Hart has always 
been controversial but being married to Stella Sevigny — ” He could see 
Drew’s hackles rise. 

“Yeah, you can see why Johnny Makin likes this one can’t you. No doubt 
Greg Hart got his celebrity wife’s money after she killed herself.” He watched 
as K smiled thinly. 

“He’d better have, with what Makin charges,” then the smile left his face, 
“if Makin persuades Manon to exonerate Greg and take the blame then 
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they’ll do their best to throw the book at her. Corrupt Fraud Squad officer, 
home wrecker to the nation’s pregnant sweetheart — I think she could easily 
be looking at six to twelve months.” 

Drew dropped his head back and examined the polished chrome cross 
tee of the false ceiling. 

“Christ Almighty.” He looked back to find Michael’s hazel eyes staring 
at him. 

“I need her, Drew. You’re exceptional but there’s only one of you, and 
you need some back-up. We’re getting busier and Laughton’s can’t run on 
just one keyman. Manon may be difficult but she’s also incredibly good. One 
look at her file tells you that.” 

Drew noticed K nodding slowly next to him. 

“She was the golden girl at SDC6, and thanks to her surveillance second- 
ment she’s even got her firearms ticket. From the day she joined the Met 
she’s passed every exam, every selection way ahead of her contemporaries.” 
Michael looked back at Drew and noted the hint of scepticism in his 
face. 

“She’s clever and she’s capable. And you know Harri Wyn Roberts is a 
Flying Squad legend, so she comes with a pedigree.” 

“She’s not a bloody dog, mate.” Drew rolled his eyes but it didn’t deflect 
K. 

“Come on, Drew, she caught Diego for God’s sake — ” 

“Yeah, and then out of the blue she buries a major corruption scandal 
just because Greg Hart tells her to. What’s that about?” 

Michael looked between the two men and took in a deep breath. 

“I didn’t say I could tell you what was going on in her head.” 

Drew arched an eyebrow. 

“More to do with what was going on in her bed I reckon.” 

“I don’t doubt you’re right,” Michael’s voice was clipped as he looked 
back at Drew, “so you need to setde her, get her to start working as part of 
this team and take her mind off Gregory Hart.” 

“If the bloke’s that good in the sack I don’t reckon I stand much of a 
chance.” 

There was a distinct lack of humour in Drew’s delivery. Michael watched 
him lean back in his chair and decided it was time for a bit of reverse psy- 
chology. Drew was a deceptively clever man and attempting to manipulate 
him was risky. But if there was one thing he took exception to, it was being 
told he couldn’t do something. Michael sighed and adopted a resigned ex- 
pression as he looked back. 

“No. When you put it like that,” he watched the almost impercepti- 
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ble raise in Drew’s eyebrows. “But just do your best, Drew. Because if she 
changes her statement now, I can’t help her. I don’t think anyone can. Prison 
is very tough for police officers. For Manon it would be sheer hell. But if she 
believes he’ll be waiting for her at the prison gates when she comes out she 
might just decide six to twelve months is worth it.” 

Drew shook his head firmly. “That bastard’ll be long gone. And Manon’s 
too smart to believe that kind of bullshit,” but he realised that he was speak- 
ing more in hope than expectation. “She’s going to be too bloody busy from 
now on anyway. She’s had three months to get her feet under the desk. It’s 
time she started pulling her weight and this Lloyd’s case is going to need all 
of us.” He saw Michael nod in agreement. 

“The board this afternoon is just a formality. But until we have the offi- 
cial green light make sure everyone’s discreet.” He watched Drew stand up 
and divest himself of his jacket, walking across to the coat stand behind the 
door and hooking it over a hanger. 

“They’re too busy worrying about this latest hi-jacking. Pirates killed a 
few of the crew. Poor bastards,” Drew looked back at Michael. “Mike, Henry 
Tolling’s part of this meeting isn’t he?” 

“Yes. Any reason you ask?” He watched Drew’s eyes narrow. 

“I want to get some more time with him. I don’t know why, but I just got 
the feeling he had something he wanted to tell me.” 

Manon walked back into the team room with her cup of coffee, but aside 
from a disgusted glance at Diego’s back view she didn’t make eye contact 
with anyone. Diego watched her surreptitiously from the corner of his eye. 
He knew she was hungover again, although it wasn’t the worst he’d seen 
her. She should be easy enough to piss off. He just hoped she launched her 
browser window when she had her coffee in her hand. A smile curled at the 
edge of his mouth as he turned carefully back to his keyboard and began 
hacking into the HCL server. 

Pulling her chair out Manon put her coffee down and looked across at 
the rubbish and snack pots piled on Col’s desk opposite. The odd coffee cup 
and sandwich wrapper fair enough, but she was sitting opposite the EU crap 
mountain. She didn’t understand how anyone could work with that lot on 
their desk. Although the way Col worked at all was a mystery in itself. 

She’d been told that he was a five-fold synaesthete when she arrived and 
had nodded knowledgeably, but it wasn’t until she’d got home and looked it 
up on Wikipedia that she’d had any idea what that meant. And judging by the 
write-up it seemed like no-one really knew exactly what it meant. 

She had the feeling it was like Attention Deficit Disorder and the other 
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new illnesses developed to excuse the little shits most of the population were 
busy breeding these days. And to accommodate their parents’ inability to 
bring themselves to administer a good slapping. The fact that it was bound 
up with Aspergers and Autism — both of which Col was also suspected of 
suffering from and it meant Col got treated with kid gloves — had confirmed 
her in that view. Although she had to admit that Col’s feats of memory were 
truly awesome. 

Sighing, she pushed her coffee on its Addison Lee coaster slightly away 
from her and watched the vibrations cause a shudder in the junk structure 
opposite. Having paused to check if the tottering edifice had been funda- 
mentally compromised she was about to look at her email when Drew ap- 
peared at the door followed by K and Michael. 

“Diegs mate, watch yourself in the HCL network will you? We aren’t 
official yet.” Diego immediately nodded back. 

“Si, they weel not see me, man.” 

Michael thought how far they’d come with him in six months. Sitting 
across the table from him in the bare interview room, witnessing his maver- 
ick disregard for anything or anyone who sought to impose their authority 
on him Michael had privately wondered if he was asking Drew for the im- 
possible. But he’d managed it. And the rewards were spectacular. The boy 
was the cyber equivalent of a pass key. No data, no network, no system was 
closed to them. 

Between him and the others who now sat around him, K, Danny, Col 
and Manon, Michael had the makings of a matchless team. But they weren’t 
there yet. Not by a long chalk. He just hoped to God Manon didn’t decide 
to screw up the chance she had. For her sake as much as his. He watched her 
look up at Drew as he spoke to her. 

“Any joy with Sarah Grelsham?” 

“Left two messages and sent an email. Nothing,” Manon raised her eye- 
brows. “I’m beginning to think she’s avoiding us.” Drew shook his head 
briefly. 

“Nah, she’s got no idea who the bloody hell we are yet. What about the 
Ming He?” 

Manon looked down at the notes on the pad in front of her. 

“They killed several of the crew but they didn’t get as far as paying a 
ransom this time. Apparently there was a French warship around and they 
think the pirates saw it and ran. The families of the crew who died have 
been informed so they’ve released the details,” she jerked her head in Diego’s 
direction, “he’s getting into the HCL servers so we can look at the data. See 
if there’s anything to suggest this boat was slowed too.” 
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Drew closed his eyes briefly. “Ship. She was thirty thousand tonnes. 
That’s a ship,” he turned to Diego again. “Are the logs in there?” 

“I have not seen thees. I weel look. But I have emails now. Danny is 
translating.” 

Drew nodded and looked across at Danny Tao. 

“This Cheung Fei bloke, the HCL boss, do you know him?” 

Danny put his head on one side in thought. “Pretty well I would say. 
He’s Hong Kong Chinese like me and still based there.” Manon looked at 
the precise, slightly greying Danny Xiang-Lin Chen Tao, his hands steepled 
together in front of his face. Danny was like any other neat, respectful, teeto- 
tal, well mannered and well-preserved Chinese man in his fifties. You could 
easily miss the fact that he was worth five billion quid. Although he wasn’t 
anywhere near worth that now. The Chinese state had confiscated everything 
aside from his London house and accounts. 

“Billionaire buddy is he?” 

Manon invested the words with rather more sarcasm than she’d intend- 
ed: and Danny was the one person at Laughton’s who really didn’t deserve it. 
He was always incredibly kind to her no matter how evil she was. But she had 
a bitch of a hangover and her headache seemed to have got worse. 

Danny held her eyes until she looked away. He felt so sorry for her. How 
a woman so clever and so very attractive could be this cold and unhappy was 
a tragedy. He knew that she had lost the man she loved and he more than 
anyone understood how deep the pain of that loss was, but it did not explain 
this girl. There was more to her than that. He knew she was expecting a 
riposte, but she would have none from him. 

“We weren’t that close, but I nearly bought his yacht.” 

K smiled. “Why didn’t you?” 

Danny paused for effect then shrugged. “I did not really need another 
one.” 

Drew joined in the laughter and caught Danny’s eye. He’d neatly defused 
that flashpoint and Drew was grateful for it. He’d liked Danny from the mo- 
ment he met him. Considering that had been on a RIB at over forty knots 
outrunning the Chinese secret service on the Shanghai River in the dead of 
night, it was pretty good going. You really got to know people under those 
circumstances. Having him at Laughton MacAllister had made the whole 
thing easier. He just wished to God they’d got his wife out. He saw Danny 
acknowledge the laughter. 

“No seriously, Cheung Fei is known to me and so is his daughter Bao 
Yu,” Danny walked across to Drew and handed him a magazine and his face 
was suddenly serious. “We should be alert. He and HCL have been linked to 
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organised crime in the past.” 

“In what way?” 

“Drug smuggling is lucrative and they need ships to do it. There have 
been several occasions on which Cheung Fei has used his influence to sup- 
press stories about this, one I remember was very nasty: two men were killed 
in a very unpleasant way and there were rumours that this happened on an 
HCL ship. It was only small body parts that were found and some jewellery 
that identified them. I think this is part of the reason that his daughter is 
now ostensibly seen to run the business.” He nodded down at the magazine 
in Drew’s hand. “There was a Bloomberg report recently on the new gen- 
eration of ship owners. Bao Yu is one of them. They are calling her one of 
the ‘Asian Tigresses’.” 

Drew quickly scanned the article intro. He looked at the carefully posed 
picture of Bao Yu, slim and delicate against the backdrop of the massive 
ship, her expensive suit topped off with an incongruous yellow hard hat. 
The face that stared out at him was assured. 

“But you don’t reckon she’s really running things, Dan? Bit of a PR 
stunt? Make everyone think her old bloke’s taken a back seat when he’s still 
in charge?” 

Drew watched Danny consider it. 

“Yes, I think that could be true. But Bao Yu is not so different I think. 
In Chinese we say ‘ hit ft'/ am quart it means, a tiger father does not have a 
dog for a son.” 

Michael smiled. “Like a chip off the old block?” 

Drew found himself glancing across at Manon. Not for the first time 
he wondered if she’d really inherited Harri Wyn Roberts’ ruthlessness and 
talent as Michael and K seemed to believe, or if her meteoric rise in the Met 
was just down to a providential combination of affirmative action and nep- 
otism. Much as it seemed Bao Yu’s may be. The same thing had filled board- 
rooms, quangos and senior ranks with decidedly average women. Because 
even sullen and hungover in her shapeless, dull trouser suit Drew could see 
Manon was the ideal poster girl for women in the Met. And if she’d really 
wanted to be taken seriously then embarking upon a messy affair with the 
boss was hardly the action of a bright woman. In fact it was pretty stupid. 

Drew had met clever, talented women before but either Manon was total- 
ly failing to engage with the job, or she simply wasn’t the smart cookie every- 
one seemed to think she was. Drew had adopted an arms-length approach 
to her since she’d arrived, knowing the nightmare she’d been through, but if 
Michael was expecting him to start relying on her she was going to have to 
demonstrate she had more to offer than a cast-iron liver. 
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As he watched her stifle a yawn he realised that a part of him really 
wanted her to prove him wrong. But her three-month sulk was beginning 
to stretch his patience. And as much as Michael wanted Manon to stay, the 
more she screwed up Col and Diego the more the law of diminishing returns 
began to apply. One way or another if things didn’t improve shortly he was 
going to have to do something about her. But then if Johnny Makin had his 
way the problem may be taken out of his hands. Drew acknowledged how 
angry the thought of that made him. He wasn’t sure if it was because he sus- 
pected Manon may be too good to lose, or just that he hated losing. But he 
didn’t intend to give up that easily. He watched as Danny nodded at Michael 
and looked back to him. 

“Yes. Cheung Fei was not satisfied with the husband she chose. He is a 
handsome boy but with little brain. Despite this he has been given a senior 
position in one of the companies in the HCL group. I think this shows that 
Bao Yu has some kind of authority.” Drew handed the magazine with its 
article to Manon and folded his arms. Then he looked squarely at Danny, 
who knew what was coming. 

“Be useful to get an inside view on all this. Know anyone?” 

“There is someone I could speak to, but I don’t know if he would...” 

Danny left the words unsaid. As far as the Chinese government were 
concerned he was an enemy of the state. A plunderer of assets, a thief, and 
a fugitive from Chinese justice. It was a risk for any Chinese to speak to him. 
And still risky for Danny to be too visible even on the streets of London. 
He wouldn’t be the first foreign national seeking sanctuary to be stabbed, 
poisoned or disappeared. Drew decided it was too early to be making those 
kind of calls. He gave a tiny shake of his head as Danny took a breath. 

“Leave it for now,” Drew leant down to Manon. “Did you take a look at 
Henry Tolling?” 

Manon turned towards her PC and Diego’s pulse quickened as her hand 
hovered over the mouse. Then to his disappointment she turned back to the 
notepad on her desk and flicked through it. 

“Head of Marine for Verre Slater, one the biggest of the Lloyd’s Manag- 
ing Agents. He’s part of the Lloyd’s Market Association Joint War Commit- 
tee and Marine Committee. The Joint War Committee decides which areas 
should be considered war zones. They’ve been adding new ones because of 
the piracy threat.” Drew looked around for Isabelle and saw her perched on 
the desk behind him. 

“Iz, can you check out who else is on those committees? Give them to 
Col.” Giving something to Col was like data input. If Col read those names 
once then he would recall them instantly and in context at any given time 
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in the future. It was like a computer, but far, far better. Drew raised his eye- 
brows at Manon to continue. 

“Fifty-eight years old and married to Colleen Tolling, formerly Colleen 
Slattery, for the past year. In order to marry her he left his previous wife Re- 
becca who he’d been married to for ten years and their three children under 
ten.” She watched Drew wince slightly. 

“Christ, that’s a mess.” She raised her eyebrows in agreement. 

“It gets worse. Colleen was the nanny. And she sounds like she turned 
into an expensive wife. Then four months ago she left him.” 

Shaking his head Michael picked the teaspoon up from the saucer of his 
teacup and stirred it gendy. 

“What is it about Nannies? So many people leave their wives for them. 
Is it something Freudian?” 

Diego smacked his lips loudly. 

“Mmmmm. Nannies are my favourite, man. They are bored and long 
way from home. And dirty.” 

Manon wondered what would possess any woman to sleep with Diego. 
She chose to address her next words to Michael. 

“According to research it’s deep seated sexual problems, man-nappies 
and an inability to wipe their own arses,” she paused and shot a brief look 
at Diego, “I rest my case.” The grin fell from Diego’s face as he stared at 
Manon’s unconcerned profile. Then he reminded himself about his little 
surprise waiting for her and hoped she decided to Google something during 
the meeting. 

Drew felt the tension ratchet up in the room at this little exchange and 
its effect on Col in particular. When Michael had issued his version of a job 
offer Colin Britton had been the one who caused Drew the most concern. 
In order to lead people you needed to understand them and Drew knew that 
was one thing he could never expect to do when it came to Col. 

As Drew watched him Col’s shoulders sank slightly as if he was trying 
to hide from Manon behind his rubbish pile. Sensing Drew was looking at 
him his hazel eyes behind his thick glasses suddenly looked up. Col was in his 
regulation tartan shirt and round-necked, patterned jumper the combination 
of which made your eyes go strange if you concentrated on them too long. 
His beige slacks looked like they’d come from the sort of catalogue which 
routinely extolled the virtues of the elasticated waist, and flogged electric 
blankets which were guaranteed not to electrocute you when you pissed the 
bed. 

He was forty-three but looked much younger and slighdy fragile, a bit 
hunted. The fact that he didn’t cope well with new people and sometimes 
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had difficulty telling his left from his right masked his genius. It had taken 
a long while for Drew to realise that Col’s pile of junk wasn’t a pile of junk 
at all. That the empty Pot Noodle pots were actually arranged very carefully, 
the colours and distances between them corresponding to numbers, letters 
and patterns which governed Col’s strange internal world. But when one of 
the cleaners, in error, had binned the lot one day the effect on Col had been 
instructive. It taught them that while Col was now able to function pretty 
well as part of this small team, if something threatened the structure of 
his private world the results could be catastrophic. Drew could tell that the 
hostility between Manon and Diego was affecting him. He saw Michael turn 
for the door. 

“Good, carry on then. Drew, we’re due there at four. Tony will drive. You 
can brief me on the way.” 

“No worries.” He watched the man’s retreating back and realised that 
Isabelle was talking to him. 

“I spoke to the International Marine Bureau, but I’m playing diary tennis 
with the guy you need. It’ll be next week before you can see him. Unless you 
want to gate-crash a funeral.” 

“I’ll look out my black tie.” 

Diego chuckled. “I come with you, Drew man. I like funerals. The wom- 
en they are so sad, they need Diego to comfort them. All — night — long.” 

His cell-phone began to ring in his pocket as Drew watched Isabelle roll 
her eyes at Diego, a sure sign he was about to get a telling-off. 

“I cannot believe you go to funerals to pick up women.” 

Pulling his phone out Drew smiled and then frowned at the number and 
answered it, watching Diego grin back. 

“An’ I get inside the hot women every time.” 

Manon listened to the exchange with increasing disgust. She just wanted 
to get the hell out of there and as far away from these people as she could. 
Her disgust spilled over. 

“And when he’s finished with them he’ll probably screw the corpse.” 

For a knee-jerk response Diego’s retaliation was viciously precise. 

‘Yeah, I ask Greg Hart what that’s like, he’s fucked you often enough. 
Until he woke up to himself and left.” 

Diego realised that he’d probably gone a bit far with that one. When he 
didn’t get the immediate outburst he expected he was slightly relieved but 
he had no idea how badly Manon was reeling. In the silence she fought to 
control herself, and to her complete horror felt her throat beginning to close. 

She turned to her PC and knocked the mouse, waking it up. She needed 
something to concentrate on and fast. As she opened her Google Chrome 
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browser the sound of Drew talking quietly on the phone was drowned out 
by a deafening, blood-curdling scream. It took him a second to realise that 
it hadn’t come from Manon but her PC, another second to realise it was one 
of Diego’s regular pranks and one more to take a breath and look around 
at rest of the group recovering their equilibrium. And by then they were all 
just passengers. 

“You FUCKING arsehole, Diego,” Manon was on her feet and turned 
towards him, her voice loud and vicious, the adrenalin and the hurt and the 
hangover melting into one white hot blur of fury, “you stay the fuck away 
from this machine and you stay the fuck away from me, you smarmy little 
twat.” 

Predictably Diego didn’t back down. 

“Ees not your machine, and I din’ touch anything. You — ” 

“Don’t you even fucking speak to me or I’ll rip off that tiny excuse of a 
dick of yours, if I can find it, and ram it up your arse.” 

Diego contented himself with a sneer, satisfied with the response he’d 
elicited. Incensed, Manon tossed the mouse away from her at the desk. It 
clattered loudly onto the keyboard, slid off and then knocked over her pen 
pot. Collateral damage the other side of the desk was inevitable. As a succes- 
sion of Pot Noodle containers toppled over and rolled off the edge of Col’s 
desk he howled in anguish, dropping to his knees and scrabbling around on 
the floor to pick them up. It just made Manon angrier. 

“What the fuck are you doing? They’re stinkin’ empty Pot Noodles.” 

“Manon.” K’s voice rang out but Manon just kept coming. As Col started 
to replace his precious containers on the desk she reached out and snatched 
one away from him, her Welsh accent shouting the words loudly and pre- 
cisely. 

“Don’t put them BACK, put the fucking things in the bin where they 
belong.” 

She was surprised when Col’s normally quiescent body language changed 
completely. He grabbed onto the Pot Noodle and tried to tug it out of her 
hand. When she wouldn’t release her hold on it he yelled something undeci- 
pherable at her so loudly she was shocked and let go. 

“Alright! Have it, fucking freak.” 

K was moving towards her already but Diego was closer. His voice was 
soft as he pushed his face into hers but his eyes were full of warning. 

“Don’ ever call Col a freak again. Or I weel make you sorry.” She opened 
her mouth but Drew had finished his call. And that wasn’t all he was finished 
with. 

“MANON.” 
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Drew’s flat stare was caustic as she turned defiandy to face him, ready 
for a fight, but Manon was immediately distracted by what she saw in him. 

“What? What’s happened?” 

Drew blinked in surprise as she concentrated hard on him. He just about 
held onto the controlled anger in his voice. 

“Henry Tolling’s dead. They pulled him out of the Thames an hour ago. 
Now get your bloody coat, we’re going down there.” 

As Drew turned on his heel and marched back towards his office, he 
was surprised to discover that what was bothering him most wasn’t the fact 
that he had now lost any chance of speaking to Henry Tolling, nor the dis- 
graceful scene in the team room. What was giving him the most trouble was 
the fearsome intelligence he’d just glimpsed in Manon Wyn Roberts’ face. 
And the utter effortlessness with which it had enabled her to read him like 
a bloody book. 
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“Sorry about all the background on the company, but I like to have it even 
if I don’t use it.” Sarah Grelsham forced a smile at the brittle, permatanned 
bottle -blonde across the desk. Skinny and over made-up, Lisa Abbott was 
probably a similar age to her but it was hard to tell under all the layers. One 
thing was for sure: as Gyrescom’s Marketing Manager she was delighted to 
have a journalist paying them a visit. The woman shook her head animatedly 
and gave a sycophantic laugh. 

“Oh don’t worry about that. I know how thorough Lloyd’s List is.” 

Sarah gave a correspondingly rueful shrug and thought how exception- 
ally stupid Lisa Abbott was. Which was handy. Because if she had the sense 
she was born with she would have immediately checked out her credentials 
and discovered that she wasn’t writing a piece about VSAT communications 
in the maritime industry for Lloyd’s List at all. 

But then in Sarah’s experience most people were stupid. Particularly PR 
people, who spent their lives desperate for a free mention in the media to 
justify their pointless, parasitic existence. This airhead had welcomed her 
across the Gyrescom threshold, through the hi-tech security scanners which 
were so sensitive she had to hand over her mobile phone, and on into the 
heart of the building. Blithely giving her the full tour, complete with off 
the record asides about Gyrescom’s wealthy new owners and its military 
contracts. 

Sarah made a couple more notes and wondered why she’d allowed Henry 
Tolling to shit her up so badly. In the cold light of day she could see that he 
was scared and drunk and probably having a breakdown. The existence of 
some mega-conspiracy had probably made him feel better about being the 
fraudster she had no doubt he was. He obviously needed to feel like a victim. 
But he wasn’t going to make her feel like one too. 

Once the reports of the Ming Ue had hit the wires she’d realised that 
Stephen Desmond had probably just been unlucky. When she read back over 
the email from him it was clear that all he was sending her were copies of 
logs and notes on his own suspicions. None of that represented the kind of 
smoking gun Henry Tolling was talking about. No world-threatening villainy. 

And it wasn’t as if any menacing heavies had turned up as she’d been 
coldly petrified would happen. So she had no need of Laughton MacAllister, 
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and the saintly Drew Rydstrom. Sarah assumed that the Manon Wyn Roberts 
who’d left a message for her earlier in the day was one of his colleagues. But 
she didn’t have anything for them yet. And actually even when she’d got 
the files she now had no intention of handing them over. Sarah just hoped 
they’d be enough for her to take down HCL for good and make her own 
name in the process. But one thing Henry Tolling had said intrigued her. 
Why and how the maritime satellite providers Gyrescom were involved. So 
she’d decided to find out. 

Once she’d told Lisa Abbott she was looking for a satcoms provider to 
feature in a Lloyd’s List article an invitation had immediately been forthcom- 
ing. Sarah didn’t own a car so it had taken a train, two buses and a chilly walk 
in the cold air of the Kentish countryside to reach the isolated Gyrescom 
HQ, a brand new hi-tech glass and steel building with an enormous freshly 
tarmaced car park, sad looking saplings lashed to stakes with black plastic 
cable ties and acres of compacted earth that was presumably one day going 
to become neady mown grass. 

The tour had been extremely useful: now what she really wanted was a 
chance to take a wander around on her own. But she wasn’t sure how she 
was going to get rid of Lisa. The woman was now busy explaining what a 
good marketing manager she was. Sarah nodded in apparent interest and 
realised she’d overestimated her. Even stupid PR people understood they 
should be talking about their company and not themselves. This girl was too 
thick even to know that much. She tuned back in and saw Lisa Abbott look 
at her watch. 

“I do have another meeting off-site now so I have to leave, but if you 
hang on I’ll see if Leonard’s free to see you. I know he’d like to introduce 
himself.” 

Sarah nodded. Lisa wanted to make sure her MD knew she’d got Lloyd’s 
List down there more like. 

“Sure. Umm...can I use the loo?” 

“Yes, if you go out of the door and left the loos are at the end of the 
corridor.” Sarah watched Lisa leave. Then she hurriedly stuffed her note- 
book into her big knitted handbag, opened the door, took a brief look up 
the corridor. 

And turned right. 

Meanwhile, in his office at the other side of the building Sebastiano 
Lastrega finished reading through the email messages on Sarah Grelsham’s 
mobile phone. He looked up as a tall, thin man walked in and closed the door 
quiedy behind him. 

“Well?” 
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Arvind Barstad’s grey eyes betrayed absolutely no emotion. Despite his 
dislike for Hakon Felland’s enforcer, Sebastiano couldn’t stop the smile ooz- 
ing across his face as he looked back into the man’s hollow-cheeked one. 
And infecting his strong Italian accent. 

“Your journalist. Shee come to us.” 


“Until we get formal identification he’s DB5. Popped up in the Isle of 
Dogs u-bend this morning. Third this week. They tend to get trapped there, 
the bodies,” the tall ginger-haired Marine Support Officer pulled aside the 
blue tarpaulin over the four poster frame as Drew nodded at him and shoved 
his hands deeper into the pockets of his overcoat. “Course we knew who he 
was straightaway due to the rucksack,” the man hesitated uncomfortably and 
looked sideways at the very attractive blonde woman next to Drew. “He’s 
not very pretty.” 

Drew opened his mouth but Manon was too fast for him. 

“Well, let me know if you feel queasy, Princess, and I’ll take you out for 
some air.” Manon gave the officer a perfunctory smile and put her shoulder 
past him into the shrouded area. She felt rather than saw the looks exchanged 
between the two men behind her but she was quickly overtaken by the rank 
smell of the body. Dead bodies she could usually deal with, but not after 
she’d been involved in a head-on with an entire bottle of Tequila. She closed 
her eyes as her hangover went into overdrive and tried to concentrate. Under 
no circumstances could she afford to spew now. Not after that remark. 

She opened her eyes as Drew and the officer joined her. There was a 
moment of silence as they all looked at the bloated corpse of Henry Toll- 
ing in the long, shallow stainless steel bath. PC Chris Jeffs grabbed at the 
blue tarpaulin behind him ensuring it was securely closed, shielding the grim 
spectacle from the busy river Thames and the rest of the pontoon. 

“We haven’t got long once we get them out before the bodies begin to 
disintegrate so we make an initial examination here.” Drew looked down at 
the mutilated body, the rucksack still strapped around it. 

“It’s Henry Tolling alright. Met him a couple of days ago,” he saw Jeffs 
edge his way around the bath and glance warily at Manon, who noticed with 
not a little satisfaction. “So you reckon these injuries are all post mortem?” 
“We know he went in next door at Wapping Old Stairs,” Jeffs nodded 
upriver, “and the witnesses who alerted us seemed to think he was in one 
piece then. The river’s fast and tidal here so you get hit by boats and chunks 
of debris. Even the seabirds’ll have a nibble of you.” 

Manon looked at Tolling. He was in a hell of a state. There was no serene 
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paleness about the bodies which came out of the Thames. He looked more 
like a burn victim. Leaning closer she blotted out the smell and took in his 
battered, livid face and his blue tinged hands, their nails broken, bloodied 
and filthy. Despite her nausea Manon’s mind perked up. 

“Look at his hands, his fingernails. This guy worked at Lloyd’s of Lon- 
don, he spent his life at a desk.” She raised her eyebrows at Drew and 
watched his odd clear blue eyes narrow as he looked to the officer. 

“That happen in the river too, Chris mate?” 

Manon saw Jeffs shake his head as Drew concentrated on him. She’d 
learnt not to be fooled by Drew’s laid-back Australian accent and relaxed way 
of addressing people. Both belied the sharpness of his mind. 

“No. I think he probably did that trying to get out. Poor bastard changed 
his mind at the last minute. Two of us were duty here so we got down to the 
foreshore fast as we could but he’d gone,” he sighed slighdy and gestured to- 
wards the rucksack. When he spoke again his voice was quieter, “The weight 
of that meant he had no chance. There were a lot of marks in the mud where 
he’d tried to drag himself out.” Manon watched the PC recall the desperate 
claw marks in that grey mud and thought it would probably stay with him far 
longer than any dismembered body ever had. She straightened up from the 
steel bath as the bitter October wind tugged at the tarpaulin and wished she 
was in a nice, warm morgue. 

Jeffs was suddenly businesslike. 

“Most of them jump off the bridges. No time to change your mind 
then,” he looked at the tall Australian next to him and noted the quality of 
his navy-blue overcoat. “Seen enough?” 

“I reckon so. Thanks for the time, mate.” 

“No problem. Rolf said you’d be able to ID him. I thought he’d be with 
you actually.” 

Drew stepped back to allow Manon to pass him as Jeffs held open the 
tarpaulin flap again and she laughed shortly and without humour. 

“Rolf’s never got anywhere on time in his bloody life. He’ll be late for 
his own funeral.” 

Drew realised he’d been right about Manon’s hangover registering on the 
Richter scale. He acknowledged that making her come down here and stare 
at a decomposing corpse when he knew she was crook probably wasn’t his 
finest hour, but she’d made him angry. In fact she’d done more than that. 
She’d managed to rattle him. Anyway, she was far too bloody arsey to be left 
alone with Diego. 

Jeffs watched Manon and wondered where he’d seen her before. There 
was something very familiar about her face. She was dressed like every fe- 
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male Met detective he’d ever met: dark trouser suit and a coloured shirt just 
to underline the lack of a Y chromosome. But he knew these two weren’t 
Met. In fact he wasn’t sure he understood exacdy what they were. He ad- 
dressed her direcdy hoping she’d look at him again. 

“So Rolf said you’re insurance investigators?” But it was Drew who an- 
swered. He’d seen the slightly pu2zled look on Jeffs’ face that told him he 
was trying to place Manon. It wasn’t the first time he’d seen it in the three 
months since she started working with him. Despite the scandal no longer 
being front page news the blanket media had left its mark. 

“Laughton MacAllister, based in the City.” 

Jeffs pulled the tarpaulin straight. “This doesn’t sound like a whiplash 
claim?” 

“That’d be right.” 

As the trio emerged onto the Marine Support Unit pontoon another 
gust of bitter air assailed them and Jeffs realised he wasn’t getting any more 
out of Drew. He saw Manon blanch at the cold and searched his mind for 
where they’d met. They all turned as a RIB full of tourists sped past. Muffled 
up in their life jackets against the freezing spray they started waving wildly, 
determined to get their money’s worth. But the guide didn’t wave. He knew 
what the tarpaulin hid and it wasn’t something he was anxious to add to the 
itinerary. 

Drew looked along the shoreline and the restless brown water. He’d 
swim just about anything at any time of the day or night, and even he drew 
the line at the Thames in the pitch darkness. But something had made Henry 
Tolling desperate enough. 

“How common is it for someone to walk in from the foreshore?” 

Jeffs shook his head. “Unusual. Very unusual. Partly because it’s not easy 
to get onto the foreshore, unless you know where to go. We’re more likely to 
find people caught out by the tide than committing suicide. ” 

“Are Wapping Old Stairs difficult to find?” 

Jeffs led them along the pontoon until they reached the corner then 
pointed up the river. “It’s only a couple of minutes walk. Tide’s going out 
now so you can get to the foreshore but the range is quite a few meters so 
don’t get caught out. Toivn of Ramsgate pub is right by the stairs.” 

Manon thought she’d give her right arm for a drink. 

“Maybe he went in the pub for a bit of Dutch courage. Someone there 
might remember him.” Jeffs leant onto the railing next to her and his mind 
itched to place her. 

‘Well there’s many a man had his final drink at that pub in the eighteen 
hundreds. Wapping Old Stairs was the site of Execution Dock. When they 
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brought them up from Marshalsea Prison the procession stopped at the pub 
so the condemned men could have their last quart of ale,” he shot a sideways 
look at Drew. “They used the cellars to hold the convicts waiting to be trans- 
ported to Australia there too. The boats left from the stairs...” 

One look at Drew’s still, concentrated face gazing across the water told 
Jeffs he wasn’t likely to get a rise out of him, but as he watched Manon’s 
stiffen he decided he may have an opportunity to get his own back. Putting 
his head closer to hers he warmed to his theme. 

“Yeah, the executions were big spectator events in their day. They hung 
them with a shortened rope so they were slowly strangled rather than had 
their necks broken and then they stuffed them into an iron gibbet, sank them 
into the mud and waited for the tide to drown them. After three tides had 
washed over them the relatives could claim their bodies. Or sometimes they 
were tarred and hung alongside the river as a deterrent.” Manon knew the 
PC was riling her but the thought of it was still grim. 

“Seems like a lot of fucking effort to go to just to kill someone.” 

“I think it was more about sending a message to the rest.” 

“The rest?” 

Suddenly Drew swung around and looked hard at her. His blue eyes were 
icier than the wind. 

“Pirates.” 


The fact that Sebastiano found Sarah Grelsham so distasteful made 
things easier. From the moment he discovered her peering around an emp- 
ty office door he’d taken an instant dislike to her. But his good looks and 
charm worked as efficiently as they always did. When he’d offered to show 
her around and buy her a coffee she’d followed like the lamb to slaughter she 
was. By the time he’d led her down into the colder air of the deserted loading 
bay she was making clumsy attempts to flirt with him. 

“Alesi? Is that a Sicilian name?” Sarah watched a light frown crease Se- 
bastiano ’s perfect forehead and then he stopped and leant across her for the 
handle of the door to her right. His aftershave percolated around her as he 
shrugged and Sarah was suddenly aware of the warmth of his body. When 
he paused and looked into her eyes she swallowed involuntarily. 

“Si, but I am not Sicilian.” And nor was his name Alesi. Sebastiano 
watched the flush creep up Sarah Grelsham’s spotty face, clashing with 
her orange hair and braced himself. This close up her breath was foul. He 
pushed the door wide and stood even closer to her. So close that he was 
pressing her backwards through the doorway. 
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She was so concentrated on Sebastiano and the thrilling prospect that he 
was about to try and take advantage of her that Sarah didn’t really register 
the room she was entering. As he closed the door behind him she tipped her 
head back and couldn’t help the small smile gathering on her face. Sebastiano 
watched it and idly pondered why unattractive women were always so malle- 
able. Then the enormous fat man standing behind Sarah suddenly grabbed 
her, spun her around and punched her hard in the face. 

Stepping back delicately from the sprawled woman, moaning in pain on 
the floor Sebastiano saw Arvind Barstad appear from his right and nod hard 
at the fat man. He reached again for Sarah, the heavy material of her jumper 
bunching in his hand as he dragged her against him and almost threw her 
across the room into a plastic office swivel chair. 

Struggling to focus and deal with the colossal pain in her face Sarah 
opened her mouth to scream but another blow from the fat man’s fist hit 
her squarely between the eyes, breaking her nose. Gasping in shock and pain 
Sarah almost choked on the warm metallic blood flowing down her throat, 
but the next blow was already on its way, connecting hard with her jaw, and 
shuddering through her neck. She braced for the next onslaught, but as the 
seconds ticked by and it didn’t come she gingerly opened the eye that was 
working and tried to focus on the men in the room. Her voice was thin and 
reedy from the shock and the pain. 

“What have I done? What do you want?” 

The fat man ignored her and busied himself pulling her arms one by one 
against the moulded plastic armrests of the chair, cable tying her to them by 
her wrists. She felt the plastic dig into the soft skin and shook her throbbing 
head as she looked imploringly at Sebastiano. 

“Please. Please, Sebastiano.” His dark eyes regarded her closely but he 
said nothing. In the silence she saw the fat man turn around and pick up a 
large hammer from the desk behind him. Sarah’s panicked brain suddenly 
started processing again and she looked wildly at Arvind. “What are you 
doing? What are you going to do to me? Oh God, just tell me what you want 
and I’ll do it, anything you want. PLEASE!” 

Sebastiano watched the fat man raise the hammer above Sarah’s violently 
twisting hand and struggled to maintain his relaxed expression. He may not 
like her, but he had to admit to some sympathy with her point of view. Se- 
bastiano had no problem with a bit of violence when it was necessary. But 
she’d been given no opportunity to avoid it. Unattractive as she undoubtedly 
was, she didn’t deserve that. Arvind just stared back at the bloodied, terrified, 
unsightly Sarah Grelsham. But he still didn’t ask her anything. 

And then things got really ugly. 
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“Here, put your hand on my shoulder as we go down.” 

When Manon hesitated Drew raised his eyebrows impatiendy at her. She 
thought about refusing but this was her boss, not some police constable and 
one look at the treacherous Wapping Old Stairs made her mind up. 

She grabbed onto the handrail and put her right hand on the shoulder of 
Drew’s heavy navy overcoat. Drew went down slowly, checking his footing 
was secure. He imagined the poor wretches, dragged up from the pub cellars 
saying their final goodbyes to England on these steps and considered the 
number of Australians who owed their current good fortune to a bad day at 
the Old Bailey. Not that he was one of them. The Rydstroms went volun- 
tarily, or so his father had told him once. Although he’d hardly been reliable. 

When they were both safely onto the shingle Manon withdrew her hand 
from his shoulder instantly and looked back up at the steps. 

“Henry Tolling came down those stairs in the dark with a rucksack load- 
ed with bricks? Fairplay to the man, he was determined.” 

“He was, wasn’t he?” Drew’s voice was measured and she turned to him 
curiously. 

“What do you mean?” 

Drew nodded up the river to where Tower Bridge stood against the grey 
sky and the city beyond. 

“You heard Chris. If you want to drown yourself in the Thames then 
there are far easier ways. Tolling lived in Knightsbridge didn’t he?” 

‘Yes, I think so.” 

“That’s a five or ten minute walk down to Chelsea Bridge or a cab ride 
to Vauxhall or Waterloo. Jumping takes you in deeper and faster. Why come 
this far down river carrying a rucksack full of bricks and force yourself to 
walk all the way in?” 

As he said it the wind whipped up suddenly, slapping the collar of Drew’s 
overcoat into his face. He noticed Manon shiver slightly inside her suit jacket 
but knew not to offer her his coat the way he would to any other woman. 
He was privately surprised he’d managed to get her to hang onto him down 
the steps. He watched as she walked a couple of paces down the shingle and 
kicked at a piece of twisted metal with her shoe and then looked out over the 
river. She didn’t turn to him as she spoke. 

“You mean there was something special about Execution Dock?” 

Drew followed her down the foreshore to where the shingle began to 
give way to mud. He was hardly the touchy-feely type but even he had to 
admit the place had an odd vibration. One thing was certain: choosing to die 
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here had been a grand gesture. And Drew had a strong feeling it was done 
for a reason. 

“This place was reserved for pirates. Pirates and crew who’d taken part in 
mutinies and killed officers. The gallows were at the water line because their 
crimes were committed at sea.” 

“But Henry Tolling never went to sea.” 

“No he didn’t, but he was Head of Marine for Verre Slater. They insure 
something like twenty per cent of the world’s commercial ships. He may not 
have gone to sea but that doesn’t mean it wasn’t his business.” 

“Hang on, Verre Slater are the ones who came to us in the first place. 
If Henry Tolling was involved in something why the hell would he ask us to 
investigate? It doesn’t make sense.” 

“That’s the interesting bit. When I went across there to be briefed every- 
one seemed to be in agreement that we should come in. But Tolling, the guy 
who runs their whole marine operation, didn’t think we were needed. Now 
if he was guilty of something and that desperate to avoid an investigation 
why the bloody hell would he do the one thing he knew would pretty much 
guarantee one?” 

“Well he’s dead isn’t he? Maybe he decided it didn’t matter.” 

“Or maybe he was sending a message?” 

Drew looked into Manon’s brown eyes and watched her mind working. 

“Might not be suicide.” 

She saw Drew’s eyebrows rise in reply. 

“If you were going to dump someone would you do it within sight of 
the River Police? Anyway, he was alive when he went in.” 

“Could have been someone dumping him off a boat and the witnesses 
heard them shouting.” 

“I don’t buy it.” 

Manon bit the inside of her mouth thoughtfully. “No. Wouldn’t explain 
the state of his fingers either would it. The post mortem will tell us anyway. 
If there’s algae in the liver or kidneys that means his heart was beating when 
he went in,” she looked at the red and white pleasure boats and the cranes 
on the opposite bank and imagined what it would take to walk into the river 
in the dark. “So you think this wasn’t so much suicide as voluntary execu- 
tion?” When Drew didn’t answer immediately she turned around and saw 
him search for the word. 

“More like.. .atonement. There’s a difference between not wanting to live 
and not believing you’re fit to live.” 

Manon stiffened as she felt the heat of that guilt again, and the shame. 
Drew saw her pale face flush and knew she was reliving the pain and the 
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disgrace. In time she’d learn to batten it down safely day to day, the way 
they all did. At Laughton MacAilister disgrace was a prerequisite for entry. 
Assuming she decided to stay. Either way it was time she made up her mind. 
Because he was getting sick of walking on bloody eggshells around her. He 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“I’ll tell you what I reckon, Manon, I reckon Verre Slater have suspicions 
about claims against piracy insurance, a journalist threatening them with evi- 
dence who you can’t find, and a Head of Marine who decides to kill himself 
at Execution Dock. That’s all a bit of a coincidence, and I don’t believe in 
coincidences.” 

As Manon frowned and folded her arms against the cold Drew watched 
her shiver again and thought how much he missed the balmy heat of the 
Caribbean island which had been his home for the last ten years. The crys- 
tal blue water and white sand was a world away from the grim cold of the 
Thames foreshore. He glanced at his watch and then back at Manon. She was 
staring out over the water apparendy deep in thought. 

If only she’d brought a coat like he’d told her to they could have stayed 
longer. But as it was he could see her teeth had started chattering. At least she 
hadn’t thrown up. Despite himself Drew had a sneaking admiration for that. 
And, whilst he was being charitable, her profile wasn’t bad either. Michael 
was right. She was tough. He found himself wondering just how good in 
bed Greg Hart must have been to thaw her out. When she suddenly turned 
and caught him looking at her he felt slightly uncomfortable. His discomfort 
made his voice even gruffer. 

“And I also reckon it’s enough to persuade Lloyd’s and Verre Slater to 
okay the full investigation. Then we can really get started.” 

“Persuade them?” Manon snorted. “If Tolling was involved in some- 
thing serious enough to make him kill himself then it shouldn’t be up to 
Lloyd’s or Verre Slater to decide to investigate it. Christ knows what evidence 
will disappear the second they discover Henry Tolling’s dead, they should be 
forced to hand it over and open up their files.” Drew watched her silendy. 
Just when he was being charitable she came out with something like this. He 
looked hard at her. 

“You’re right. They might decide to destroy anything they believe impli- 
cates Tolling and tell us to rack off. But if they do then we send them a bill 
for what we’ve done so far and go to the pub for the afternoon. Because 
without a client we don’t have an investigation.” 

Manon gritted her teeth as her headache hammered inside her skull. 
Drew watched her look angrily away from him and reached the end of his 
patience. As he walked back up the shingle towards her he paused at her 
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shoulder and his voice was terse. 

“This isn’t the Fraud Squad remember. The sooner you get used to that 
the easier it’s going to be. For everyone.” 

Listening to Drew’s footsteps crunch back up the shore Manon tried 
again to blot out the reasons why she wasn’t a Fraud Squad detective any 
longer. Then she reminded herself that this was temporary. Whatever Drew 
and the rest of Laughton MacAllister thought, it was just until she could go 
back. 

As she turned and followed him back over the mud of Execution Dock 
she could almost sense the souls of drowned pirates rising in the bitter wind, 
reclaiming the foreshore. 

But her Police career was a spectre nothing was likely to resurrect. 


Leonard Whitney felt the fury building in him with every step as he 
marched down the open treads of the noisy metal stairs and into Gyrescom’s 
loading bay. It was colder here than upstairs in the sleek air-conditioned 
comfort of the executive offices. He was slowly getting used to this amazing 
new building, but it was a far cry from the original Gyrescom business he’d 
started in the back-bedroom, armed only with a laptop, a fax machine and a 
burning desire to succeed. 

He’d always wanted to be a big company, and now he was. But there 
had been a compromise. The ten million sterling which FL Lucente SrL had 
paid for Gyrescom had been well over the company’s valuation, and the only 
stipulation was that he stay on as MD. At the time Leonard had considered 
it the most incredible good fortune. At fifty-two he was frustrated with nev- 
er getting Gyrescom into the big league, bored with his whining, neurotic 
wife and ignored by his equally vapid daughters. But the Lucente deal had 
changed everything. 

Now he had the flash car in the car park, his wife off his back shopping 
all day and he was even fucking one of the receptionists. Plus FL Lucente 
had set up a nice anonymous offshore bank account for him, into which 
they had paid the lion’s share of his money. And which, should he and the 
receptionist be caught in flagrante delicto, was beyond the reach of any divorce 
setdement. 

Life should be good. Except it wasn’t. He’d come to the realisation fairly 
quickly that Lucente wanted him as MD in name only. When Sebastiano Al- 
esi was introduced as his new head of technical development and promptly 
sacked the entire development team it was inescapable. The new building, 
new staff, new developers writing code he didn’t understand and a security 
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system which even kept him out of certain parts of the building were all 
chipping away at Leonard’s equilibrium. 

The appearance of the sinister looking Arvind Barstad without explana- 
tion hadn’t helped either. But Leonard deserved to be treated with respect. 
And Sebastiano Alesi hi-jacking an interview with Lloyd’s List was the last 
straw. He may be the MD in name only, but he’d built the business from 
nothing, and it was going to be his name that was in that Lloyd’s profile, even 
if he had to throw Sebastiano out of the room himself. 

As he stepped onto the echoing concrete floor Leonard looked around 
him. The loading bay was large, designed to accommodate the huge trucks 
which regularly disgorged the big white satellite radomes arriving from Ko- 
rea. They were unloaded, rebadged with the Gyrescom logo and then pack- 
aged back into the large crates and dispatched again to be fitted on vessels 
all over the world. The space was empty and silent and Leonard had almost 
decided that Trisha had been wrong, and she hadn’t seen Sebastiano heading 
this way when he heard a sound that brought him up short. 

He froze and strained his ears in the silence. He was convinced he’d 
heard a woman cry out. But that was so patendy unlikely he knew he must 
be mistaken. Leonard continued across the marked concrete screed towards 
the large goods dispatch area. The sound of a raised male voice came from 
inside. Frowning, Leonard grabbed for the handle of the supervisor’s office 
and barged in. 

Sarah Grelsham heard rather than saw the door open. That was pardy 
because the chair she’d been cable tied to was at an angle, and pardy because 
the eye nearest the door was so swollen she couldn’t see out of it any longer. 
But that didn’t stop the rush of hope. The fervent prayer that whoever had 
arrived was capable of delivering her from the evil she had so naively court- 
ed. In the sudden silence she opened her mouth, but the sob, and the gap 
where her teeth had been almost obliterated the words. 

“Please. Please help me. PLEASE!” Then she gasped in pain as her man- 
gled hand shook with panic and the agony shot up her arm. 

Leonard threw his own hand over his mouth as he took in the scene. 
The woman in the chair was slumped sideways, her face battered and swol- 
len, blood dripping down her chin where they’d knocked her teeth out. One 
eye was purple and closed but the other swivelled at him in panic. A vastly 
overweight man wearing soiled denims whom he’d never seen before was 
standing over her. The hammer in his meaty fist, poised above the pulpy 
mess of her right hand. The fractured bones shone bright white in the harsh 
industrial lighting, the tendons clearly visible where the vicious blows had 
stripped the skin away. 
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Leonard looked in horror at Sebastiano, lounging against one of the 
desks. From his chiselled lips and dark curly hair to his designer jeans, shirt 
and stubble Sebastiano Alesi was the epitome of a stylish Italian male. He 
looked entirely out of place in this horrific tableau. His dark eyes regarded 
Leonard warily and then flicked across to Arvind Barstad. Leonard looked 
between them. 

“What the hell is going on here? For God’s sake, what’s happened to 
her?” 

He took a step towards Sarah but Sebastiano was suddenly in front of 
him. His Italian accent was very broad, his English poor. But he had no dif- 
ficulty in making himself understood. 

“Leave. Now.” 

Sarah sobbed again and the sound galvanised Leonard. He went to push 
past Sebastiano but the younger man caught him by the arm and shook his 
head. 

“Thees not your business. Get out.” 

Leonard’s voice shook as he tried to control his shock. 

“This woman is badly hurt. She needs a doctor.” 

Sebastiano narrowed his eyes at Leonard and opened his mouth again 
but Leonard was distracted by the slow approach of Arvind Barstad. The 
man stopped and his emotionless grey eyes held Leonard. His sing-song 
Scandinavian tone was neutral. 

“Go home. Make love to your wife and count your money. If you want 
to keep either you will do it now.” 

Leonard looked back at the mutilated hand trembling against the office 
chair and then around at the men in the room. He’d never considered him- 
self a coward. But he knew with chilling certainty that whoever this woman 
was, and whatever she’d done, he couldn’t help her. The only thing he could 
do was to help himself. Sarah Grelsham watched as Leonard Whitney took 
a breath, shook his head tensely and then disappeared out of the door. The 
helplessness engulfed her, the sobs beginning again as she realised there 
would be no salvation. It wasn’t as if they’d even asked her anything. 

Sebastiano glanced in annoyance at Arvind as the door closed behind 
Leonard Whitney, but Arvind ignored him. He noticed there was no emo- 
tion in Arvind’s face as he turned back and looked at Sarah Grelsham again. 
Sebastiano wasn’t muscle, he was talent. He was a maestro of code and soft- 
ware. But he hadn’t grown up ‘Ndrangheta without developing a stomach 
for this sort of thing and he didn’t want Arvind thinking he was a pussy. 
However, he had to admit he’d been surprised, slighdy shocked even, at the 
clinical way Arvind had gone about things. 
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Arvind had learnt how to extract information from people. Efficiency 
was the key: threats were never taken seriously, they just elongated the pro- 
cess. So he didn’t bother with them. Some immediate and shocking pain was 
more effective. Particularly when it occurred in a vacuum. Telling someone 
what you wanted from them put them in control. People stood the pain 
much longer when they thought it had a purpose. Keeping the secret gave 
them a focus for resistance. But it was surprising how soon gratuitous pain 
became unbearable. And he judged that Sarah Grelsham had reached that 
point. 

“So. Now we talk. Where is the dossier Stephen Desmond sent to you?” 
Sarah looked into Arvind’s empty grey eyes and swallowed. If only he’d 
asked her that half an hour ago she could have saved her hand. Her voice 
was slurred and odd as she tried to compensate for her lost teeth. 

“I haven’t got it yet. It hasn’t turned up.” 

Arvind paused and considered. 

“He sent it to your home?” 

Sarah choked again suddenly on the fluids trickling down the back of 
her throat from her broken nose, her tongue poking through the gaps in her 
teeth where the warm blood was pooling, involuntarily spraying a combina- 
tion of blood and saliva at Sebastiano who wrinkled his own nose in disgust 
as she gasped at Arvind. 

“My flat. The keys are in my bag. You can go and look, it’s not there. 
I haven’t got it,” she watched Sebastiano nod at the fat man who grabbed 
her bag and riffled through it. He held up a set of keys and Arvind looked 
at her expectantly. “Yes.. .it’s flat five, the basement. In Rosemouth Terrace, 
Earl’s Court.” 

“What about the copy of the dossier. Who did Desmond send the copy 
to?” 

Sarah shook her head. “I don’t know... I really — ” 

There was an old-fashioned ringing from Arvind’s pocket and he pulled 
out his phone, glanced at it and then looked at Sarah again. 

“Be quiet. Or Harald will start on your other hand.” 

As Arvind headed out of the room away from her she felt a wave of re- 
lief. Reminded herself that surgeons could work miracles now. If she could 
get to a hospital quickly. Now she’d given them what they wanted, now they 
knew she hadn’t even seen the files, surely it was over. 

Out in the cavernous, empty loading bay Arvind raised the phone to his 
ear. “I can talk now. She does not have the dossier yet. Desmond sent it to 
her but it has not arrived. I am sending someone now to check. We have her 
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keys.” He could hear the satisfaction in Hakon’s voice. 

“Good. And what about the other man? The man Desmond sent the 
copy to?” 

“She claims she doesn’t know. Do you want me to ask again?” There was 
silence at the other end of the phone for a few seconds as Hakon considered 
letting Arvind loose on Sarah Grelsham again. 

“No. Li Jian wants to speak to her. She needs to be in one piece. Get her 
packaged up and we’ll deal with her in Rotterdam. When will she arrive?” 

Arvind looked at his watch. “The truck comes here in half an hour. She 
will be in Rotterdam tomorrow lunchtime.” 

“Make sure she goes into one of the steel-lined crates in case they scan 
the load. Get to her place in the meantime and be thorough. I will call you 
after the Laughton MacAllister meeting.” 

Arvind’s eyebrows rose very slightly at the sound of that name. 

“There is an email from Laughton MacAllister on her phone. They are 
asking her to call them straightaway.” 

Hakon felt as though the world had suddenly accelerated. Henry Tolling 
wouldn’t return his calls, now Laughton’s were already onto Sarah Grelsh- 
am. He needed to get control of things and fast. He knew enough of the 
“Ndrangheta to know what happened to people who fucked up. It was im- 
perative he bought himself and Arvind the time to get things back on track. 

“Make sure that Sebastiano doesn’t see that email. We don’t want him 
feeding anything to Li Jian.” 

“I will make sure.” 

Arvind picked up the tension in Hakon’s voice when he spoke again. 

“And make sure the bitch is on that truck.” 

When the fat man leant forward and cut the ties holding her to the chair 
with a knife Sarah tumbled forward onto the floor. Cradling her useless hand 
she tried to stand up but the fat man was already dragging her out of the 
door and into the big packing area. At the same time she heard the noise of 
the massive steel shutters of the loading bay opening and the loud beeping 
as the articulated lorry eased itself backwards and pulled up to the raised 
concrete loading platform. 

When she saw the large steel-lined wooden crate she was being dragged 
towards the terror took hold of her and she screamed and kicked. But it 
made no difference. She fought viciously as the fat man tried to stuff her 
into the crate against the smooth outline of the radome and managed to 
land a kick on his chin. He paused for a second, then turned and punched 
her hard in the face. 
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Stunned, she heard the lid slammed on top of her and the nail gun fir- 
ing as it sealed her in. She scrabbled at the steel lining, twisting painfully, 
screaming in desperation. Until the panic and the claustrophobia eventually 
paralysed her and she shrank into a terrified ball. It didn’t take long for her 
to decide that death was preferable to the horror of the crate. 

But that was before she discovered what Hakon Felland had planned 
for her. 
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FIVE 

Neil Turner-Bames glanced slightly nervously at his watch as they stepped 
off the escalator, leading Michael and Drew away from the cavernous main 
body of the Lloyd’s building and across one of the glass bridges towards the 
lifts. Once inside he pressed the button for the eleventh floor and turned 
towards them, pushing his sheaf of papers further up under his arm and his 
glasses more firmly onto the bridge of his nose. 

“We’re in good time, but, well... you never know.” 

Drew raised an eyebrow. 

“Is that the Lloyd’s motto?” 

Turner-Bames laughed slightly and shook his head. 

“No, actually that’s Uberrimae Fidei, ‘of the utmost good faith’. It’s the le- 
gal doctrine which governs insurance contracts, as opposed to Caveat Emptor, 
‘buyer beware’ which covers the sale of normal goods. Not that Lloyd’s sell 
anything of course, just provide the market.” 

Drew watched the man subside and look at his watch again. As the Chief 
Operating Officer of Lloyd’s managing agents, Verre Slater, Neil Turn- 
er-Barnes was no stranger to high pressure deals and environments, but he 
was nervous today. Very nervous. And he didn’t even know his colleague 
Henry Tolling was dead yet. 

Drew glanced across at Michael next to him, taking in the panoramic 
views of London from the glass lift. They’d already agreed to save that par- 
ticular bombshell until they had everyone’s attention. 

When the doors opened on the eleventh floor Turner-Barnes took a 
deep breath and motioned Michael and Drew out into the lobby. The decor 
was different here. Whereas the public areas of the building were a seamless 
blend of steel and glass the executive floor looked like every upmarket hotel 
lobby in the world. As he led them past the potted plants and brown sofas 
Turner-Barnes wished Henry Tolling was there to support him. Sitting in 
front of the Franchise Board and half the Council without his Head of 
Marine felt dangerously exposed. But he had no choice. The Chairman had 
brought Laughton MacAllister in and if they were going to prevent a poten- 
tially even more dangerous exposure they needed their help. 

The black and red liveried Chairman’s Waiter turned towards him and 
gave a professional smile. “Good afternoon, Mr Turner-Barnes, I believe 
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they are just about ready for you. Sir.” He nodded at Drew and Michael, 
“Good afternoon, gentlemen, Mr Leithead, and, Mr Rydstrom?” 

Turner-Barnes watched both men acknowledge the waiter and found 
himself wondering if what he’d heard from his father-in-law about Michael 
Leithead was true. Even if it were no one was ever going to confirm that the 
former Guards Officer turned senior banker had actually always been MI6. 
But it did explain why the company he now ran was able to guarantee its 
clients such complete confidentiality. 

Watching Drew Rydstrom straighten his broad shoulders Turner-Barnes 
decided that if he’d had to pick one of them as a spy he’d have put his mon- 
ey on the tall, good-looking Australian. His dark blue suit was undoubtedly 
tailored to his precise requirements but there was a physical power about 
him that its elegance couldn’t disguise. When the door to the Adam Room 
opened he felt the adrenalin surge through him. Looking back at the men he 
cleared his throat. “OK, here we go.” 

Drew took a swallow of his coffee and looked up at the portrait of Win- 
ston Churchill on the wall to his right. It had taken him a minute to recover 
from the shock of walking out of the marble and steel vestibule and into 
an eighteenth century dining room complete with swagged silk curtains and 
a bloody great fireplace. But he had the feeling that was partly its function. 

Doyd’s was no different from any other big corporate he’d ever dealt 
with. It deployed the symbols of its wealth and power to humble those who 
came before it. It expected deference and subservience. And respect. Be- 
cause it was hard to think badly of something or someone you had respect 
for. But Drew was paid to think badly of people. And in his book respect 
had to be earnt, not bought. 

He listened to Turner-Barnes clearing his throat yet again and knew 
that he had the utmost respect for the institution and the grandees sitting 
around the highly polished mahogany table. Finishing his conversation with 
the Lloyd’s Chief Executive next to him the Verre Slater CEO Jeremy Crisp 
sat forward. 

“Thank you, gentlemen, for making the time for this emergency meet- 
ing.” He was immediately interrupted by a jowly, elderly man whom Drew 
recognised as Lord Covermere, one of the non-executive Directors. 

“I think the term emergency is a little strong, Jeremy.” 

Jeremy Crisp bowed his head to acknowledge the comment and contin- 
ued. 

“Shall we say, called in haste?” He smiled at the elderly Lord who raised 
his hand and nodded, “Good. Well I think if you’re agreeable, gentlemen, 
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we should first hear from Neil Turner-Barnes, my COO who can give us 
the background. Before I hand over to him though I do have an apology to 
make on behalf of Henry Tolling, our Head of Marine who can’t be with 
us. Unfortunately he’s taken some leave and we haven’t been able to get in 
contact with him.” Drew made a mental note to watch Jeremy Crisp’s face 
closely when he gave them the news about Tolling, “And Hakon Felland is 
on his way. Caught up in traffic I’m afraid. So I’ll hand over to Neil.” Turn- 
er-Barnes shuffled his papers and looked around the room. 

“Verre Slater has been insuring risk for Han Chan Lines — HCL — for 
more than ten years. Their three hundred ships include container, dry bulk 
and liner and after COSCO, China Ocean Shipping, which is state-owned, 
they are the biggest operator in China and one of the largest in the world. In 
the last four years we’ve been providing piracy insurance covering physical 
loss and damage to ship and cargo together with kidnap and ransom cover- 
age for the crew. The coverage also extends to daily loss for detained ships 
and public relations costs.” 

“Public relations?” Lord Covermere’s rich, plummy voice rang out across 
the polished table and Turner-Barnes nodded rapidly at him. 

“Once the ship is hi-jacked the shipping company has to manage the 
negotiations and communicate with the crew’s relatives and often NAVFOR 
and their own governments. The information is sensitive so controlling the 
media is often essential to a successful outcome. Public relations firms and 
consultants can be very expensive.” 

Lord Covermere subsided shaking his head in apparent disgust as Turn- 
er-Barnes shot a look across at his CEO Jeremy Crisp and took a prolonged 
breath before continuing. 

“Pirates are generally interested in the crew and the vessel rather than 
the cargo. Unless the cargo is oil they see little value in it. It’s too difficult to 
offload it and sell it and there’s far more value in the ransom they can collect 
on the crew and the ship. We find that the claims are usually for ship and 
crew ransom and daily loss, rarely for cargo.” 

Michael Leithead looked down the table to the Lloyd’s Chairman and 
saw him make a note. They’d known each other since they were at Eton to- 
gether. He was looking thinner in the face these days. No doubt the stress of 
his wife’s terminal cancer was taking its toll. Michael knew he’d already de- 
cided to retire at the end of the year, but he still didn’t want another Lloyd’s 
scandal on his watch. 

He surveyed the great and the good ranged around the table. The board 
members would get their opportunity to object to this investigation today if 
they chose to, but Lloyd’s and Verre Slater weren’t the only clients. There was 
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another. Michael Leithead wasn’t in a position to disclose their identity even 
to Drew and the rest of the team, but their power and influence was enough 
that whatever these men said today, the investigation was going to happen. 
His team, led by the implacable Drew Rydstrom, was going to take them 
apart. But their co-operation would make things easier. As he watched him 
the Chairman put down his pen and questioned Turner-Barnes. 

“And have HCL made many claims against these policies?” 

“Yes. And their premium costs have escalated in consequence. In fact, 
HCL are one of the most pirated lines we insure.” 

Bob Beerner, the rotund Dutch Finance Director raised his eyebrows. 
“If they are such a large line then they will have more hi-jacking.” Turn- 
er-Barnes shook his head. 

“Even on a comparative basis they are pirated more often,” he paused 
and looked around the room, “but the problem isn’t what they’re claiming 
for, it’s what they don’t seem to be claiming for,” Drew felt everyone sudden- 
ly concentrating as Turner-Barnes took off his glasses and put them gently 
down on his pad of papers. 

“Three weeks ago our Head of Marine Claims, Peter Talbot, was con- 
tacted by a journalist who claimed to be researching piracy insurance, claims 
and costs for a piece. He gave her some basic information and expected that 
to be the end of it. But then she contacted him again trying to get details of 
the claims HCL had made. Peter refused of course but she was very insist- 
ent. In the end she told him that she had been given information by reliable 
sources that HCL were in the habit of declaring no loss of cargo on their 
claims, even though cargo had been unloaded from the vessel by pirates.” 

Lord Covermere snorted. “That’s a cause for gratitude, young man, not 
an investigation. A policyholder is not obliged to claim for anything if he’s 
able to meet the costs himself. Good luck to him and may we have many 
more like him.” 

Michael watched Drew’s eyes flick across to the elderly Lord and knew 
exactly what he was thinking. Thank God he could trust him not to say 
it. He was aware Australians were renowned for their bluntness and Drew 
certainly called a spade a spade, but in this environment he was the consum- 
mate professional. Courteous, but never deferential, Drew’s manners were 
as immaculate as his appearance. He had the navy to thank for some of it, 
and the massive corporates that he’d worked for in the past ten years. But 
Drew wasn’t exactly what he seemed. Michael knew that his journey from 
Wardroom to boardroom had been via something altogether less refined. 
Drew Rydstrom may know exactly which knife to use at dinner, but he was 
also capable of slitting your throat with it in a silent, bloodless second. 
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Jeremy Crisp sat forward. “I’m afraid it’s rather more serious than that,” 
he looked around the room and his eyes settled on the Lloyd’s Chairman. 
“The journalist also claimed that instead of travelling at maximum speed 
through high-risk areas to avoid being boarded, some of the HCL ships have 
been slowing down. Making it far easier for the pirates to board.” 

There was a sudden outbreak of chatter around the table but Jeremy 
Crisp was concentrated on the Lloyd’s Chairman at the other end of the 
table. The man raised his hand and looked at Turner-Barnes. 

“Did the journalist tell you anything more, Mr Turner-Barnes?” 

“Peter Talbot thought it was just so far-fetched he ignored her. But ear- 
lier this week Henry was at the box with his team when he was approached 
by what he thought was a broker. In fact it was this journalist. We don’t 
know how she’d got through security,” Michael watched the Lloyd’s Chief 
Executive raise his eyebrows and make a note, “but she caused quite a scene. 
Accused HCL of being involved in some kind of fraud related to the car- 
goes of their pirated vessels and claimed that she had physical evidence that 
their ships had been slowed prior to being attacked. 

“Henry did his best to deal with her but she began threatening to publish 
her evidence unless Verre Slater gave her information about the insurance 
claims HCL had made,” Turner Barnes sighed and shook his head, “and 
then when he refused and told her to get out she told him that she believed 
that HCL had someone inside at Verre Slater helping with the fraud and that 
by the end of the week she’d have that evidence too. Henry said that she was 
shouting about it as Security removed her.” 

“It is a pity Henry isn’t here today. He could maybe tell us more of what 
she said.” Bob Beerner began helping himself to a glass of water as Jeremy 
Crisp turned to him. 

“He gave us a fairly detailed account. But I’m obliged to say that when 
we met as a board soon afterwards to discuss the way forward and our Chair- 
man suggested asking Laughton MacAllister to conduct an initial investiga- 
tion, Henry was very much opposed to it.” 

Drew realised he’d been spot on. Henry Tolling hadn’t wanted them 
there at all. The fact that he’d been overruled was curious in itself. Boards 
usually listened to their executives’ recommendations unless there was a 
compelling reason not to. For the first time Drew began to wonder if the 
impetus for the investigation was coming from higher up the food chain. 
Drew wasn’t the only one to pick up on the disunity at the top. Another of 
the Franchise Board leant his head forward. 

“Surely if Henry Tolling is your Head of Marine and he doesn’t see 
that bringing in investigators is necessary then your board, and we, should 
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be listening to him?” Jeremy Crisp was looking increasingly uncomfortable. 

“Those of you who know Henry will appreciate how much Verre Slater 
have always valued his experience and expertise. However, on this particular 
issue he was at odds with the rest of the board. So it was proposed that 
we would approach Laughton MacAllister with a view to asking them to 
conduct an initial confidential review of the most recent claim, look at the 
evidence and advise us as to whether it warranted a wider investigation.” 

Lord Covermere turned his jowly face and bagged eyes towards Drew 
and Michael. 

“And who, or indeed what, is Laughton MacAllister?” 

Neil Turner-Barnes was quick to reply. “A corporate fraud investigation 
company, my Lord, highly respected and very discreet.” 

“Private investigators?” 

Michael caught the Chairman’s eye and decided it was time to intervene. 

“Private in the sense that we aren’t a government agency, although we 
work closely with them and our team includes former government, NGO, 
Special Forces and police operatives both UK and foreign. We investigate 
sensitive and high-value frauds usually involving corporate vehicles.” It 
wasn’t the whole story, but it was enough for this gathering. 

Lord Covermere ’s nostrils flared. 

“Don’t we already have a Fraud Squad or a Serious Fraud Office, what- 
ever they call themselves now?” 

Michael smiled slightly. 

“In the UK alone reported fraud is likely to top five billion pounds with- 
in the next few years. The authorities are already at full stretch trying to 
cope with the problem. But those are the lower-value frauds: small scale em- 
ployee embezzlement, boiler room share operations, Internet scams. They 
have neither the resources nor the expertise to deal with the large, complex 
cross-border corporate frauds. There’s upwards of thirty trillion dollars off- 
shore hidden behind complex company structures which are virtually impos- 
sible for national enforcement agencies to penetrate. And companies don’t 
want them to try. It’s believed that ninety per cent of large corporate frauds 
are never even reported.” 

Jeremy Crisp nodded. “I don’t doubt that. If you’re a publicly quoted 
company which suspects embezzlement or other fraud, bringing in the 
Fraud Squad or alerting the Serious Fraud Office is a huge risk. All it takes is 
a leak to the market or a journalist and the share price plummets.” 

Michael looked around the room. “Confidentiality isn’t something the 
police can ever offer. As recent events have proven, officers aren’t averse to 
disclosing information to journalists in return for payments. However, it’s 
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something we can absolutely guarantee.” 

“So your team are incorruptible?” 

Michael’s hazel eyes settled on Lord Covermere and his face was still. He 
reflected that they were rather the opposite. Not just corruptible. Corrupted. 
But then sometimes you had to set a thief to catch a thief. 

“They are differently motivated.” Drew thought what a great phrase that 
was. Better than, ‘drinking in the last chance saloon.’ “In addition the Fraud 
Squad, like every national agency, has difficulties dealing with global compa- 
nies and cross-border frauds. The kind of difficulties that a private company 
like Laughton MacAllister does not face.” 

Lord Covermere’s voice rose. “Perhaps you aren’t aware, Mr — ” he 
searched the agenda in front of him “ — Leithead, that we do not operate in 
the same way as the Enron’s of this world. Nor do we breed Bernard Mad- 
off’s. The entire business of Lloyd’s has always rested on trust and faith.” 
Drew marvelled how such apparently wise men were frequendy so in- 
credibly naive. He felt the collective support for this proud boast emanating 
from the men around him. So he leant his arms on the table and looked the 
older man squarely in the eye. 

“Which makes it critical that you maintain both,” his voice was low and 
assured and it cut through the silence of the Adam Room. “The Securities 
and Exchange Commission in the States investigated and cleared Bernard 
Madoff not once but twice. They were blinded by their belief that no one 
that influential, or that respected was capable of that level of dishonesty and 
they paid a heavy price. Don’t make the same mistake.” 

Drew sat back in his chair and paused but no one uttered a word. “Mad- 
off cheated and swindled but he never got anybody killed. Somali pirates 
kill people all the time, and they aren’t too fussy about who, so long as they 
get well paid. Hi-jacked seafarers are tortured, keel-hauled and beheaded, 
and not just on merchant vessels, but on civilian yachts and even on land. 
And their area of operation is widening all the time. You don’t need to be a 
seafarer to be vulnerable. They’re taking rich white middle class people from 
Kenyan beach resorts now.” 

Michael scanned the tense faces around him. “I’m sure you’re aware that 
this is now on the government agenda. The FCO have just announced sev- 
eral million to support prosecution and imprisonment of pirates in Kenya. 
You may not know that in the next few weeks they will be announcing the 
establishment of an intelligence centre in the Seychelles with a specific remit 
to track financial flows linked to these ransoms. That team will be focussing 
on tracking down the pirate financiers that provide the money to buy weap- 
ons, boats and equipment and fund rogue Special Forces operatives to train 
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pirates in Somalia. Financiers who possess the skills and contacts required 
to negotiate ransoms and handle both shipping companies and insurers...” 

Drew watched the faces change as the implication hit home, and Michael 
continued quiedy. “Lloyd’s of London’s business rests on trust and faith, if 
one of its managing agents is found to be colluding with a shipping company 
and these financiers, profiting from the proceeds of piracy I don’t think I 
need to elaborate on the ramifications.” 

In the silence that followed the door opened and a tall very blond man 
strode into the room. 

“I’m sorry, everyone, very sorry.” The Lloyd’s Chairman smiled warmly 
at him. 

“Hakon, very good. Very good,” Drew watched Hakon Felland as he set- 
tled himself into a seat and nodded at the waiter proffering the silver coffee 
jug. He judged him to be around the same vintage as Michael but much larg- 
er framed, a more similar build to him. Hakon’s full head of white blond hair 
bobbed forward as he reached for the coffee and his pale blue eyes scanned 
the room as the Chairman made the introductions. 

“May I introduce Michael Leithead of Laughton MacAllister?” Hakon 
nodded and smiled briefly at Michael. He noticed that Henry Tolling wasn’t 
in the room and silently cursed the bastard, and the traffic which had made 
him miss the beginning of the meeting. He needed to get the measure of this 
and fast. “And his colleague Drew Rydstrom.” 

Hakon raised his eyebrows and cheerfully addressed Drew. 

“V dldigt glad atttrdffa dig . ” 

“Sorry, mate, Australian.” Drew shook his head slightly as he smiled 
back. 

Hakon raised his hands in apology. “I thought, Rydstrom, you know. 
That you were Swedish. I have a sister who is married to a Rydstrom. Maybe 
you’re related?” 

“You never know.” 

Drew sure as hell didn’t. Thor Rydstrom hadn’t exactly been forthcom- 
ing about where the Rydstrom’s originated. Same way he’d never mentioned 
where he was going when he closed the door behind him for the last time on 
his son, wife and daughter twenty seven years earlier. 

Bob Beerners nodded at Hakon and got straight down to business. 

“Michael was telling us that piracy is now on the UK government agen- 
da. And we already have columnists accusing insurers of profiting from it. So 
it sounds as though we have no choice but to approve this full investigation.” 

Hakon sipped his coffee and looked back at Drew and Michael. 

Whatever Michael Leithead knew it wasn’t as current as his own infor- 
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mation. Laughton MacAllister may be so well connected they didn’t even 
have a reputation but they weren’t as close to this as he was. Two orgasms 
had made Karen more talkative than she’d been in a while the other night 
and the information was so fresh she was still picking hairs from the Down- 
ing Street cat off her skirt. Hakon decided it was time to put them on notice. 

“Certainly the UK government is moving on this issue. I know that bet- 
ter than anyone.” He saw Jeremy Crisp smile and look to Michael and Drew. 

“Hakon is married to Karen Felland, the government minister. You 
might have heard of her?” Hakon watched Michael smile slightly back at 
him. 

“Ah, of course. A very talented minister I understand, and very commit- 
ted to combating piracy.” 

“Yes, she is busy doing all she can. She is also on the Intelligence and 
Security Committee so I am seeing less of her every day.” 

“That’s a personal appointment by the Prime Minister I believe. Very 
sensitive. I’ve heard she’s tipped for the top job herself one day?” 

Hakon noted Michael Leithead’s expression and was satisfied he’d got 
the message, and so had the rest of the room. These investigators didn’t 
have a monopoly on information and Hakon was in a position to torpedo 
any scare tactics about what the government was or wasn’t planning to do. 
He shook his head. 

“If there is one thing I have learnt being married to a politician it is never 
to believe rumours,” he paused and looked around the rest of the men at 
the table, “and I think we need to do the same here today. I do not think 
that we should be launching a full-scale investigation on the word of some 
eco-journalist. What she’s suggesting doesn’t make any sense. And I know 
that Henry Tolling feels exacdy the same way about this.” 

The Chairman took off his glasses again and sat back in thought, but 
down the table another of the non-Execs was shifting uncomfortably. Dr 
Tavish Baker was a well-known economist and it was clear he’d been listen- 
ing. He frowned and his bald head bobbed forward. 

“Forgive me, Hakon, but did Henry explain why he didn’t want this in- 
vestigation? Listening to Drew and Michael it sounds as though there isn’t 
really a case against.” 

Hakon Felland sat up in his chair. “He feels strongly as I do that there is 
simply no way that any fraud could be perpetrated. If HCL allow their ship 
to be pirated then the insurance money they would collect would be no more 
than the ransom demanded by the pirates and the cost of the ship being out 
of action. Given the increase in their premium that this would inevitably 
lead to, he couldn’t see any way in which they made a financial gain. And for 
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Verre Slater the same thing applies.” 

“This is a good point,” Bob Beemer nodded, looked around the room 
and finally alighted on Drew and Michael. “I think Hakon should give us 
his view on this. He is CEO of Kreller Jonas, one of the biggest ship man- 
agement companies in the world and on the Lloyd’s Joint War Committee.” 

Hakon shook his head modestly and leant his arms onto the table. 

“I don’t think you have to be in shipping to know what a problem piracy 
is. I heard today that the cost is now between nine and twelve billion dollars 
per year. The navies are cutting their fleets and their operations and aren’t 
always supporting us. Some governments want armed guards on board, but 
IMO best practice is still not to carry arms or security forces,” he sat back 
and raised his hands helplessly. “It’s a mess and it doesn’t seem to be moving 
towards any kind of resolution,” then his voice hardened, “but there are 
wider problems in shipping. We have major oversupply of tonnage, new 
build VLCCs are going straight from launch to lay-up for the first time in 
decades and charter rates are so low that I heard a Greek tanker sailed at a 
loss last week.” 

Michael was about to wonder what a VLCC was when he saw Drew 
writing on the pad in front of him, ‘ I 'ery Large Crude Carried . He may have 
been away a while but with his background there wasn’t much Drew didn’t 
know about maritime security and counter-terrorism. Michael glanced up to 
see Hakon Felland looking directly at him. 

“Michael, I understand that you think there may be an opportunity to 
defraud an insurer but in my opinion any shipping line or management com- 
pany has enough to do trying to stay profitable. I know Henry would tell you 
the same if he were here.” 

Jeremy Crisp placed his pen gendy on the desk in front of him, choosing 
his words carefully. “Whilst I appreciate and have great respect for Henry 
and Hakon’s views, it doesn’t change the fact that there is a journalist who 
claims to have evidence. I simply don’t think that we can ignore that at this 
stage.” 

Drew saw the man look pointedly at him and took his cue. 

“Sarah Grelsham, the journalist who threatened Henry Tolling seems 
to have dropped out of sight. We haven’t been able to track her down yet. 
So at the moment you have two options. Either you can bring us in now, we 
can find her, establish if she has evidence, what it is and whether it points 
to wrongdoing on the part of HCL or failures in the corporate governance 
of any other parties involved which require you to take action. Or you can 
sit back and do nothing and wait to see whether she surfaces again and pub- 
lishes what she has — ” Drew paused “ — but if she does, it may be too late 
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for us to help you.” 

Hakon folded his arms. “She has nothing, I am sure of that. But I have 
discussed this with Henry and we both agree it would be prudent for Lloyd’s 
and Verre Slater to audit their current systems and procedures, but that is a 
job which should be undertaken internally, by senior personnel who under- 
stand both the insurance and shipping business. With the greatest of respect 
to you and your colleagues, Michael, I think it will be a lot faster and more 
thorough if Henry and I lead it.” 

Drew didn’t look at Michael. But they both knew the time was fast ap- 
proaching to detonate. Tavish Baker nodded at Bob Beerner. 

“I agree. In fact I think that’s an excellent suggestion. It does strike me 
as an overreaction to launch a full scale external investigation on the basis 
of one journalist who hasn’t offered us any evidence. And Henry is the ideal 
person to lead an internal review if you’re prepared to work with him on it, 
Hakon?” 

Michael caught the Chairman’s eye and noted his concern. This was an 
unexpected development but it wasn’t going to change the outcome. He saw 
that Hakon Felland was looking very satisfied. 

“Yes, yes. I am happy to do that. We can work quickly. I will speak to 
Henry today and we can develop a remit and a timetable.” 

“Unfortunately that isn’t going to be possible.” 

Drew’s voice was clear. He watched Jeremy Crisp’s face closely as Tavish 
Baker frowned sharply at him. 

“I beg your pardon?” 

Jeremy frowned too but it was immediately tinged with concern. 

“What’s happened?” 

“I’m afraid he’s dead,” Drew looked back steadily. He waited for the 
words to do their initial damage before he went in with the body blow. “They 
pulled him out of the Thames this morning. He killed himself two days ago.” 

“Jesus.. .Oh Jesus.” Neil Turner-Barnes dropped his head into his hands 
and Jeremy Crisp stared at Drew in shock. His voice was thin and weak. 

“What could have made him — ” 

As the end of that question hung in the air above the gleaming table 
Drew felt the mood change markedly. Even Lord Covermere had shut up. 
Hakon Felland looked stunned but it was clear his mind was working. Mi- 
chael knew this was the time for leadership. And that’s what the Chairman 
was for. He’d fulfilled his obligation to let everyone speak. Now they needed 
to get on with business. The Chairman of Lloyd’s straightened his back and 
looked quickly around the room. 

“Under the circumstances I believe it is imperative that we allow Laught- 
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on MacAllister to commence their investigation under the terms proposed 
by Verre Slater. Unless there are any objections?” 

Hakon’s mind went into overdrive as he tried to recover the situation. 
But he just didn’t have enough information. He doubted he was now in a po- 
sition to stop the investigation. But if there was going to be one, he needed 
to be at the heart of it. When no one responded to his query, the Chairman 
turned to Michael. 

“You say you can guarantee confidentiality, Michael?” 

‘Yes, Edward, I can.” 

“Good. It is essential that this remains so.” 

Hakon’s voice was low and Drew could hear the effort he was putting 
into controlling it as he addressed the Chairman. 

“They will need a liaison, introductions. If everyone agrees I am happy 
to provide that on behalf of the board,” he looked at Jeremy Crisp, “both 
boards.” 

Amid the general nodding the Chairman turned to Drew. 

“Agreed then. For the duration of the investigation please consider 
Hakon our representative and keep him fully informed. Thank you, Hakon.” 
But Hakon was looking closely at Drew. 

“I know I said that shipping companies are busy surviving, but don’t 
underestimate HCL. Cheung Fei is a ruthless man,” he turned to the secre- 
tary taking notes at the end of the table and shook his head, “this is not to 
be noted.” Then he turned back to Drew. “I wouldn’t say this in any other 
company and I would ask you to ensure it is not repeated, but it is generally 
accepted that he has connections with the Chinese underworld.” 

“Triads?” 

Hakon nodded seriously. “I know you will be discreet but shipping is a 
small community and I don’t think it will be long before Cheung discovers 
that questions are being asked. I would advise you and your people to be very 
alert and more than usually careful.” He adopted a suddenly bleak expres- 
sion, as if remembering his friend Henry Tolling. “We’ve already had one 
death. We must not have more.” 

Drew regarded Hakon and wondered why the doxens of seafarers mur- 
dered and violated on pirated HCL ships, including the late Stephen Des- 
mond, didn’t warrant an investigation, but one insurance broker killing him- 
self did. It struck him as a slightly odd thing for Hakon Felland to say. He 
shook his head slightly and held Hakon’s stare. 

“No worries, mate.” 

Hakon looked back into Drew Rydstrom’s peculiarly cold blue eyes. And 
had the strong feeling that the man was capable of giving him plenty to 
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worry about. Unless he got there first. 


Drew spent the walk from Sloane Square tube station to the entrance 
to the mansion flats deep in thought. Opening the front door he pulled out 
his keys and walked towards the porter’s desk. Maybe it was because the 
investigation was shaping up to be so complex, or the seemingly intractable 
problem of Manon, but he needed something tonight. It was early for the 
lake, but it wasn’t too early for a woman. Either would do. Preferably both. 
He wasn’t in the mood for another desperate housewife though. 

Drew never struggled to find women to sleep with in the bars, clubs, 
restaurants and hotels of London. But the sheer number of women he re- 
quired to feed his habit coupled with the demands of his job meant that 
some degree of automated inbound marketing was necessary. And in the six 
months he’d been living in London the Internet had managed to deliver a 
steady stream of no-strings attached encounters. 

It had been so much easier in the Caribbean. A seemingly inexhaustible 
supply of demob-happy holidaying women looking for abandoned sex on 
the beach or in the ocean. Sometimes even in bed. Excited, loved-up, sun- 
kissed girls, who were happy to be told they were gorgeous, screwed until 
they came and left it at that. In London it felt like every other woman wanted 
to be either whipped or pissed on. And despite his appetite for sex, hand on 
heart, thank God Drew had just never been that desperate. 

Reaching the porter’s desk he was surprised not to see Julius in situ and 
then he remembered it was his night off. His replacement was no doubt hav- 
ing a crafty fag out the back which would stink up the hall for the next two 
days. Drew loathed the smell of tobacco. He felt the tension gathering in his 
shoulders as he dropped his bag to the floor. Without Julius there handing 
him his post and ready to shoot the breeze Drew had to lean over and fish 
about for it. 

Drew’s post was invariably of the impersonal variety'. It never ceased to 
amaze him that he’d managed to conceal himself from every major govern- 
ment for the best part of ten years, so successfully that by most measures 
he didn’t exist, and yet the people who sold sealed unit double glazing still 
managed to write to him. 

He’d long ago come to the conclusion that the US would have found Bin 
Laden a lot sooner if they’d just given his details to a telemarketing company 
and told them the bastard was interested in a new fitted kitchen. 

Collecting his post usually felt like a pointless exercise, but in the last 
couple of weeks it had become an ordeal. Because for the first time in as 
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long as he could remember Drew was actually waiting for a letter. Having ex- 
hausted every means of electronic communication with his estranged sister, 
he’d resorted to an old-fashioned card. And he was clinging onto the hope 
that whereas she could press delete in an instant, holding something in her 
hand might actually persuade Caz to send something back. Or maybe not. 
Not yet anyway. 

Drew swallowed down the disappointment, dropped the mail into the 
bin in the corner and then picked up his bag and headed for the stairs, dex- 
terously unbuttoning his overcoat and finding the key to his flat on the ring 
with the same hand as he went. 

It was silent and overly warm in the passageway as he went to put the 
key in the lock. As he did so he thought he heard a noise from inside his 
flat. He tensed, grabbing the jangling keys in his fist to silence them. Waiting 
a second Drew tried to tune out the hum of the fluorescent strip lighting 
above him. Then from beyond his front door he heard the definite sound of 
a door closing. He froze for a brief second before the adrenalin kicked in. 
It could be as simple as a burglar. But then again it might not. He recalled 
Hakon Felland’s warning and let out a long, quiet breath. 

Looking to his left he saw the light switches for the landing and sofdy 
walked across to them, flicking them off. The passageway took on a new 
aspect as Drew made his way back to his front door and bent down, carefully 
positioning his bag directly in front of it, in the unlikely event that anyone 
got past him. Then, as carefully as he could, he turned the key in the lock. 

The door swung open on its inaudible, oiled hinges. The interior of the 
flat was dark but Drew’s eyes were already accustomed. Silendy he walked 
into his hallway, senses on stalks. There was a sudden sound from the kitch- 
en to his left and he made his way along the wall towards it, stopping outside 
the door. They clearly hadn’t heard him yet so he had the advantage. 

Mentally he ticked off the weapons available to them and to him. The 
knife block was the other side of the room, but he wasn’t too concerned 
about that. Whoever they were they had no idea what he was capable of 
meting out, not that he wanted knives involved. Blood made a mess. Of 
course if they’d found the safe in his bedroom it was possible they’d also 
found his Sig Sauer automatic pistol. He took a breath and calmed himself 
before the storm. 

Pushing the door wider he felt his fists tense as another noise concen- 
trated his eyes on something in front of the big stainless steel fridge- freezer. 
Then the fridge door was pulled open and he realised what he was looking at. 
Silhouetted against the fridge light was a curvaceous and completely naked 
woman. Drew ran an expert eye over her and nodded to himself apprecia- 
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tively as he shrugged off his overcoat. 

“And people say I never have anything edible in my fridge.” 

The woman squealed and turned around in shock as Drew flicked the 
light on, shielding herself before putting her hands out to catch the overcoat 
already sailing her way. 

“Oh my GOD! Who the hell are you?” Drew watched the outrage on her 
face as she struggled into his coat and pulled it around her. He continued to 
look at her but leant his head out of the kitchen door again as he called out. 

“G’day, Malcolm.” 

The girl frowned hard at him. “How long have you been standing there?” 

Drew shook his head and smiled back. She was blonde, and thanks to 
their unorthodox introduction he could vouch for the fact that she was a nat- 
ural one. In his large overcoat she looked small and delicate, if still outraged. 
“Not long. But long enough.” 

She opened her mouth but then saw Malcolm St John Hawes, fresh from 
the bedroom and equally naked, appear in the doorway next to Drew. He was 
a couple of inches shorter, his silhouette leaner, less muscled, but no less de- 
fined. The road map of scars around his body bore testament to the fact that 
he had made good use of it. His blond hair was short, but long enough that 
he could push the fringe out of his pale greenish eyes which flicked briefly 
in Drew’s direction as he spoke quite conversationally. 

“Didn’t hear you come in.” 

Drew fixed Malcolm in a steely gaze as his naked figure padded across 
to the fridge and he kissed the girl like a drowning man coming up for air. 
He could tell she was embarrassed, which was ironic considering Malcolm 
was the one who was engaged. She looked chidingly into his slightly weath- 
er-beaten face and Malcolm immediately flashed her his mega-watt smile. 
Drew watched her relax as Malcolm put his arm around her and turned her 
to face Drew, leaning his head towards her conspiratorially. 

“You have to watch out for these Special Forces types, they sneak around 
and pop up where you least expect them. Last time I got up for a slash in 
the night he nearly killed me with his bare hands.” Malcolm shot Drew a 
sideways look as the girl’s eyes rounded in fascination and she stared back at 
Drew with new interest. 

“Really? Are you really Special Forces?” 

Malcolm continued in a stage whisper. 

“Special Boat Service. Conceals himself in the U-bend and breathes 
through his ears.” Drew ignored her and decided to up the ante too. 

“Terri with you, mate?” Despite the mention of their friend and his 
fiancee Malcolm remained resolutely unprovoked, opening the door of the 
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fridge and peering inside. 

“No, she’s still not into threesomes,” pulling out a bottle of Sauvignon 
Blanc he shut the door and looked at the blonde again. “Here it is, I told you 
I put it in there.” 

But the girl was looking at Drew shrugging off his jacket and the brief 
glimpse of a heavily muscled chest through the gaps between the buttons of 
his crisp white shirt she’d just been afforded. Malcolm was handsome and 
charming but you only needed to read the papers to know he was both en- 
gaged and an incorrigible tart. His friend however, was another matter. She 
caught his eye and smiled. 

“Sorry, we haven’t really been introduced. I’m Mandy.” 

Malcolm registered the new tone in her voice and watched Drew straight- 
en up and look back at her. 

“G’day, Mandy. I’m Drew. I live here. I’d shake hands but I reckon we’re 
probably a bit beyond that.” He hadn’t missed the new silkiness in her voice 
either but no matter how interested he might have been Drew and Mai had 
never shared women. Every other conceivable commodity, but not women. 
And for both Mai and Drew women were commodities. Although for Drew 
it hadn’t always been that way. 

He met Mai’s amused stare and realised that seeing his friend had cheered 
him up enormously. So he frowned hard and yelled at him. “And you, mate, 
can get out of my fridge and go and put some bloody jocks on. Waving that 
thing about in the kitchen.. .it's unhygienic.” 

Mai shook his head sadly as he put the bottle of wine down gently on 
the counter. Then, with a dignity unique to aristocratic, buck-naked English- 
men, padded past Drew towards the door, flinging a parting shot over his 
shoulder. 

“It’s time you learnt to appreciate the timeless beauty of the male form, 
Rydstrom.” 

Drew turned and addressed Mai’s retreating backside. 

“The day I enjoy looking at your arse I’ll put a gun in my mouth.” 

“No you won’t. Too messy.” 

Malcolm disappeared down the corridor and Drew shouted after him. 

“Put some bloody strides on. And don’t even think about sitting on an- 
ything in my lounge room until you do.” 
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When she got back to the office Manon was surprised how badly she was 
smarting from Drew’s uncharacteristic harshness on the mud of Execution 
Dock. Had Johnny Makin not chosen that moment to call her and invite her 
to dinner she might well have thought more carefully about accepting. But 
he had, and she hadn’t which meant she was now standing at the entrance 
to a very grand dining room just off Bond Street and wondering what he 
looked like. 

Johnny Makin of course had no such difficulty. He recognised the tab- 
loids’ ‘most hated woman in Britain’ as soon as she walked in so by the time 
the maitre d’ led her to the table he was already on his feet and smoothing 
down his wide multi-striped tie. 

“Manon, how lovely to meet you.” 

She shook his hand and noticed how soft and manicured it was. He was 
averagely tall, fair and carrying just a little extra weight. She imagined he was 
late thirties or early forties, but it was difficult to tell. 

“Hi.” She aimed for noncommittal and saw him smile at her as she sat 
down and put her handbag on the floor next to her. 

“Glass of champagne?” 

“Tequila. Straight shot.” Nothing in his face or his sharp brown eyes 
betrayed it but the microsecond of hesitation did. He’d realised she wasn’t 
in his class, that this kind of restaurant wasn’t where she belonged. It wasn’t 
nice, but it was far from the first time. 

Johnny watched her face harden slightly and her eyes take on an even 
more confrontational set. He noticed no mascara and no lipstick. Not that 
she needed it. She was very much an English rose, although he suspected 
that describing any Welsh woman that way to her face wasn’t advisable. 

As Manon looked around the restaurant he took the opportunity to 
study that face. By the time she turned back he had decided that Manon 
Wyn Roberts qualified as beautiful. Compared to Stella Sevigny’s brittle pret- 
tiness and pancake base thicker than her waist measurement Manon was a 
completely different animal. No wonder Greg Hart had bedded her. Johnny 
certainly wouldn’t turn her down. He could quite understand why she’d fi- 
nally sent Stella over the edge. 

Although he missed the fees she’d generated Stella Sevigny wasn’t such 
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a great loss to the world. But it was tragic she took that innocent baby with 
her. 

“What is it you want to talk about, Mr Makin?” 

“Johnny, please do call me Johnny. Manon is a lovely name by the way.” 

“It was my grandmother’s.” 

Johnny smiled indulgently. “Ahh, a family name, that’s nice.” He saw her 
eyebrows rise marginally. 

“She died the day I was born, so seeing as she wasn’t going to be using it 
anymore they decided to give it to me.” 

The smile ebbed from Johnny’s face as she continued to look at him 
steadily. He realised he wasn’t likely to charm anything out of her. The waiter 
arrived and placed their drinks in front of them and he raised his glass of 
champagne slightly in her direction. 

“Your health.” 

She picked up her Tequila and tipped it straight down her throat and 
suddenly felt a lot better. 

“I think we’ve done the pleasantries now,” she looked back at Johnny as 
he sipped his champagne. “Maybe you can just save us both some time and 
tell me what it is you want.” She saw Johnny carefully put his glass back on 
the table and look down at the pristine white cloth. 

“Greg asked me to see you.” 

Manon was grateful he wasn’t looking at her because she was sure she’d 
allowed the pain into her eyes at the sound of that name. But Johnny didn’t 
need to see her face. The whitening of her knuckles around the tumbler she 
was still holding told him everything he needed to know By the time his eyes 
met hers again she had composed herself. But when she spoke her voice was 
rustier than usual. 

“How is he?” Although Johnny knew what she looked like he’d never 
heard her speak before and he was surprised how sexy her voice was. The 
Welsh lilt was soft but her voice was a strange mix of sweetness and gravel. 
He found he wanted to hear it again. 

“Missing you, Manon. Which I can sympathise with now I’ve met you 
in person.” 

She laughed slightly and looked around. “ You mean now you’ve seen my 
head doesn’t actually revolve the way the papers made out.” 

“No, I always knew that. I knew that if Greg was going to leave someone 
like Stella then he’d only do it for someone else very special. Someone he 
didn’t want to live without. And I know he still doesn’t want to live without 
you, Manon.” She looked down at her Tequila glass and wished it was Greg 
she was sitting in front of. “But he needs your help to make that happen.” 
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“You mean at the trial?” 

Johnny had seen enough of her now to know there was no point in 
bullshitting. 

‘Yes. I do. There are people who want to see Greg finished and you have 
the power to stop them. If you decide to.” 

“So Greg wants me to change my statement? Is that it?” 

Johnny’s voice dropped as he leant in towards her. 

“Look, what Greg wants is to get his life back, and that includes you.” 

“And you realise what that would mean for me?” 

“In the long term it would mean the two of you can leave this nightmare 
behind you.” 

She laughed suddenly and shook her head at him. “But in the short term 
I take the blame right? Which means I’d lose the precious little I have left at 
this point. I know Laughton’s isn’t much of a job but Michael Leithead can 
at least keep me out of prison.” 

“It isn’t certain you’d go to prison,” he watched her look at him sardon- 
ically and raised his eyebrows. “I really think there’s a good chance that a 
top-flight defence team could avoid that. With the best representation you 
could be — ” 

“Well I certainly can’t afford you.” 

“ — You won’t need to.” Johnny didn’t hesitate. “Greg’s already offered to 
retain me on your behalf.” Manon realised just how advanced this plan was. 
Looking at Johnny’s confident expression caused her to wonder what else he 
was capable of. If he could save her from prison then maybe he could get 
her what she really wanted. 

“So you could make sure I get my job back then?” 

Johnny was so surprised he was momentarily speechless. When he real- 
ised she was serious he searched his mind for the right response. He had the 
feeling that ‘don’t be so fucking stupid’ probably wouldn’t fly. 

“Why would you want it? I mean as Greg’s wife you’d never need to work 
again and you’d have a more than comfortable life together.” 

Greg’s wife. She was doing OK until that phrase. Manon had never had 
much time for Stella Sevigny even when she’d been in that first manufac- 
tured girl-band. And if the general public had known what the woman had 
really been like then the outpouring of grief over her death would have been 
far more circumspect. 

The thought of replacing her as Greg’s wife should have occurred to her 
before now, but for some reason she hadn’t really considered it. The only talk 
of marriage between them had been how Greg could extricate himself from 
his and Stella’s. But in the end it had been Stella who’d taken care of that. 
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Manon made a conscious effort to stop the thoughts there. She knew where 
they led. Instead she tried to force some more edge into her voice. 

“Was that a proposal?” 

Johnny thought he heard a slight catch in her voice and decided he’d 
been on the money. Clever and beautiful Manon Wyn Roberts might be but 
she was as malleable as any other woman in love. And the mention of a ring 
and a wedding worked every time. He gave her his best twinkly smile. 

“Well, if I wasn’t already spoken for then I can assure you Greg would 
have some competition on his hands, but I’m only here as his legal counsel. 
I think when Greg proposes he’d rather do it in person.” Manon swallowed 
and tried to keep the hurt from infecting her voice. 

“But he isn’t here is he?” 

Johnny took a breath and laid his neatly manicured hands flat on the 
cloth. “You know what a terrible risk it would be. If you two were seen to- 
gether now it would be so damaging.” 

“To his case.” 

‘Yes, and ultimately to the two of you. You have to understand, Manon, 
that if the people who are out for Greg get their way then it won’t stop at a 
conviction or even a short sentence. They will follow up with civil actions 
that could go on for years and years. It could cost him everything, and it 
could cost you your future with him.” 

She looked into Johnny’s imploring face and allowed herself to think 
about it. Life without him already felt like a sentence, if prison was the price 
she had to pay in order to be with him maybe it wasn’t such a bad trade. But 
then she had no guarantee that Greg had even condoned the request Johnny 
was making of her. 

She found it difficult to believe that he wanted her to go to prison. She 
certainly couldn’t believe that he expected her to make such a dreadful de- 
cision without them talking about it. A part of her wanted to believe that 
Greg knew nothing of what Johnny was up to. Because deep down she knew 
it was an outrageous thing to ask of her. But there was another treacherous 
chunk of her that was desperate for it all to be true. Because that would 
mean he was really planning their future together, and not his future apart 
from her. 

She had to find out either way before she made any decisions. And there 
was only one way to do that. Johnny misread her silence as a weakening in 
her resolve and leant back in his seat, raising his champagne to his lips. He 
took a sip as he watched her then replaced the glass gently on the table. His 
voice was quiet. 

“If you’d have seen his face when he knew I was coming to meet you... 
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If it wasn’t for me forcing him to stay away he would have taken the risk just 
to see you.” 

“So you’re prepared for me to take a risk but not him?” 

Johnny narrowed his eyes but Manon was already pushing her chair back 
and standing up. 

“You haven’t eaten — ” 

“I asked you a question,” she looked back hard at him. “If I’m expected 
to take a risk then why shouldn’t he? If Greg really wants me to do this then 
why can’t he tell me himself?” 

Johnny sighed waspishly. “Look, if he was seen with you now it would 
be a disaster for his defence. Surely you understand that?” 

Manon paused for a second and her voice was clipped. 

“Well I’m sure you could get him out of it. You’re the best after all.” 
Then she picked up her handbag, turned and walked purposefully out of the 
restaurant. And Johnny Makin sat back in his chair and said the rudest word 
he could think of. 

Manon wanted time alone as she emerged into the darkness and the cold 
street, and she didn’t fancy the tube. It wouldn’t be the first time she’d walked 
home to her little flat in Victoria from the West End. As she settled into the 
rhythm of her footfall and ran back over everything Johnny Makin had said 
neither pirates, Triads nor HCL was anywhere on her mind. 

Heading south west towards Green Park she was so lost in thought that 
she didn’t see the car she stepped out in front of until it was almost too late. 
Nor did she see the man who stepped out from the nearby doorway and fell 
into step behind her. 

“So does Danny think HCL are in on this?” Mai watched Drew splash a 
couple of fingers of whisky into the tumbler in front of him and leant for- 
ward to collect it. If there was one thing Drew could always be relied upon 
for it was good whisky, and the bottle which now stood on the low table 
between them in Drew’s immaculate sitting room was no exception. 

Leaning back against the chocolate leather sofa he saw Drew collapse 
back into its twin opposite him. As Mai turned the peaty spirit in his glass 
Drew took a swallow of his own whisky and nodded. 

“If he’s involved with Triads then the Somalis aren’t much of a stretch.” 

“Different though. I mean Hong Kong Chinese being involved with his 
local mob I can believe, but how does the connection with Somali pirates 
come about?” 

Drew shrugged. “A1 Shabbab control most of the South of Somalia. 
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Maybe there’s an A1 Qaeda connection back along the line, could have come 
through the Russians or the Yanks in Afghanistan. He’s been in business a 
long time.” Malcolm allowed the mouthful of spirit to percolate around his 
tongue before rippling it back over his molars thoughtfully. 

“If you’re running something like this then you want as few people in the 
know as possible. It has to be difficult to keep secret — ” 

“Obviously it was. That’s how Sarah Grelsham got hold of it. But if 
they’ve been slowing down ships then it has to show in the logs. Diego can’t 
find them in the HCL server.” 

“What about their satcoms?” 

Drew rested his feet on the coffee table. “Company called Gyrescom 
handles it all. They’re down in Kent somewhere. I’m going to go and have a 
word with them tomorrow. The Ming Ue hi-jack is recent enough that they 
should have everything pretty much to hand so I reckon we’ll start there.” 
“Shit!” 

The expensive whisky in Mai’s glass suddenly sprang out of the tumbler 
as his right arm jerked involuntarily, splashing onto his leg. Using his left 
hand to remove the glass from his right he replaced it on the table and wiped 
angrily at the spreading stain on his trousers. Drew noticed that the fingers 
of Mai’s right hand remained temporarily frozen in claw-like rigor. He knew 
better than to say anything, but it made any enquiry as to the progress of 
Mai’s recovery redundant. Instead he took another swallow of his own whis- 
ky as Mai composed himself, surreptitiously watching him rub at his hand. 

It was surprising the effect that a traumatic back injury could have. Eight 
months on from the accident Mai was flying again but he obviously wasn’t 
fully fit. Drew realised then that he might never be. To all intents and pur- 
poses Mai was recovered, but there was only so much abuse one body could 
take, and his had taken a hell of a battering. It was just one of the things that 
bound them together. 

“Talking of Sarah Grelsham, do you think Terri’ll know her?” 

Mai laughed shortly. “If she’s an environmental journalist, eats mung 
beans, knits her own breakfast cereal and is a stranger to deodorant then 
Terri is guaranteed to know her. I’m surprised she isn’t camped out in my 
mother’s rose garden right now claiming it for the gyppos... sorry, Travelling 
Community.” He closed his eyes and shook his head, laughing wearily as he 
leant back on the sofa. “Jesus.” 

Mai was dressed in a pale blue linen shirt, thinly inappropriate for the 
time of the year, and a pair of light chinos. With his eyes shut the strain 
marking his face was suddenly apparent. Drew thought he looked every one 
of his forty-four years. 
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“Trouble in paradise?” 

Mai’s green eyes snapped open and he took a deep breath before sitting 
forward and tipping the remains of the whisky down his throat. 

“It’ll be fine. Just this wedding thing. Once that’s over she’ll setde down. 
Apparently they all go a bit mental. And I’m probably not helping.” 

Drew raised his eyebrows and opened his mouth but one look at Mai’s 
face convinced him there was no need to chew him out about sleeping with 
Mandy the natural blonde. But it sounded like things were a lot worse than 
he’d previously suspected. 

“Terri never struck me as the mental type.” 

Mai sighed and looked down into his empty glass. His voice was slightly 
puzzled. “No. No, she didn’t did she? Not in the Caribbean.” 

They were both silent for a moment and then Drew refilled their glasses. 
A lot of things had seemed different in the Caribbean, before that absurdly 
dangerous flight into Nigeria. It seemed like a lifetime ago but it wasn’t even 
a year. 

Mai closed his eyes again and sipped the whisky. “Do you remember 
when she first turned up after the GenTech board meeting,? He smiled but 
kept his eyes closed. “Christ she was brave wasn’t she? I mean you’re a fright- 
ening bastard when you’ve got that Sig in your hand but she didn’t flinch. 
All that to protect a coral reef,” he opened his eyes and looked curiously at 
Drew. “I’d never met a woman who believed in something that strongly. So 
strongly that they were prepared to die for it.” 

“She came bloody close to dying for it too as I recall. When someone 
tells me to shoot them I don’t usually need telling twice.” Mai raised his glass 
and waved it in Drew’s direction. 

“Bullshit. You’ve got a soft spot for her too.” 

Drew nodded slowly. He had. Her completely unfazed reaction to having 
his automatic pistol levelled at her had surprised him. But not as much as 
Mai falling for her. For a man who cultivated the world’s belief in his shal- 
lowness Terri had blown a hole in his cover and proved he was actually the 
opposite. 

But then what had seemed right during that vicious but gilded decade 
Drew had spent trapped in the Caribbean looked different in the grey cold 
of an English winter. Much as he liked Mai’s parents Sir Philip and Lady 
Patricia St John Hawes, he could imagine Terri wasn’t the daughter in law Pip 
and Tricky always hoped for. Particularly Tricky. 

“She and Tricky getting on any better?” 

“In a word, no. Terri won’t drop this idea of creating the gyppo camp.” 

Drew grimaced and then looked sanguine. 
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“Well that’s Terri’s background isn’t it?” 

Mai’s voice was sharp, “After what they did to her? She tried for years 
to get away from them and now she suddenly wants to create the biggest 
bloody camp in Wales for them.” He shook his head in frustration, “The 
farmers have picked up on the rumours and Pip is getting major hassle from 
everyone from the gamekeepers to the pub landlord and the council. It’s an 
utter nightmare.” 

“Lucky for you this mate of yours needs you down in Sydney then?” 

Drew watched Mai stop and smile slowly at him. 

“Isn’t it though?” 

Drew had known Mai was lying the moment he mentioned the previ- 
ously unheard of friend who was setting up a flying school in Sydney and 
needed a pilot to help out. But then if Mai wanted to escape for a week good 
luck to him. As long as he understood that the problems were all going to be 
the same when he got back. But watching him Drew was suddenly worried 
that he didn’t. 

He knew that Mai asking Terri to marry him had been an impulse de- 
cision, because those were about the only kind of decisions Mai made. But 
he sensed this was one for which he would repent at leisure. A combination 
of the crash and Tricky’s intense dislike of Terri had no doubt contributed 
to the proposal, but Mai had only himself to blame. It was odd, but despite 
having spent nearly six years with Mai and Terri as a couple Drew still found 
it hard to imagine them married. 

“And Terri’s letting you go?” 

Mai’s eyebrows rose and generations of aristocratic entitlement suffused 
his face. 

“She isn’t my keeper. Never has been.” 

“No but she’s almost your wife and from what I hear they tend to expect 
a say in things like that.” 

Mai snorted and waved a hand in the air. “Forget it. Terri knows me 
and she knows she can’t change me. She’s just a bit mental over the wedding 
that’s all.” Drew decided to walk away from it. 

“When’s your flight?” 

“Tomorrow. By the way, did you hear back from Ca2 yet?” 

Drew stiffened at the mention of his sister. “No, mate. Not yet.” Mal- 
colm stretched his legs out in front of him. His tone was causal but the 
enquiry was clearly anything but. 

“Just wondered if you wanted me to look her up as I’m down there?” 
Mai watched Drew’s impassive face for a moment before continuing careful- 
ly, “might be easier if someone talked to her face to face?” 
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Drew somehow doubted anything would make things easier with Caz. 
The only thing she wanted was an explanation, and that was the one thing 
he couldn’t give her. 

“It’s ridiculous that I’ve known you all this time and never met her re- 
ally.” 

“If you had met her I don’t think you’d be suggesting this, believe me.” 

Mai grinned widely. 

“Maybe she’ll put me up?” 

“Oh bloody hell.” 

“What?” 

Drew rolled his eyes. 

“I don’t think even you can keep up with Caz.” 

Mai’s voice was suddenly quieter. “So you don’t mind if I give her a call 
then?” Drew realised he had nothing to lose. 

“Anything you can do to make her hate me a litde less is all good. But 
don’t get your hopes up.” Drew paused, not sure how to say it. “And just 
make sure you don’t — ” 

“No. No problem. I’m not going to talk about anything.” 

Mai felt that great wave of sadness and frustration his friend always pro- 
voked in him. Caz was all the man had left. If he could do anything to make 
things right then he was going to take the opportunity. After what Drew had 
done for him it seemed a very small thing indeed. But he’d have to find a 
way to do that which avoided the truth about why her brother never kept his 
promise to go back home. “It’s up to you what you want to tell her.” As he 
spoke Mai saw the deeply buried pain surface momentarily in Drew’s eyes. 
He could hear a shadow of it in his voice when Drew replied. 

“The truth would be nice.” 

“So isn’t it about time you found it?” 

The deepened crease in Drew’s forehead bore witness to his internal 
struggle. The one he’d waged for ten long years. The one which Mai knew 
had come to define him. 

“That wasn’t the deal.” 

Mai felt a spasm in his hand again as if reminding him of the reason why 
Drew had to make that deal with Michael Leithead. If only he’d got them out 
of Nigeria they’d still be in the Caribbean together. Or if Drew had taken his 
opportunity and left Mai in the wreckage. But that wasn’t his style. 

“You should have run when you had the chance. Rescuing me wasn’t 
part of the job.” 

“Everyone needs a hobby. Once more and I’ve got enough points for 
an iPad.” 


85 


Malcolm smiled at Drew’s rising inflection, but it fell away quickly. Be- 
cause they both knew that Drew’s problems started way before Nigeria. They 
were the reason he was hiding out in the Caribbean working for one of the 
world’s most elite and dubious private security companies in the first place. 

“Diego can get you bank records, coroner’s reports. He can get SIS files 
too, Drew.” 

Drew looked past him, “It’s been ten years. Time I learned to live with 
it.” 

“We both know that’s bullshit.” 

Drew sighed and looked down into his glass. “SIS don’t keep black ops 
files. And anyway, the deal was that I leave it alone. Mike was clear he was 
offering me a job and not a vendetta.” 

“Since when did you play by the rules?” 

Drew’s eyes scanned his spacious flat. He remembered his beach house 
in the Caribbean and the filthy interview room of the Nigerian jail where 
he’d first seen Michael Leithead across the table. He wouldn’t have chosen to 
be in any of them, but if he had to be in one then London with a passport 
got his vote every time. 

The relief of being out of that Nigerian cell and the stench of the 
wretched humanity crammed in there with him had been so intense that he’d 
found it difficult to concentrate on the sparing outline of what the calm, 
clean, quintessentially British man the other side of the table was offering 
him. And when he’d recovered enough to ask who actually owned Laughton 
MacAllister Michael had adopted the expressionless mask perfected during 
his lifetime of covert service, merely replying that they were able to guaran- 
tee Drew’s freedom, a passport, and a salary fatter than the one he’d made 
at SKD. 

Short on detail it may have been but at that stage the fact that the offer 
included walking out of the filthy hell-hole in which Drew had been facing 
an indeterminate period of incarceration meant he didn’t have to think too 
hard about accepting. 

On arrival in London bank accounts, credit cards and the flat in Chelsea 
had all been waiting for Drew, but further information about Laughton’s had 
not. The cursory investigation Drew knew Michael was expecting him to 
make confirmed that the company crediting the salary into his bank account 
each month was Laughton MacAllister, but since it had been purchased six 
months earlier by an offshore trust it was no longer a UK company. So there 
any trail to its backers ended. Drew knew better than to waste his energy 
looking further. 

But although he may have no idea who the ultimate owners of Laught- 
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on MacAllister really were, Drew did know they were employing the same 
tactics to conceal themselves as the shadowy Puppet Masters they expected 
him and his team to go after. And in the past ten years at SKD he had already 
rubbed up against a few. 

Those who owned nothing and controlled everything. Who made money 
betting the right way on stocks prior to a terror attack; whose previously 
worthless investments became priceless when a new drug patent was grant- 
ed, or made tens of millions on a speculative trade based on a tip off from 
a central bank insider. 

They were invisible, untraceable individuals to whose tune the inhabit- 
ants of plush boardrooms, super yachts, palaces and party offices across the 
globe danced. Their dirty money propped up banks and their powerful cor- 
rupt networks penetrated the highest reaches of government. Drew knew 
exactly how dangerous they were: dangerous enough to require his absolute 
focus if Lloyd’s and Verre Slater were declaring war on one. He turned back 
to Mai. 

“At the moment I have to. Laughton’s is no walk in the park. And I’m 
in the UK now, not the arse-end of beyond. If Mike decides I’m not per- 
forming then Laughton’s protection ends and Christ knows who’ll turn up 
on the doorstep.” 

“Michael wouldn’t do that.” 

“Maybe not to you, mate.” 

Mai paused slighdy uncomfortably as Drew looked at him. He was right 
of course. Whether he liked it or not Mai’s position and connections would 
always guarantee him protection. But Drew was more valuable than he re- 
alised. 

“Michael knows he was damn lucky I stranded you in Nigeria otherwise 
he would never have had the chance to get you here. Dick tried everything, 
without exception, to get Michael to let you go back to SKD. He’s still might- 
ily pissed off he lost you.” 

Drew could imagine their former boss’s reaction. Dick Piper was a big 
Texan former Navy SEAL and given to explosive rages at the best of times. 
He’d taught Drew how to combine the unique skill set he’d learnt in the 
elite ranks of the Navy SEALS, British Special Boat Service and eventually 
the blackest of units with the new corporate security and investigation tech- 
niques that big companies needed. And they’d been outrageously successful. 
Dick had created a fearsome company in SKD, but even he was no match for 
Michael Leithead and Laughton MacAllister. Whoever or whatever it really 
was. If it was enough to make Dick Piper throw in the towel then Drew had 
no intention of underestimating them. He shook his head. 
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“I need to get things under control here, I promised Mike I would.” Mai 
saw Drew sigh and jab his finger and thumb into the corners of his eyes ei- 
ther side of his nose. He knew he wouldn’t change his mind. Not once he’d 
given his word. But it was clearly hard work. 

“I thought Diego was coming into line?” 

“He is, but Manon isn’t. Christ, she can be a bitch. But I get the feeling 
she works at it.” 

“She’s a clever girl that one.” 

Drew laughed shortly at Mai’s raised his eyebrows and shook his head 
before taking a large dose of whisky. “Before today I wasn’t sure about that.” 
Seeing Drew’s expression as he bit at his lip piqued Malcolm’s curiosity, and 
he sat forward. 

“What happened today?” Drew knew he couldn’t tell Malcolm that 
Manon had read his mind: primarily because Malcolm would think he had a 
kangaroo loose in the top field, but also because he knew that in reality she 
hadn’t. Although she was sufficiendy intelligent and intuitive that it seemed 
that way. What she’d done was read him. 

It was a rare, rare skill. You had to be unusually clever, and normally 
very practised to do it successfully. Like he was. Dick Piper had immediately 
recognised Drew’s potential and made sure he’d been given every assistance 
to develop it, alongside a fascinating course in cognitive interviewing which 
he’d found useful ever since. But Drew had never met anyone else who could 
do it as well as he could. And certainly not as instantly and effortlessly as 
Manon had. Now he knew just how clever she was he found himself not 
only smarting from the fact that she’d held out on him, but cursing himself 
for not tuning in to it earlier. 

“Let’s just say the dumb blonde act slipped a bit.” Drew narrowed his 
eyes at Malcolm, “Y’know, for someone who’s gone through the police she 
doesn’t seem to be a team player at all.” 

“But you think she might be prepared to take the fall for Greg Hart?” 

“Yeah, but she loves him. Or she thinks she does.” Malcolm caught a 
tone in Drew’s voice. He wasn’t sure he’d ever heard it before. And then he 
realised what he was hearing. 

“She’s really getting to you isn’t she?” 

It was Drew’s turn to snort derisively. 

“That’d be right.” Mai turned his head and smiled slowly. 

‘Yes she damn well is. How long has it been? Three months? She must 
be a tough cookie, or is the legendary Rydstrom charm finally fading?” 

Drew stopped and looked hard at his friend, “Look, all I want is for her 
to stop pissing everyone off and start doing some work.” 
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Mai took no notice. 

“Hmmm, yes... I can see it all now. Beautiful, smart, sexy, thinking she’s 
in love with her former boss, when actually it’s her new boss who’s the man 
for her — ” 

“Malcolm. Fuck off.” Drew looked menacingly at Mai who laid his hand 
on his forehead in mock desperation. 

“ — If only he can make her see it.” Mai warmed to his theme. “Hey, I 
know, I know, tomorrow, get her alone in your office then take off your 
glasses, loosen your long blonde hair and — ” 

“That’s it. Next time I find you in a burning bloody aircraft I’m chucking 
fuel on it.” 

“Oh come on, Drew, she’s gorgeous and you know it. You’d make a hell 
of a couple. Imagine what good-looking kids you’d have, smart little bastards 
too, and plenty of them,” Mai narrowed his eyes lasciviously, “because I’d be 
prepared to put good money on her being complete dynamite in the sack.” 

Drew looked into Mai’s wicked grin and his tone was final. 

“She works for me. And business and pleasure don’t mix, mate. That’s 
one rule I always play by.” 

Malcolm realised how thoroughly he was enjoying winding Drew up 
about Manon: that it was so easy merely confirmed his suspicions. 

“Well I don’t do business with her so maybe I can fuck her into submis- 
sion. You’ll have to give her a few days off to recover though.” 

Drew growled at him. “Lay a finger on her and I’ll put you back in 
traction.” 

“Ha! See, I knew you fancied her,” Drew shook his head and muttered 
darkly into his glass as Malcolm subsided. “Seriously, Drew, all this shit with 
Manon and Diego, maybe you all just need to chill out together. Go out and 
have a team dinner and get pissed.” Drew looked doubtfully at him. 

“Mate, I don’t know.” 

Mai stretched his shoulders out. “Come on. My shout. We can go to 
Dover Street and hear some jazz tomorrow evening before I fly.” 

Drew realised he had nothing else to try. 

“Alright I’m in. If Terri’s in town she can come along.” He watched Mal- 
colm’s whisky coming down his nose as he spluttered at him. 

“No she can’t. She thinks I’m in Cornwall with Dominic arranging for 
him to fly all manner of pointless shit up for the wedding. And believe me, 
if she finds out that I’m here drinking whisky with you then it won’t just be 
me that’s for the chop.” 

Drew rolled his eyes and wondered what the hell land of marriage Mal- 
colm and Terri were heading for. Malcolm’s phone rang loudly on the table 
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between them and he snatched it up and looked sideways at Drew. 

“See, I’ve always told you she’s psychic.” 

Drew listened to Malcolm’s side of the brief conversation and watched 
him toss the phone back onto the coffee table. “Well, you’re in luck. Not 
only does Terri know Sarah Grelsham, she also knows her recently ex-boy- 
friend who apparently has a key to her flat. She’s in town tomorrow doing 
yet more wedding shit, so she’ll introduce you.” 

“Bonzer, mate.” 

“And, it seems he’s convinced that something’s happened to her.” 

Slowly and deliberately Drew crossed his long legs at the ankle once 
again and leant back against the sofa. 

“Is that right?” 

“Told Terri that she’d be warned off something and told to keep her 
mouth shut,” Malcolm watched Drew’s mind start working, but he hadn’t 
finished. “And tail-ting of keeping your mouth shut, make sure you do when 
you see Terri. Otherwise mark my words, it won’t just be Sarah Grelsham in 
trouble. Because bridezilla will kill us both.” 
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Li Jian opened the top button of his white Versace shirt and put his hands 
on his hips so that the expensive cotton stretched across his small chest, 
puckering around the buttons. He turned slightly and continued to evaluate 
his reflection in the smeared mirror. Then he frowned and did the top but- 
ton up again, and repeated the exercise. The sound of the door to the cabin 
being opened behind him made him spin around like a naughty child. 

Hakon Felland stopped abruptly at the sight of Li Jian preening himself. 
At six feet two inches Hakon was considerably taller. Li Jian looked at him 
and couldn’t suppress the jealousy. He may be in his early sixties but Hakon 
Felland still had a vigour and presence about him. And the world was built 
for tall, broad shouldered Western men. At least for the moment. But in the 
same way that Li Jian had the whip-hand in this relationship, the power of 
China would soon eclipse that hegemony. In the meantime he tried to look 
imperiously up at Hakon. It was a big ask. 

“Are they ready fo’ me?” Hakon raised his eyebrows slightly. Li Jian was 
a triple A’ rated prick. But it was surprising what one could put up with for 
the opportunity to revenge oneself upon a sworn enemy. And Hakon had 
waited long enough to be prepared to put up with a lot. 

“Yes. Is everything else under control?” Li Jian pursed his lips and turned 
back to look at himself in the mirror again. The Master’s cabin of the huge 
suction dredger was not really adequately equipped for a man of his tastes. 
He was used to the home comforts afforded by his father-in-law’s mega 
yacht anchored in Hong Kong harbour. The harsh strip lighting bouncing 
off the vinyl chairs and the stale smell of strong Dutch cigarettes was more 
reminiscent of a tired ferry. And it wasn’t doing his complexion any favours. 
He chose his words carefully. 

“Nothing has changed. Fei will be at the gala as he always is. It is Yu’s 
wish that he is there, so he will not be absent. Whatever she asks of him, 
he will comply.” Hakon noted the edge of petulance and bitterness in Jian’s 
voice with satisfaction. He may be a prick but he was the way in to Cheung 
Fei. The man whom Hakon held responsible for as good as destroying his 
life. And just when he had been on the point of winning big. 

Hakon had met Jian’s wife Bao Yu on a couple of occasions and been 
reluctandy impressed by her. Her Western manners and beauty were the 
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opposite of her swine of a father. But what grudging respect he had for Yu 
had been eroded by the man she married. Having now spent more time with 
Li Jian than he had ever wanted to, he very nearly felt sorry for her. But then 
as far as Hakon was concerned women had litde value beyond the bedroom. 

Had he known his wife Karen’s ambitions when he’d met her eight years 
earlier he would have done far more to thwart them. He was still privately 
mystified as to how she had risen quite so quickly. But her assertiveness in 
the party and in the bedroom was bearable as long as he remained in ulti- 
mate control. And he was certainly that. The fact that, were his activities 
uncovered, they would permanently destroy Karen and any hope of more 
senior office didn’t really concern him any. But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t 
do whatever it took to ensure nothing threatened to expose him. It was for 
that reason he and Li Jian were on the massive suction dredger bobbing on 
the slate grey swell of the North Sea. He raised his eyebrows at Li Jian in 
the mirror. 

“Is Venlu ready to download the code?” Li Jian turned and looked ac- 
cusing at Hakon. 

‘Yes. I tol’ you, everything is in hand. There are no problems. Where 
we have problems is with your investigation. You have allowed this Laught- 
on MacAllister to look into our business, and they are not so stupid. You 
know who is with them? Xiang-Lin Chen — ” When Hakon didn’t register 
the name Li Jian leant forward urgently, “ — Danny Tao! He and Fei know 
each other.” He watched Hakon rub his hand with his mouth. 

“Leave it to me and — ” 

“NO,” Li Jian suddenly shouted at him. “I have left enough to you and 
it has been a mistake. We now have an investigation and the Engineer’s files 
sent to someone we do not know. The Lloyd’s man has killed himself when 
you assured me he was secure. I cannot allow this to continue. You hav’ not 
protected this operation as you were supposed to. Things are out of control. 
It will not be long before Laughton MacAllister begin to look for our guest 
downstairs. And we still do not know who else she has spoken to.” 

Hakon’s face hardened as he reflected upon the potential consequences 
of failure. He was glad that Arvind was waiting below and had managed 
to delete Manon Wyn Roberts’ email on Sarah Grelsham’s phone, but he 
wished to God that Li Jian had not insisted on flying in to interrogate her 
with him. He shook his head briskly and turned for the door. 

“That is why she is our guest. If you’ve finished maybe we can speak to 
her.” 

And without waiting for him to follow, Hakon tugged open the door and 
disappeared towards the holds. 
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*** 


Manon sipped at her double espresso shot and decided that, as unpalat- 
able as the prospect was, she was going to have to lay off the Tequila for at 
least one night. But it was so bloody hard. Manon had always been a drinker. 
The opposite of her father and her brother, who were genetically incapable 
of tolerating the stuff. Which meant Harri found her ability to drink herself 
insensible all the more disgusting. But she was grateful she hadn’t missed out 
on whatever enzyme it was that allowed her to process alcohol. Of all the 
vices she didn’t think drinking was really so bad. It was a better solution than 
shagging around, which seemed to be the leisure pursuit of choice of most 
of the other women her age she knew. And not just the single ones. 

But there was something about alcohol. That great feeling of relaxation 
and perspective. The sudden belief that things weren’t actually as bad as they 
seemed. Sure it went downhill after that, but the secret was commitment. 
Enjoy that first stage and then as soon as things began to go sour, throw as 
much down your throat as was necessary to ensure you passed out. It wasn’t 
something you were likely to find in a self-help manual, but it worked for her. 
At least, that was what she told herself. It stopped her thinking. 

Manon closed her eyes and leant her head into her hands on the desk. 
Not even the paracetamol seemed to be doing much today. She felt a rush 
of air and the oddly enticing smell of Drew’s cologne and sighed. She wasn’t 
sure she could even be bothered to open her eyes. 

“Alright, Drew?” 

“Better than you,” she jemmied open an eye to see him looking across at 
Diego. “Diegs mate, I’m heading off to the satellite comms provider Gyres- 
com. Anything I need to be looking at while I’m there?” 

Diego nodded and sat forward. 

“Thees ees the place where all data from the hi-jacked ship arrived from 
the satellite link. Get some shots of the hub and...” he hesitated and turned 
around to his desk drawer. “I have better idea, I can give you a camera and 
then I can tell you where to go and look for me and I can give you instruc- 
tions so I can see what I need to.” Diego grabbed a collection of wires and 
earpieces tied together in knots out of his drawer and thrust them encourag- 
ingly at Drew, who just raised his eyebrows. 

“Or seeing as this isn’t a bloody Bond movie how about you just come 
with me?” Diego shrugged roughly. 

“Thees would work too.” 

“Alright then, get yourself organised, mate, we need to get going,” Drew 
glanced back down at Manon. She’d leant back in her seat, eyes still closed, 
and dropped her head back in a vain attempt to ease her monstrous head- 


93 


ache. He folded his arms and looked sternly at her. “When I get back we’re 
going to Sarah Grelsham’s flat. Terri found her boyfriend and he’s got a key.” 
Manon opened her eyes and reluctantly pulled herself upright. 

“Fine. I’ll keep trying her.” 

Col’s excited voice suddenly rang out. 

“Drew! Drew, we’ve got an offshore account for a Cayman Island com- 
pany Henry Tolling is a director of. And it’s stuffed with cash transactions.” 
“You beauty, Col. Any way that account links to the ransom payments 
HCL made to the pirates?” Col hesitated and his hazel eyes widened behind 
his glasses. 

“I’ve only just found this account. I can try and link it but it’s going to be 
hard. At least we know that Henry Tolling was being paid large sums of cash 
by someone. You think he could be a financier?” 

“Doesn’t sound like it’s a legit company so it’s probably not another 
business he was running under the radar.” 

“No. This account is just deposit and withdrawal cash payments, nothing 
else. It was well hidden too, nominee directors the lot.” 

“So there’s a law firm involved?” Col knew where Drew was going. 

‘Yes, they provided the nominees. It’s taken Diego and me a long time 
to get behind them. Henry Tolling didn’t want to risk anyone connecting him 
to this company.” 

K swung around in his chair. “Risk was Henry’s business. Which means 
he calculated it and decided it was a good bet.” 

Col thought for a second. “Well, we know the groups financing these 
pirates are making twenty to thirty per cent on each hi-jack. That’s a good 
return. And the entry costs aren’t high are they?” 

Drew shook his head. “All you have to do is put up fifty thousand US 
and give the pirates a couple of satellite phones. If you’re lucky and the hi- 
jack goes well then you handle the negotiations and get your cut of the ran- 
som before it even reaches the pirates.” Col’s voice was slower as he thought. 

“If Henry Tolling knew which ships were going to be pirated then the 
risk is almost negligible.” 

“Have a look-see where that Cayman company links to,” Drew turned to 
K, “and take a good look at the law firm too will you?” 

“Of course.” 

Drew saw Danny catch his eye. “You got news too, mate?” 

“My friend, the one that I mentioned to you. He called me last night.” 
“Out of the blue?” 

Danny nodded and his voice was slow. “He tells me that he would like to 
meet and speak with me, but he will not say for what reason.” 


94 


Drew leant back on Manon’s desk and re-folded his arms. 

“You reckon this is about HCL?” 

“He is a non-executive director. In fact he is more than that. He is an 
Uncle of Bao Yu, her late mother’s brother, and very close to her. I have 
agreed to meet him this evening.” As he nodded it reminded Drew about 
Mai’s invitation and he looked back down at Manon next to him. 

“Listen, I was hoping I could get you out for dinner tonight.” As Manon’s 
tired eyes widened slightly and Drew felt the collective astonishment he hast- 
ily corrected himself, looking around the room. “All of you. Dinner, bit of 
jazz.” Isabelle gave a small exclamation. 

“Dover Street?” 

“Yeah. Mai’s in town. Turned up last night, so it’s his shout,” Drew 
looked around at the general enthusiasm and when his eyes finally alighted 
on Manon he raised his eyebrows. “Be good to have you along.” She hesitat- 
ed and then thought of her empty flat and the bottle of Tequila she wasn’t 
supposed to drink, and shrugged. 

“Okay. Why not.” 

Drew’s brief smile hid the satisfaction he felt as he looked at his watch. 
He and Diego really needed to get going. He noticed Isabelle raise her eye- 
brows at him. 

‘Yeah, yeah I know, we need to shoot through.” 

Isabelle nodded. “Before you go, Hakon Felland, from the Lloyd’s board: 
I’ve spoken to his PA and he’s at this funeral tomorrow as well.” 

“No way I can see him today?” 

“No. He’s in Holland until tomorrow.” Drew looked at Manon again. 

“This is the Norwegian bloke. He’s married to Karen Felland, the MP, so 
he should be bloody useful.” He watched Manon perk up. 

“Isn’t she the one Michael said would be making this announcement 
about the intelligence unit in the Seychelles?” 

“Too bloody right she is. Oh, and Terri said that Sarah Grelsham’s boy- 
friend reckons she was warned off a story. He thinks she might be in trou- 
ble.” 

Manon’s brown eyes hardened as she looked down into her coffee. 

“Journalists are all scum. Deserve everything they fucking get.” 

The crossing from Ramsgate to Ostend had been a rough one. In the 
truckers cafe on the passenger decks the driver had managed to force down 
a hearty, greasy supper despite the pitching of the elderly vessel. It was a 
familiar route, but he never quite relaxed. Not since that crossing he’d spent 
chatting with a guy who’d worked in the Dover docks. He’d cheerfully ex- 
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plained that the ferry they were sitting on was a sister ship to the Herald of 
Free Enterprise, which had capsized off Zeebrugge and killed half the passen- 
gers twenty five years earlier. And, just for good measure, the new owners 
had welded an extra bit of superstructure on the top, which made her even 
more unstable. It meant that in heavy weather it was like a fairground ride. 

For Sarah Grelsham, nailed into the crate in his lorry several decks be- 
low, the journey had been utterly horrific. The heavy radome she was shar- 
ing the enclosed space with wasn’t lashed to anything, and in the creaking, 
chain-rattling car deck, was sliding heavily around. 

As soon as she’d realised she was boarding a ferry she’d tried screaming, 
hoping that someone on the lookout for illegal immigrants might be taking 
an interest in the cargo. But then she realised that she was leaving the coun- 
try. The border agency didn’t give a shit if a ferry was packed to the gunwales 
with illegal immigrants if it was leaving. Just so long as none of them tried 
to come back. 

She’d fallen into an exhausted sleep eventually and woken again to the 
sound of shouting which she suspected was Dutch, and the sensation that 
the crate was being manhandled again. So by the time she heard the crowbar 
splintering the wood above her and the fierce light flooded into her make- 
shift tomb, she was completely disorientated. 

Unable to open her eyes fully she felt herself dragged out and thrown 
onto a textured, cold floor. The smell of salt, fresh paint and marine diesel 
and the humming vibration of machinery told her she was on board a ship. 
She struggled to sit up, her hand by now so cold and seized that she doubted 
any surgeon could do much with it. The pain had subsided to a dull roar. 

As her eyes accustomed to the light she looked around herself. She was 
in a vast, cathedral-like space with several massive pipes leading into the 
huge tank which sat below the railed gantry upon which she had been de- 
posited. Hearing footsteps Sarah squinted up as a short, carefully dressed 
Chinese man walked swifdy into view and held out his hand to the tall skinny 
man in oilskins standing to one side. The man immediately stepped forward 
and carefully placed what she realised was her mobile phone into his hand. 
There was silence as he held it to his face and scrolled through the messages 
on it. Then he looked down at her. 

“Miss Grelsham, I want you to give me the answers to some questions. I 
suggest you give them truthfully.” Sarah nodded obediendy at Li Jian. When 
she spoke her voice was so rusty she coughed. 

“What do you want to know?” 

“Stephen Desmond sent you files — ” 

The sustained nature of the pain and the terror coalesced into a desper- 
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ate anger and she shouted over him tearfully. 

“I TOLD you. I don’t have it. I never had it. I gave that other man my 
keys and told him to check my flat. For fuck’s sake. I don’t have them . . . 
” She sank back down on the floor as the helpless sobbing took hold. “I 
don’t. . . I don’t have them. . . I can’t. . . Oh God — ” 

Li Jian stalked towards her and nodded hard at the two men next to 
Sarah. One of them grabbed her securely by the hair and dragged her head 
back as she screamed in pain. Li Jian leant his head close to her face and she 
realised that Arvind Barstad was also standing near the metal railing. 

“Who did Stephen Desmond send the copy of this file to?” 

“I don’t know. He didn’t tell me.” 

‘WHO?” 

Sarah gasped again as the man jerked her head harder. 

“I don’t know. I’d tell you if I did. He just said it was an old friend. He 
said that if anything happened to him then this man knew all the back- 
ground.” Hakon Felland suddenly stepped forward into her line of vision. It 
took Sarah Grelsham a few seconds to realise who it was. Once she did she 
knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that she was going to die. “Oh . . . God.” 

Hakon ignored her and looked to Li Jian. 

“He said it was an old friend? Did you know this?” Li Jian’s eyes nar- 
rowed. He didn’t appreciate Hakon’s tone, and particularly not in front of 
these other people. 

‘We read the email.” 

Despite herself Sarah shook her head against the man holding her hair. 

“You can’t have done. He was using the satellite links. He said they were 
secure.” Hakon walked across and leant down to look into Sarah Grelsham’s 
battered face. 

“He said this man knew the background? The background to what?” 
The sight of Hakon Felland had given her a shot of nourishing anger. She 
snarled at him. 

“Fuck you, Hakon. Fuck you.” 

He clenched his jaw and nodded across at Arvind Barstad who walked 
over to a panel on the wall as Hakon looked back menacingly at Sarah. “This 
is your last chance.” 

She heard the sound of a klaxon and then the terrific roar of machinery 
starting up and swivelled around in fear as Hakon straightened up. The men 
either side of her suddenly grabbed her arms and she screamed. Hakon 
raised his voice over the noise of the machinery. 

“You can save yourself, but it is your decision.” 

Sarah Grelsham looked at Hakon Felland and knew whatever she said 
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wasn’t going to make any difference. 

“Whoever he sent it to, those investigators are going to find him, Hakon. 
They found me. And when they do find him you’re finished.” 

Li Jian stepped forward quickly and pushed his face close to hers again. 

“You have spoken to Laughton MacAllister?” 

Sarah swallowed but didn’t answer. She saw Hakon narrow his eyes. 

“No. She has not,” he glanced at Sarah’s phone in Li Jian’s hand and 
snatched it from him. “We can see who she has spoken to.” 

Sarah realised she had nothing to lose now, so she decided to take a flyer. 

“I spoke to Drew Rydstrom. I told him everything. He’ll be looking for 
me now. And he’s going to take you down, Hakon. Henry Tolling knew he 
would. And whoever Stephen sent his files to, he knows everything I do and 
everything Stephen did. Drew Rydstrom will find him.” 

Her words fell around Hakon as his eyes ran down the list of recent calls. 
When he noticed an international number he frowned and thrust the phone 
in front of her. 

“Who is this? What is this number?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t recognise it,” Sarah shook her head violendy, 
“look, it was a missed call.” They were close enough to shore that the phone 
was picking up signal. Hakon punched the button to return the call and held 
it to his ear. It took a while before he heard the ring at the other end and 
then a man’s voice. 

“Sarah?” 

“She asked me to return a call to this number. Who am I speaking to?” 

“This is Lars Pedersen. Where is Sarah, I need to speak to her. It’s ur- 
gent.” 

Hakon’s face suddenly cleared and he smoothly withdrew the phone 
from his ear and switched it off. 

“Of course. Lars Pedersen.” 

He watched the name register with Sarah Grelsham. Her instinct was 
to protect him but she was too agonised, too exhausted and too scared to 
police her reaction properly. It was as good as signing her death warrant. 
She saw Hakon take a step backwards and his eyes flicked across to Arvind 
as he turned away. Arvind walked briskly forward, nodding up at the men 
holding her arms. 

Sarah felt herself lifted off her feet. She begged, pleaded and screamed, 
kicking out violently, as she was hauled over the safety railing headfirst, the 
long string of beads looped around her neck slipping past her chin and un- 
ravelling. She watched them disappear into the deafening, boiling slurry of 
the hopper tank below and almost choked in terror. 
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“NO!” 

She tried desperately to grab through the railings at the trouser legs of 
the men holding her, but one of her hands was useless, the blood was pool- 
ing in her head and they were too strong for her. She felt her fingernail tear 
in the coarse material of one of the men’s trousers as they launched her away 
from them, and she plummeted down into the tank. 

The slurry began to flay her the second she entered the churning hop- 
per. Blinded and gasping she struggled to surface, kicking out as the sand 
and water suspension broiled around her. She tried to rub the grit from her 
stinging eyes and look for a way out as the noise abated slightly and then 
changed in tone. 

There was a split second of relief before Sarah Grelsham realised what 
that meant. The raw terror of what was about to happen gave her sudden 
strength and she struck out for the side. She felt the suction pumps kick in 
and the strength of the current and tried to swim against it. But she was 
going nowhere. 

As she felt herself dragged backwards and under she scrabbled help- 
lessly through the slurry, overwhelmed suddenly by her helplessness. Any 
thoughts of surviving evaporated. All Sarah could hope for now was that she 
would drown before she went through the blades. 

She opened her mouth to take a deep breath of the slurry, but there was 
suddenly a blinding light and a feeling as if iron hands had grabbed her legs 
and twisted them through one hundred and eighty degrees. She screamed in 
pain and horror, choking as the sand around her broiled together with the 
splintered bones of her feet and legs, spinning her around and sucking her 
headfirst into the pump. 

And then there was blackness, blinding noise. 

And nothing. 

On the gantry Arvind Barstad, Li Jian and Hakon watched silendy as the 
waters broiled red for a time and then cleared. The massive suction pumps 
continued to discharge the tanks onto the reclamation site on shore. Li Jian 
turned to Hakon accusingly. 

“Laughton MacAllister spoke to her?” 

Hakon shook his head. “I met with Drew Rydstrom yesterday. He said 
they couldn’t find her. She’s been in that crate ever since. She did not speak 
to him. Anyway, she hadn’t seen the files. And I don’t believe she realised it 
was Pedersen.” 

“You know this Pedersen?” 

Hakon laughed slighdy. 

“Oh yes. I know Lars. He works for me.” Arvind watched the other two 
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men smile at each other for a moment. Things seemed to be getting back on 
track. Li Jian was brisk. 

“If we are finished I will leave now. I have to be in London tomorrow.” 

“So do I. . . Laughton’s want to meet, but now we know where the files 
are we can deal with that.” Li Jian raised the brows above his hooded eyes. 

“Jus’ as long as they focus on HCL and the cargoes. We don’ want them 
looking at the satellites.” 

Hakon snorted. “They have absolutely no reason to. I doubt they even 
understand their relevance. These people are insurance investigators remem- 
ber? No imagination. And they are way, way behind us.” 

Then he looked at Sarah Grelsham’s phone in his hand for a second, 
before tossing it over the railing into the slurry below. 

They were about to climb down into the waiting RIB when Li Jian felt 
his phone vibrate and pulled it out. “Sebastiano? Is everything OK?” He 
could immediately hear the tension in the Italian’s voice. 

“No. They are here. They want to look around and they want the logs. 
They say they are here on behalf of Lloyd’s. What can I do but let them in?” 

“Who is there?” 

“Laughton MacAllister. A man called Drew Rydstrom.” 

Diego looked around the sleek reception area and caught Drew’s eye. He 
held it for a moment, scowling and then looked away. Drew hadn’t let him 
smoke in the car and stopped him having a fag outside because he didn’t 
want to be late. Now he really needed one. Folding his legs under him on 
the chair he pulled out his phone. He was pleased with his new mini RFID 
scanner. Isabelle didn’t realise that they were usually the size of a laptop and 
noisy as hell. But not his version. 

Some sick children read books or played video games. Diego had spent 
his time writing code and modifying any piece of computer hardware, phone 
or gadget he could get his hands on. And you didn’t get as good as Diego 
was without working very hard. And being very sick. 

Thanks to his new app he could scan what he liked where he liked and no 
one would be any the wiser. Until they got their credit card bills of course. 
As long as he could get within a few feet of them then he could pick up the 
details of any credit or debit card with a chip. He was considering trying it 
out on Manon that evening when one of the three gleaming lifts to their left 
opened soundlessly and a man in shirtsleeves and a very dull tie approached 
them, walking carefully through the massive security gates. 

“Hello, sorry to keep you waiting I’m Leonard Whitney, Managing Di- 
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rector of Gyrescom.” 

Drew extended his hand. He thought the man looked strung out. And 
there was the unmistakable smell of whisky. If Leonard Whitney was drink- 
ing by ten thirty in the morning then something had to be off. 

“G’day, Drew Rydstrom and this is my colleague Diego da Souza.” Drew 
saw Leonard Whitney look slightly askance at Diego and wasn’t surprised. 
He did look like he should be out tagging things rather than working for an 
insurance investigator. 

“Well, this is very short notice, but if you’d like to come through I can 
give you a quick tour and then we can go to my office if that’s alright?” 

Drew followed the man towards the reception desk. Everything was 
clinical brilliant white and glass. Even the girl at the desk was pretty. Diego 
looked the most attentive he had all day as they approached her and she 
smiled at them. 

“Hi, can you let me have all your wallets, phones and things before you 
go through?” 

Leonard Whitney shook his head in apology “With the military contracts 
we have to be very secure. Our systems read the badges to give entry to the 
site and also authorise system logins at various levels. It can cause problems 
with mobile phones and credit cards, wipe data and things like that. Di will 
look after everything here for you until we come back.” 

Diego perched on the desk and leant in far too close to Di who smiled 
at him. Drew wondered what it was about Latin men that women seemed to 
love so much. Because Diego was one of the most successful seducers he’d 
ever met, after Malcolm. Which he had to admire. Because he liked to think 
he wasn’t bad himself. He reached into his inside pocket and withdrew his 
phone and wallet and walked forward to put them on the desk next to Diego. 

“If you have car keys you might want to leave them here too. We’ve 
had problems with some of these keyless entry ones.” Nodding at Leonard 
Whitney Drew reached into his trouser pocket and dropped the keys to his 
Range Rover onto the desk too. Di smiled up at him and handed him a credit 
card sized entry badge. She had a very strong midlands accent. 

“Make sure that you keep hold of that and when you’re going into the 
hub listen for the beep which will tell you you’ve been scanned in OK.” 

“No worries.” 

Diego was taking his time about emptying his pockets and was looking 
lasciviously into Di’s heavily made-up eyes when she suddenly turned away 
from him and perked up. 

“Oh, Sebastiano, I didn’t see you. Did you want me?” Her tone and her 
body language suggested that she lay awake at night hoping one day the an- 
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swer to that question would be yes. In an entirely carnal way. 

Diego straightened up in annoyance and looked over to where the tall, 
dark and equally Latin looking Sebastiano was staring at him. Drew watched 
them loathe each other on sight. He also noticed that Leonard Whitney vis- 
ibly stiffened when he saw him. 

“Sebastiano, these are the men from the insurance company. Drew Ryd- 
strom and, his ... er, colleague,” he gestured to Sebastiano with his hand, 
“this is Sebastiano Alesi, our head of Technical Development. He runs the 
hub and the development team.” 

“Ciao?’ Sebastiano nodded at Drew and then looked back at Diego and 
the phone in his hand. “You have to leave thees. No phones in hub.” 

Drew watched as he reached out to take the phone from Diego who 
tried to stifle his annoyance. He’d been hoping to drop it on the floor and 
get a photo up Di’s very short skirt. As he tried to unobtrusively switch 
the camera off he inadvertendy ended up taking one of Sebastiano instead. 
That was being trashed the second he got it back. Diego handed it over and 
looked Sebastiano hard in the eye. 

“Ees special phone. Don’t let anything happen to eet.” 

“Di will look after it well.” Sebastiano turned and flashed a smile at Di 
who visibly melted and looked back at him adoringly. Drew laughed inward- 
ly. Diego was being out-Latined. Not that Diego wasn’t a good looking bloke 
but Sebastiano looked like he’d walked off a Dolce & Gabbana advertise- 
ment. Which probably meant he was gay anyway. He certainly looked out of 
place here, that was for damn sure. 

“You worked here long, Sebastiano?” The man shook his head briefly. 

“Six months. I build new development team.” Leonard Whitney ran his 
tongue over his lips and his voice was low. 

‘Yes. Sebastiano is our IT genius.” 

If anyone had been expecting Sebastiano to deny his genius modestly 
then they were disappointed. He merely turned and walked through the en- 
try barrier followed by Leonard Whitney. Drew silendy absorbed the body 
language between the two men. It was arse about face. Because Sebastiano 
was clearly in charge. 

As he followed the rest of the party through the barriers Diego noticed 
there was no noise to indicate they’d been scanned but he saw the LED dis- 
play on the console refresh. Looking at the card he’d been given he was fairly 
sure it was just an RFID chip. He relaxed a little. If the best Sebastiano Alesi 
could come up with was an RFID chip on a credit card then he really was as 
shit as he looked. Some genius. 


102 




Drew looked at the rows of men concentrating on the PCs in front of 
them as Sebastiano walked imperiously along at their backs. 

“The team that was here? No. No. I tell them to go. Now I have far 
better team.” Drew walked up behind one of them and spent a second or 
two watching the lines of code appearing on the screen as the man typed. He 
noticed that he made no attempt to greet him or engage him in conversation. 
Not that IT geeks were the chattiest bunch normally, but he was picking up 
a nervousness in that room. Drew saw Diego frown a little and lean forward 
to the screen. It wasn’t bad code but it wasn’t anything to get excited about. 
Sebastiano immediately noticed and walked in front of him. 

“Ees confidential code.” 

Drew looked at Leonard. “This for your maritime customers?” 

Leonard slipped into the sales pitch. “If you’re a ship in the middle of 
the ocean then you don’t have mobile phones or normal telephone lines so 
to communicate with people on land, or with emergency services you have 
to use satellites. What Tyler here is doing is writing new software for our 
customers which will make their use of that expensive satellite airtime more 
efficient. That saves them money.” 

Drew walked across to the glass wall through which he could see another 
space-age looking office. 

“But you don’t just deal with ships?” 

“No, as I said we also have military contracts, every email or SMS that 
the British Army send home comes through this hub here.” 

Drew watched Sebastiano frown at Leonard who looked down at the 
floor. There was no way a technical director should be getting away with 
chucking a look like that at his boss. 

“I’d be interested to see the hub.” 

Leonard immediately gestured towards the door. “Yes, this way.” 

They crossed a small breakout area and Drew could see that the door 
they were approaching was designed to shout very loudly that it was the 
gateway to something very important indeed. It looked like something out 
of Star Wars. He had a feeling Sebastiano might have designed it. The large 
double doors were dimpled like a golf ball and in front of it was a perfectly 
circular scanner that you walked through. It was like an upmarket airport. 
Leonard nodded at it. There was a curious lack of enthusiasm in his voice. 

“This is our hub. Now please do make sure that you don’t have anything 
programmable or with a chip in it that you’re wearing when you step inside 
it,” he noticed Drew glance down at his expensive watch and shook his head. 
“I’d take it off, the system is very high tech and we haven’t had it that long. 
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I’d hate to be responsible for ruining a watch of that quality. I take it no one 
has a pacemaker or any kind of medical device implanted? No? Good. I 
didn’t think so. Alright then one by one please. You don’t have to hold your 
badge up to anything, the scanner will find it wherever it is on your body.” 
One by one they stepped through. Diego noticed that this scanner did let 
out a metallic beep when it scanned the chip in. He made a mental note to 
hack in and change it to a loud farting noise when he got back to the office. 

After such a build-up and such a great door Diego decided the hub itself 
was a bit of a disappointment. Sure the circular room was quite cool and the 
stark whiteness gave it an air of sci-fi but the plain truth was it was a room 
full of computers. Stacked in neat cages with their CPU lights blinking they 
silendy processed. The only noise was the heavy duty air conditioning need- 
ed to keep everything cool. 

Leonard gestured lightly, his arm encompassing the circular room in a 
series of sweeping actions. “All these are messages coming in from satellites 
connecting deep sea commercial ships like tankers, pleasure yachts, oil rigs 
and some land based satellite phones too. Each day we have more than four 
hundred thousand messages come through this hub and we kill the same 
amount of email spam.” 

Drew watched the banks of flickering lights. “So all the email and com- 
munications for the Ming Ue came through here?” 

Leonard looked more serious. 

‘Yes. HCL are our biggest maritime customer, we have the contract for 
their whole fleet, including remote IT support.” 

Diego raised his eyebrows. “You need fast connection for remote sup- 
port sessions eef you are using BOMGAR.” 

There was a moment of silence as Leonard looked at Diego, who 
promptly realised it probably wasn’t something your average insurance inves- 
tigator was likely to know. Fortunately Sebastiano had lagged behind on the 
way to the hub and walked in just too late to catch it. Drew noted Leonard’s 
absent nod and realised he was sufficiently distracted that he hadn’t even 
registered the oddness of Diego’s query. 

“Maritime satellite communications has changed radically in recent years. 
The new IP systems like VSAT and Inmarsat FleetBroadband mean that 
ships aren’t just dialling up and sending email twice a day. These systems are 
always-on, broadband,” he gestured around him at the banks of PCs again. 
“Basically with one of these broadband systems your ships can become an 
extension to your office. You can do everything from browsing the Inter- 
net to video conferencing and you can attach all the PCs on board to your 
network.” 
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“Bit different from the old days. You’d be lucky to get a phone call off a 
ship.” Drew watched Leonard shake his head firmly. 

“Those days are over, they’re running enterprise applications out to 
these ships routinely now. I know one Master who joins in board meetings 
via video conference,” he raised his eyebrows, “and ECDIS is going to be 
mandatory for every vessel in a few years.” 

He watched Drew frown. 

“That’s charts right?” 

“Electronic Chart Display Information System, E-navigation, instead of 
paper charts you use a computerised version together with satellite GPS 
signals.” 

“That sounds like a lot of IT.” 

Drew saw a flash of enthusiasm in Leonard Whitney’s eyes, the first 
since he’d met him. There was a corresponding change in his tone of voice. 
“Exacdy. And of course the more you extend the IT infrastructure out to 
the ship the more you have to support it. And you need maritime specialists 
to do that. People who really understand the challenges of working in a 
harsh environment like the ocean, who can support you properly.” 

Drew immediately grasped where Leonard’s enthusiasm came from. 
With ship operators being driven by new regulations to implement IT the 
opportunities for companies like Gyrescom were obvious. 

Leonard promptly confirmed his assumptions. 

“That’s why we offer the full package. From here we can log into the 
ships, troubleshoot any problems they’ve got and in eighty per cent of cases 
we can fix it. And all without the time and expense of coming into port and 
having an engineer visit the vessel.” 

“What’s the Ming Ue got by way of communications systems? Did they 
have this new IP stuff? VSAT?” 

Drew looked at Sebastiano who shrugged. 

“I am technical development. I know nothing about the ships.” Leonard 
clearly did though. 

“They’re in the middle of a fleet wide roll-out. Every vessel is upgrading 
to a VSAT solution with Inmarsat FleetBroadband backup. We wondered if 
they’d wait for the new Ka-band Inmarsat GlobalXpress service, a lot are, 
but they’re going for a hybrid system. The Ming Ue was fitted less than a year 
ago.” 

“So the emails from the pirates when they were on board all came 
through this hub?” 

“That’s correct. And all the engine management data. Everything which 
comes over the satellite uplink lands here at this hub then we route it through 
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the Internet or via a VPN.” Leonard addressed Diego directly. “What that 
means is that when you’re on the ship and you press send on your email, the 
email data goes up the link to the satellite and then down again to this hub 
where we send it on.” 

“Si” Diego smiled briefly and then frowned, “you say engine manage- 
ment data? What ees thees?” 

Leonard looked back in pleasurable surprise. He clearly thought that he 
had kindled a young tearaway’s interest in marine satcoms. “Engine man- 
agement data, yes. Well, running a ship is a complex business. You want to 
make sure you’re getting there on time, but you don’t want to be going too 
fast because it burns more bunkers, that’s what they call fuel, and that causes 
more emissions. That information is relayed ashore automatically and then 
it’s looked at and instructions given to the Captain, or the Master as he’s 
called. Also you want to be monitoring the condition of the engines and 
things in case you need to order a spare part to be available at the next port 
of call. A shipping company could explain in much more detail, but you see 
what I mean?” 

Drew looked at Diego. They both knew exactly what that meant. It 
meant that if the Ming Ue or any other HCL ship had been slowed down 
then the logs would show it. 

“So the data that came through here about the Ming Ue hi-jacking will 
tell us exactly what speed she was doing when she was boarded?” Drew was 
surprised when Sebastiano answered. 

“Si. That information comes directly from the ship.” 

“For someone who doesn’t know anything about ships you seem pretty 
sure, mate.” Sebastiano gave a brief smile that didn’t reach his eyes. 

“That is not ships. That is technical. The data goes up to the satellite and 
it lands here. The satellite links are secure. So whatever the ship transmits is 
what is in the logs.” Drew looked across at Diego again and saw he didn’t 
disagree. And neither did Leonard. 

“He’s right. It’s absolutely secure. The military wouldn’t use it if it wasn’t. 
Satellite links are unhackable.” 

Sebastiano ’s dark eyes fixed Drew as he nodded firmly. 

“Si. Unhackable.” 

Herbie Witters lifted his shoulders against the bitter wind and swore un- 
der his breath. This was a big project. His first big project and the schedule 
was crazy. They’d already lost several days because of adverse weather and 
now he couldn’t afford for there to be problems with the discharge. 

He depressed the send button on his two-way and spoke in Dutch, tell- 
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ing the man on the other end that he’d go and check the pipe, and then 
wearily trudged across the barren sand flats. 

When he spoke about it with a beer in his hand and his eye on a pretty 
girl he made the fact that they were creating a new bit of land out of seabed 
miles offshore sound amazing and glamorous. But it felt far from that today. 
As he approached the end of the massive pipe, attached at the other to the 
suction dredger, he could tell there was something wrong. The normal high 
pressure spray of sand and silt had slowed to a trickle and the bulldozers 
which usually had to work at high speed in order to distribute it fast enough, 
were sitting idle. 

Herbie was just wondering whether they were going to have to abandon 
work when the pump juddered into life again and the fountain of liquid sand 
tore into the sky. In his relief, Herbie forgot to move fast enough and the 
edge of the stream almost caught him. Sinking on the sand Herbie tripped 
and ended up face first in it. 

Closing his eyes he sighed hard and then braced his hands against the 
cold wetness in preparation to right himself. As his hand encountered some- 
thing solid in the sand under him Herbie opened his eyes. He grabbed at the 
object and picked it up, frowning as he rolled over onto his back. It looked 
like a fragment of bone. 

Turning onto his side he scanned the rest of the sandbank next to him 
and saw more chunks of matter. He realised they’d probably picked up a 
piece of dolphin or seal carcass: the outer skin was shredded. It occurred to 
him that there was very little blubber. 

Getting to his knees Herbie shuffled towards the rest of the debris field. 
His eye was caught by something grey a couple of feet away next to another 
chunk of flesh. It took him a moment to realise it was two-thirds of a finger. 
And the chunk of flesh had a nipple in it. 

After which Herbie threw up. 
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“Have a few quid for yourself, mate, and give me a receipt?” Drew jumped 
out and handed a note to the cab driver through the window. 

“Cheers, guv’nor. Got you to the church on time didn’t we?” Drew won- 
dered what the bloody hell the old bugger was talking about. Then as the 
cab pulled away and he looked around he realised. He’d assumed that ‘Marlie 
Harlin’ was a bar when Terri had texted to meet her there. Looking at the big 
windows it was clear that either they’d instituted the most challenging dress 
code of any bar in London, or Marlie Harlin was a bridal shop. 

He paused uncertainly. Drew hadn’t ever been so close to a bridal shop 
in his life. For a stupid moment he wasn’t sure if he was actually allowed to 
go into one. Then he remembered that it was handbags and ladies’ loos he 
wasn’t allowed to go into and gave himself a mental slap. He thought about 
waiting for Manon to turn up but he knew that was actually an excuse, and 
she might already be inside. So he took a deep breath and pushed the door 
open. 

When Manon walked in and sank into the thick carpeting she was 
convinced she was in the wrong place. Then she saw Drew perched very 
uncomfortably on a little carved gilt chair looking like he had a severe case 
of piles. When he noticed her he stood up in relief and addressed the ap- 
proaching shop assistant. 

“It’s alright, she’s with me.” He gave the girl a smile and Manon watched 
her smile back enthusiastically. In fact looking around at the interest with 
which he was being regarded by all the women in the shop she suspected not 
much work had been done since Drew arrived. 

Manon hadn’t really had cause to consider it before but as she looked at 
him standing tall, broad shouldered and tanned in the centre of this shrine 
to happy ever after she could see that Drew fulfilled most of the accepted 
criteria for a fantasy man. But whereas weddings were a fantasy in which 
women could safely indulge, she had the feeling Drew wasn’t. He may look 
like one, but the man was no Prince Charming. 

His hair was dark brown and short, apart from the fringe which stood 
in a widow’s peak and as he turned his head briefly and looked towards 
the changing rooms his nose in profile was very straight other than the tip 


108 


which showed signs of a tiny snub. It gave his face a slightly youthful look 
and contributed a subtle element of vulnerability, leavening the wordlessly 
threatening impact of his physique. 

He had to be at least six-four or six-five and the first time Manon had 
seen him the size and height of him had prepared her for a blunt instrument. 
But when Drew fixed you with his very unusual eyes you soon discovered he 
was far from that. She’d been quiedy spooked to realise that from a certain 
angle those glacial blue eyes were completely colourless. In fact they were as 
blank as Drew’s past appeared to be. No Google search returned any result 
about him: no social network mentioned him, no photo existed anywhere 
that conventional web search engines could turn up. By any modern measure 
the man didn’t appear to exist. 

The fact that he had managed to leave no trace of a cyber-trail suggested 
to her that he had probably always been a mercenary of some sort. He’d 
told her he’d been working for a security company in the Caribbean before 
Laughton’s but other than that he was a mystery. The only thing Manon 
knew for certain was that somewhere, somehow, things had gone badly 
wrong for Drew Rydstrom. The same way they had for all of them. She 
watched him roll his eyes as he walked towards her. 

“Terri’s trying on a dress, won’t be long.” 

Manon closed her eyes and shook her head wearily. 

“Fine. Whatever.” 

She opened them again and looked around at the rails full of frothy 
bridal gowns and bridesmaids dresses guaranteed to make even the most at- 
tractive female friend look like shit. At least Megan, her brother’s fiancee had 
spared her that. It occurred to her that Megan and Rhyds’ wedding couldn’t 
be far away now but she wasn’t sure of the date. She must have missed the 
invitation. 

Oddly enough she found she was quite looking forward to going back 
to South Wales and seeing the family. She’d spent very little time there in ten 
years and the viciousness of the press campaign against her and the hate mail 
had meant she hadn’t been able to go back since Stella Sevigny died. 

Her father had told her she’d be endangering the family and her stalwart 
fellow DI Rolf Vincent had backed him up. So she’d stayed away and holed 
up in a little cottage in the north instead, boarding the last train out of Eu- 
ston in a wig and sunglasses after Rolf had switched cars on the paparazzi 
on the way to Heathrow. With all the shit going on around her now the pros- 
pect of a big, noisy, drunken family wedding was very appealing. She heard 
Drew’s voice low next her. 

“This place gives me the willies.” 
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Her eyes rounded at him in surprise. 

“The what?” 

“The willies,” he frowned at her, “the creeps, the heebie-jeebies.” 

“Well unless you’re in the market for commitment I don’t think you’re 
their target customer.” 

“Commitment? Manon, I don’t even buy green bananas.” 

She stifled a smile and then there was the rustle of silk and net and they 
both looked towards the changing rooms. A tiny woman in the most enor- 
mous wedding dress Manon had ever seen trudged arthritically around the 
corner helped by two assistants. She had a sparkling tiara on her head and 
her face was covered by a veil which extended all the way to the floor and 
for what seemed like metres behind her. But the dress was the shocker. The 
skirt was so huge it made her look like a knitted toilet roll cover. She stopped 
in front of Drew. 

“So? What do you think then?” Her accent was strange; part Irish and 
part West of England. Manon wasn’t sure where she came from. But she was 
confident she knew what was coming next from the unreconstructed Aussie 
male next to her: namely a memorable one-liner probably prefaced by the 
word ‘Strewth’. Drew’s reaction however was both surprising and instruc- 
tive. He was silent for a moment, then shook his head slightly and smiled at 
the little woman and his voice was quite soft when he spoke. 

“You look beautiful, sweetheart. Mai’s a bloody lucky bloke.” 

“Oooohhhh, I knew you’d like it.” Terri squealed with joy and stag- 
gered towards Drew, attempting to throw her arms around him and Manon 
watched silently as Drew tried to hug her around the dress. He pulled back 
and frowned at her. 

“Is this a new concept? Wedding dress and contraceptive all in one?” 
Terri burst out laughing and then thumped him and he laughed with her. 
It was the first time that Manon had ever seen Drew laugh like that with 
anyone and as he subsided and turned towards her she was curious to know 
how and when this woman had got so close to him. 

“Terri, this is Manon, she works with me.” Terri turned towards Manon 
and grabbed the silk trimmed edges of the veil in front of her face. Then she 
lifted it away and threw it over the top of her head. 

“Hello, Manon.” 

Manon opened her mouth to say hello and then looked into Terri Hoad- 
ley’s face and stopped abruptly. Through the veil she had looked like any 
other bride but without it the scale of her disfigurement became painfully 
clear. She had warm brown eyes and long light brown hair but Manon hardly 
noticed those. 
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What she noticed was the terrible deep scarring which ran upwards from 
both corners of Terri’s mouth in a grim parody of a smile. There were sever- 
al more deep scars across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose, like some- 
one had slashed at her face with a razor and the skin around her left eye was 
puckered and coarsened, causing the outer edge to droop slightly, revealing 
the reddened sclera of her eyeball. Manon forced a smile rather warmer than 
she would usually offer and held her hand out. 

“Hiya, Terri. When’s the big day?” Glancing at Drew out of the corner 
of her eye Manon wished he’d warned her. She hoped to God she hadn’t 
offended Terri. She remembered how she’d felt about Johnny Makin’s telling 
hesitation and realised she’d done exactly the same thing. But if Terri had 
noticed she didn’t show it. 

“Eleven and a half weeks away so I needed to get Drew to see the dress. 
He’s the only one who’ll tell me the truth. And I knew this was the only way 
I’d get him into a bridal shop.” 

Drew looked at her in concern. “We are going to see this flat aren’t we?” 

“Of course we are. I just wanted to do this first. Lee isn’t meeting us 
there for another twenty minutes so there’s plenty of time,” she started haul- 
ing herself and the enormous dress back around in the direction of the 
changing rooms and the army of shop assistants dived to help her. Between 
steps she spoke to them again over her shoulder. 

“They split up a few weeks ago, but he’s got a lot of information about 
what Sarah was working on and he knows the only neighbour with a key to 
her flat. When I told him you were looking for her the first thing he said was 
that something bad had happened to her. She still hasn’t turned up.” 

As Terri finally lumbered out of sight, her silk train whipping around 
the corner of the changing room Drew shot a deadpan look at Manon and 
replied quietly. 

“That’d be right. I reckon she might be somewhere in that dress.” 

And this time Manon laughed before she could stop herself. 

“Unlucky for some.” 

Declan Fitzpatrick squinted up at the handymax bulker in berth thirteen. 
Her bow rose above him in the late morning heat. After five years in mari- 
time security he knew just what a superstitious bunch seafarers were so he 
was surprised that the Port of Djibouti hadn’t done the same as hotels did 
and just got rid of the number thirteen altogether. 

He looked across at Piet Berg, the big South African and the two other 
lads as they all stopped and sized up the ship they’d be protecting for its nine 
day voyage from Djibouti to Singapore. It was fully geared and full scantling, 
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its cranes, busily unloading grain into the yellow trucks lining the quayside, 
able to reach deep within its own cargo holds to load and unload without any 
help from the stevedores. 

Declan caught sight of one of the deck officers keeping a beady eye on 
proceedings from the bridge wing. Loading and unloading was a dangerous 
business. The Marmaris Wind wouldn’t be the first bulker to turn turtle along- 
side because of a loading error, but that was unlikely in this case. Kreller 
Jonas was a big, efficient ship manager and they trained their crews well. 
And were prepared to protect them. A four man team for nine days plus all 
the weapons and ammo, and insurance, wasn’t cheap. But the alternative was 
potentially far more expensive. They’d be travelling through pirate infested 
waters. 

Piet Berg frowned, then his staccato Afrikaans accent rang out. 

“How many crew, Dec?” 

“Twenty. Master’s a guy called Pedersen.” He looked around them, brief- 
ly catching the eye of one of the Djiboutian armed guards on the quayside. 
His ‘you-can’t-see-me’ suit and maroon beret made him look threatening, 
but Declan knew most of them were incapable of doing anything other than 
pulling a trigger. Much like the Somali pirates from whom Declan and his ilk 
protected quiedy terrified seafarers. 

They were gung ho with an AK47 or an RPG in their hands, but they 
were no match for the personnel Poseidon Maritime Security provided. De- 
clan was ex-SAS and Piet was a former ‘Recce’, South African Special Forces, 
whose selection process alone was a vision of hell. Not that it would have 
fazed Piet. 

He looked like a big, bald bull: litde piggy eyes in his spongy face and 
rolls of fat at the back of his head. The other members of the team were 
both ex-British forces too. Harry Fox and Jim ‘Bungy’ Williams were a bit 
of a double act. Harry was a tall streak of piss with a cadaverous face and a 
roll-up fag permanently in his mouth who said very little. Bungy was a short, 
red-faced, ginger haired Scot with enough orange body fuzz to make a rug 
out of and a hardcore porn habit. There was never any drama with Harry 
and Bungy. They took everything in their stride. As long as there was plenty 
of tea. 

Declan looked back to see a solid-looking shortish man in a T-shirt and 
a pair of jeans descending the gangway towards him and raised his eyebrows. 

“Captain Pedersen?” The man stepped onto the quayside. His grey hair 
was in need of a trim and stubble clung around his face. He had a hint of 
an accent, probably Scandinavian, but sounded like he hadn’t lived there in a 
while. His light blue eyes looked tired. 
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“Yes, you are the PMS team?” Declan nodded and held his hand out, 
shaking Pedersen’s firmly. At least the Captain wasn’t likely to take the piss. 
That Poseidon shared an acronym with ‘Pre-Menstrual Syndrome’ was a 
source of unending mirth for everyone else in the maritime security industry. 
But then you had to have a sense of humour to do what they did day to day. 

“I’m Declan Fitzpatrick. This is Piet Berg, Harry Fox and Jim Williams. 
Thank you for having us aboard, Sir.” Lars Pedersen looked into the tough 
faces in front of him and felt reassured. Declan Fitzpatrick particularly had 
that brisk, unflappable solidity only the SAS bred. At six feet he wasn’t overly 
tall and his jeans and black T-shirt were nothing special. But there was some- 
thing about him that made you decide immediately that you didn’t want to 
get on the wrong side of him. 

“Our pleasure, Mr Fitzpatrick. You’ll be very welcome believe me.” Ped- 
ersen looked at the battered kit bags lying on the ground and thought how 
very little they came with. Piet Berg leant down and grabbed his onto his 
shoulder. 

“If we can stow this kit now, and then we need to get into town and 
pick up the equipment.” Pedersen was about to ask what equipment that 
was when he realised Berg was talking about weapons. Despite the ocean 
swarming with heavily armed pirates, taking guns onto a merchant ship was a 
complicated matter. Depending on whose waters the vessel was in, or where 
it was tied up a Captain ran the risk of being arrested if port authorities or 
local law enforcement found weapons on board. 

It was just one of the reasons that maritime security companies like PMS 
were so valuable. They dealt with all that. And it was a good job too, because 
Pedersen had enough on his mind. He looked around at them. 

“If you want to go aboard you can get settled into your quarters. Let me 
know when you’re going into town and I’ll come with you. We can share a 
car. I’ve got a couple of things to do.” 

Like call Sarah Grelsham. And break the news about Stephen Desmond 
to his wife. 

Pedersen leant back against the red and white striped lamp-post, his mo- 
bile phone at his ear. The complete lack of shadow told him it was nearly 
midday which meant he needed to get into the Supermarche Nougaprix he was 
currendy standing outside and buy the few items he needed asap. 

Come noon Djibouti ground to a halt. Stores closed, street barrows were 
abandoned as virtually all the seven hundred thousand inhabitants of the 
capital squatted on concrete floors, in doorways and by the roadside and 
indulged their Mirra habit. The leafy green narcotic which gave a similar high 
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to caffeine was imported by the truckload. Over a tonne a day rolled into 
Djibouti from neighbouring Ethiopia and Somalia, the trucks chased down 
the street by desperate punters, anxious to get stuck into a chewing session 
which could last five hours or more. Mirra, or Khat as the Somalis called it, 
was a national obsession. 

The relentless heat belted down onto the dusty tarmac as Pedersen heard 
the recorded message he’d received three times since that odd phone call 
from the man claiming to be Sarah’s friend. That it was impossible to con- 
nect his call. Sighing, Pedersen cleared the call and tried his wife. They were 
three hours ahead of the UK so he might just catch Andrea before she left 
for work. He had no idea if she’d already heard about Steve Desmond, and 
he would far rather have been with her when she found out than tell her 
over the phone. But he had no choice. They’d be loaded with thousands of 
tonnes of fertiliser and underway by the morning. 

“Hi, is everything OK?” 

Just the sound of her voice was a comfort. Standing in that searing heat, 
the chatter of Arabic and French, Afar and Somali around him, and the 
gaily decorated Toyotas spluttering along the road, Lars Pedersen suddenly 
wanted out. Whether it was what had happened to Steve: his guilt at Henry 
Tolling’s failure to do anything, or just that he’d spent more time at sea than 
at home since he’d married Andrea twenty seven years before. Or maybe that 
he should never have gone back again after the accident, he couldn’t judge. 
Perhaps it was all of it. But if someone walked up and gave him an air ticket 
home right now, he’d use it. He realised he missed her like hell. 

“I’m fine. What are you up to?” 

“Oh, the dog rolled in fox shit so I had to bath him. And you know how 
much he enjoys that. He used some very choice language I can tell you.” 
Pedersen laughed and thought of their big shaggy mongrel. He’d got him as 
a puppy because their second engineer had a litter he wanted rid of and said 
the mother was the best guard dog he’d ever had. Pedersen had wanted his 
wife and the boys to have some protection. And some company. Turned out 
the dog was frightened of its own shadow Unless you showed it a pineapple. 
Then it turned into a vicious slavering beast. But at least it looked the part. 

He realised he couldn’t put it off. 

“I’ve got some bad news, about Steve Desmond.” 

“Oh God, what’s happened?” 

“His ship was hit and they shot him. Shot him dead.” He closed his eyes 
as he imagined Andrea’s face all those miles away in Sussex. She and Sally 
Desmond had been very close at one point. 

“Oh poor Sally. I had no idea. I must call her.” 
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“Will you give her my love?” 

“Yes. Of course I will,” Pedersen could almost feel Andrea’s fear ratchet 
up. “Did he have security people on board?” 

“No. No one. Not like I’ve got. You should see them all. Very fright- 
ening. Nothing’s going to happen to me with them on board.” There was 
silence and then Andrea’s voice was low. 

“Did he get Lloyd’s to do anything about the ships slowing?” 

Pedersen looked around the rapidly emptying car park and felt the ten- 
sion in him. He and Andrea had never had any secrets, but he discovered an 
odd reluctance to talk about it with her. Maybe it stemmed from the guilt 
of knowing he’d prevented Steve from going to Sarah Grelsham in the first 
place. But he was feeling increasingly responsible to Steve and his memory 
to make sure something was done. Now Steve wasn’t around any longer. It 
was yet another reason not to be sailing. He took a deep breath of the dusty, 
heat-laden air. 

“He said he was going to the journalist. And this time I didn’t try and 
talk him out of it.” 

“This is Sandra — ” 

“Sarah.. .Sarah Grelsham. She’s an environmental journalist,” he won- 
dered about calling her again and then it occurred to him that after tomor- 
row he’d be effectively incommunicado, “don’t be surprised if she calls you. 
She tried to get hold of me on the mobile and that won’t be working after 
tonight.” 

In Sussex Andrea Pedersen sank her large frame down onto the little seat 
on the telephone table and watched the big, damp dog pad towards her and 
rest its chin on the corduroy skirt covering her knee. He looked reproach- 
fully at her, as if admonishing her for the bath. She felt an unaccountable 
urge to cry. But there was no way she’d do that to Lars. “If she publishes 
something she wouldn’t mention you would she? I mean you’ve got a job to 
worry about.” 

A car tooted as a middle aged couple ambled past together and Pedersen 
had a stab of regret. He’d sacrificed too much for his job already. He’d sacri- 
ficed Andrea. And she deserved more. They weren’t the most demonstrative 
couple, but there was always one Swedish endearment he used to her. 

“I’ve been thinking a lot about it, hjdrtat, and I’m not going to let that 
stop me getting someone to do something about what Steve found out. I 
can’t do that while I’m sailing. So I think it’s time I came ashore.” 

Andrea swallowed down the lump in her throat and nodded at the 
phone, stroking the dog’s head. 

‘Yes. That’s a good idea.” Lars heard her smiling through the tears he 
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knew she was containing. 

“I owe it to Steve to do this. You understand don’t you?” 

“Of course I do. If he was right — ” 

“I know he was,” Lars hesitated, “and once I’ve got Sarah Grelsham and 
Lloyds to investigate.. .well, it’s time I pulled my weight around the house, 
maybe take a holiday together?” 

Andrea watched as their cowardly, shaggy, devoted dog raised its head 
and yawned widely. Her voice was clear and firm. 

‘You come home, sweetheart. Don’t worry about all of this stuff. I 
promise you we’ll get Lloyd’s and this journalist to do something. 

Just come home to me.” 

As Lee Ephraim lifted the key up in front of him and looked at the door 
to Sarah Grelsham ’s flat Drew saw him take a deep breath. He realised the 
man was shaking so he reached out for the key. 

“I’ll go first if you like, mate?” 

“Sure, yes, go ahead.” 

Drew edged around Lee in the small hallway and turned the key easily. 
Pushing the door open he walked slowly into the flat looking all around him. 
There was an unpleasant smell like rotting food, and it was damp, but then at 
this time of year any basement flat in London smelt damp. 

The large living area had a couple of sofas and a small kitchenette at one 
side and two tall windows covered by bars. It had been completely ransacked. 
Lee, Manon and Terri followed him into the room and Drew heard the man 
gasp. 

“Oh my God.” 

“I take it she wasn’t just messy then?” 

“No, no she wasn’t.” Drew watched as Lee wandered around in shock, 
his eyes running along the now empty bookshelves, the walls where posters 
and pictures had been torn off and the sea of Sarah Grelsham’s possessions 
strewn across the floor. When he looked back at the others his face was des- 
olate. “I warned her. I tried to get her to stop this but she wouldn’t listen.” 

Terri bent down to retrieve a photo from a smashed frame on the floor 
in front of her. Sarah Grelsham and Lee smiled out from it. She felt Manon 
at her shoulder and looked across at her. Manon just pursed her lips silently 
and started to take a look around the room. Terri recognised that face. It 
was the face of a policewoman who thinks the person you’re looking for 
is dead, but doesn’t want to say it. She watched Manon’s professional eval- 
uation of the devastation, her eyes missing nothing. When she reached the 
barred windows she looked carefully at them and then turned around and 
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looked straight at Drew. 

“Front door’s intact, lock doesn’t look like it’s been forced, windows are 
locked and barred. Whoever came in had a key.” 

Drew nodded and raised his eyebrows at Lee. 

“How many people have a key to this place?” 

“No one. Other than Mr Singh who gave us this one. She doesn’t have 
any family, none she talks to anyway. She was living with me until a month 
ago but she owns this place so she kept hold of it. It’s been empty. I never 
had a key to it,” he paused and turned around to Manon in agitation, “look, 
shouldn’t we call the Police or something? There might be evidence here that 
we’re walking over.” 

Manon chewed the inside of her lip and shook her head slowly. 

“You haven’t even got a forced entry. They won’t do much.” 

“Something must have happened to her,” Lee’s voice rose, “for God’s 
sake why isn’t anyone listening to me?” 

Manon flicked her eyes to Drew, pulled out her phone and held it up. 

“We’ve flagged her as missing. I’ll call the DI and see if he’s got anything 
OK?” Drew briefly nodded his assent, then turned to his left and wandered 
up the short corridor. There was a small bedroom with a double bed and 
a wardrobe crammed in and a windowless tiny bathroom. Both had been 
trashed. 

Walking into the bedroom Drew rummaged through the debris on the 
bed: underwear, clothes, a couple of magazines and train tickets and the 
smashed remnants of coffee cup. He noticed that the wardrobe had been 
pulled away from the wall. He reached up and ran his hand across the top 
of it and then looked at the result. There was no dust or cobwebs. Whoever 
they were they’d been very thorough indeed. He just wondered if they’d 
found what they were looking for. 

Walking back into the living area he caught Lee’s eye. “Did she have an 
office?” 

“No, she was a freelancer, always worked from home.” 

“So where are all her files?” 

“I don’t know. I haven’t been here since we split up,” he turned and 
looked at the large desk in the corner and the empty shelves above it, “at 
home she kept everything next to the desk.” Fear filled his eyes as he looked 
back at Drew. “That’s what they were after wasn’t it. Her evidence?” 

Terri could see Lee had started to shake so she walked across and put her 
arm around his shoulders and moved him over towards one of the sofas. She 
bent down and replaced the seat cushion and then sat Lee down and joined 
him. Her voice was calming. 
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“Why don’t you tell them what she was working on?” 

Drew picked up the other torn seat cushions and replaced them on the 
opposite sofa. He sat down and watched as Manon finished texting then 
walked across and joined him. Lee took a deep breath and concentrated on 
the floor. He was skinny and a bit greasy, his baggy jeans and grey hoody 
didn’t look like they’d seen the inside of a washing machine for some time. 
But he had an honest face underneath the straggly beard. 

“She first got interested in Somalia about ten years ago. That was where I 
met her. Well, it was Mombasa actually but she was working on a story about 
Somalia. I was backpacking and met her in this bar. We just got talking you 
know? She said she was an environmental journalist and I didn’t know much 
about any of that at the time. But when she spoke about it she was so pas- 
sionate she just... I don’t know.. .lit up,” he smiled at the memory and looked 
at Terri and then back at Drew and Manon. “She argues almost as much as 
Terri does. They’re a lot alike.” 

Terri smiled and nudged him. “Ah, begone with you.” 

Manon wondered again about that accent as the smile fell from Lee’s 
face. “Somalia was dangerous even then, although no one talked about it the 
way they do now. When the country basically collapsed there was a free for 
all. There was no justice system, no police force and nothing like a coast- 
guard. Sarah said it wasn’t long before ships started coming, mainly from 
Europe to take advantage.” 

“In what way?” Manon crossed her legs and concentrated on Lee. 

“In every way they could. First of all they fished all the waters so hard 
that the Somalis couldn’t catch enough to keep themselves fed. And then, 
when they’d destroyed the fishing stocks they decided to finish the job by 
dumping toxic waste offshore. That’s what Sarah first went out there to in- 
vestigate.” 

Terri’s eyes swept Drew and Manon. “It was unbelievable. To keep the 
locals sweet the shippers would make deals to pay them a couple of dollars a 
tonne to dump this shit in their fishing grounds and then they’d charge two 
thousand dollars a tonne to their own customers.” 

Lee sighed. “Sarah was told about one particular shipping company by 
the locals that was dumping load after load of waste. She said there were 
children with birth defects, strange illnesses in the coastal villages nearby and 
she was just disgusted by it. She took a lot of risks to get evidence on them 
that she could take to IMO, the International Maritime Organisation and 
other authorities and she’d just got what she needed when the company sud- 
denly went into administration and then got bought out again immediately.” 
Manon nodded grimly. “With all its debts cancelled and most of its as- 
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sets intact. A phoenix. Common practice.” 

She felt Drew sit forward next to her as he looked at Lee. “Who bought 
it out of administration, do you know?” 

“Han Chan Line, they’re also known as HCL,” Lee’s voice was firm, 
“when they bought Brodjfell Sarah was devastated. She’d promised the So- 
malis that she’d get them some kind of compensation and then she just 
had to walk away. But she kept an eye on HCL and I’m sure that’s why they 
stopped dumping the waste, or at least they were far more careful about it. 
And then one day she was run off the road on her way down to Felixstowe 
and the car came back and deliberately rammed her. We couldn’t prove it was 
HCL but I told her enough was enough. So she let it go. That was eight years 
ago, but she never really got over the injustice. 

“When she first heard the rumours about HCL ships slowing down to al- 
low pirates on board it was late last year. It just all started up again. I told her 
it was dangerous but she didn’t take any notice. She was determined to get to 
the bottom of it. She went out to Somalia against everyone’s advice and tried 
to speak to the pirates. She said that most of the Somalis she’d known were 
now involved in hi-jacking the ships. She called it vigilante justice.” 

Manon’s phone rang and she saw Rolf’s number. 

“Sorry.” She stood up and answered the call and Drew watched her face 
change, then she walked away down the little corridor and shut herself in the 
wrecked bedroom. He realised Lee was looking at him in trepidation. 

“Is everything alright?” 

“No worries, mate. So, did Sarah tell you she’d got anything new on 
HCL?” 

“I didn’t really want to hear it,” he stood up slowly and walked across to 
the barred windows, looking out at the brick wall and then up to the street 
above. “She’d been trying to speak to someone who was sailing on an HCL 
ship who she said had told her he had evidence. That was enough for me. I 
told her that it was time to walk away. It was just too dangerous. So I gave 
her an ultimatum: me or the pirates.” Lee paused and then gave a short, 
mirthless laugh. “No prizes for guessing who she chose.” 

In the silence Terri raised her eyebrows at Drew and he knew she meant 
him to go easy on Lee. Not that Drew had any intention of doing otherwise. 
He looked around the room as he spoke. 

“Well whoever was here was looking for something. So I reckon maybe 
she got that evidence after all. Did she have a Mac or a PC here do you 
know?” 

“No. She had her MacBook Pro and her phone and that was it. She 
never went anywhere without those.” He opened his mouth to speak again 
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and then paused as Manon came back into the room and she smiled briefly 
at him. 

“Sorry about that. What were you saying?” Drew thought how very 
much softer a smile made her. And her voice seemed to have developed a 
warmth to it as she spoke. She didn’t look at him, just concentrated on Lee 
who shrugged. 

“Just that she never went anywhere without her MacBook.” 

Manon sat down next to Drew and as she did so his phone trilled at 
him that he had a text. He pulled it out and read Manon’s note and then put 
it back in his pocket and looked back at Lee. “Did she say anything about 
going overseas?” 

“No. Nothing.” 

“And when did you last speak to her?” 

“Three, no, four days ago. I don’t hear from her that often. It’s not like 
we’re together anymore. She’s got her own life.” His use of the present tense 
jarred with Drew. Manon’s text made it suddenly inappropriate. 

He watched the man turn away and bend down to pick up a book from 
the floor and pitied him. He was clearly still in love with Sarah Grelsham. It 
was hard enough to lose someone you loved. To know they had suffered was 
an almost intolerable pain. You came to terms with the loss eventually, but 
the suffering always haunted you. No matter how hard Drew tried nothing 
ever exorcised that. 

Catching Terri’s eye Drew shook his head very slightly. She got the mes- 
sage. Terri’s eyes closed in pain and she took a breath in. Then she looked 
back at Drew and nodded slowly. So he straightened his shoulders and decid- 
ed to get it over with. Standing up he walked across closer to Lee. 

“Sarah ever been out to Holland?” 

“Oh yes, big port in Rotterdam.” 

“Any idea why the Dutch police would have her fingerprints?” 

“No.. .oh, wait, yes I do. She was on a Greenpeace demo in Rotterdam 
years ago. They just arrested everyone she said. I s’pose they could have 
fingerprinted her then.” Manon watched Drew’s cold eyes as they stared into 
Lee’s. The man’s face froxe and then he swallowed hard. “They found her 
didn’t they?” 

“I’m really sorry, mate.” 

Lee looked at the floor as Terri walked up towards the two of them. 

“I’m catching the train in an hour. I’ll take you home on the way, Lee.” 
The man just nodded dumbly. Drew laid his hand on Lee’s shoulder. 

“Nothing’s going to make this any easier. So if you take my advice you’ll 
go home, open the good stuff, and remember you were a lucky bloke to have 
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her at all.” For some unaccountable reason Manon felt a lump in her throat 
as she saw Drew squee2e his hand on Lee’s shoulder. She was grateful Drew 
had chosen to break the news because it was something she really hated do- 
ing. But he’d done it with a sensitivity and a poignancy she hadn’t expected. 
Her voice was soft as she walked across towards him and Lee. 

“The police are on their way here now, but you don’t need to wait. If we 
find anything out I’ll make sure you know about it. If you want an update 
any time just give me a call, my mobile’s on here.” She handed Lee her card. 
When she looked into Drew’s face he nodded very slightly at her, as if she’d 
done the right thing. It made her feel oddly good about herself. She’d almost 
forgotten what that was like. Then she watched Drew lean forward and hug 
Terri, kissing her silendy on the cheek. As Drew and Manon reached the 
door Lee spoke to him. 

“You’re sure she’s... I mean — ” Drew turned and faced him again. 

‘Yes. They identified her from her finger-print.” 

He’d done the hard part. 

Someone else could tell the man it was all there was left of Sarah Grelsh- 
am to identify. 

“What? You have to be fucking kidding me, pal?” Bungy’s red, sweating 
face reddened even further as Declan looked back grimly and swatted a fly 
away from his. He pulled out one of the folding metal chairs around the plas- 
tic table at which the rest of his team were sheltering from the heat. Sitting 
down he shook his head at Bungy. 

“Ilmi hasn’t got any of it through. Says there’s issues with the paper- 
work.” 

Piet took a long swig of the can of Coke in his hand and his piggy eyes 
screwed up even further. 

“Does he mean the folding paperwork?” 

“No, no he’s had all his money and more. I gave Tony at the office a call 
but we’re fucked. Basically he’s still got a stranglehold on this. There’s only 
one way to get ammo and weapons in and that’s Ilmi. If he can’t get them 
through then we sail without them.” 

Harry Fox took a long drag on his roll-up and narrowed his eyes. “We’ve 
never had this problem before. Why would they not like our paperwork 
suddenly?” 

“Christ knows,” Declan laid his coarse hands onto the filthy white plastic 
table, “but we haven’t got time to sort it out. That fertiliser’s just about load- 
ed and we’re out of here as soon as it is.” 

Bungy wiped the sweat off his forehead and leant his arms on the table. 


121 


“Can we get something here? There have to be a few AKs knocking about. 
This is as good as a war zone.” Declan shook his head. 

“We board a Kreller Jonas ship without the right paperwork and some- 
thing happens then we’re in trouble.” Crunching the can of Coke in his fist 
Piet tossed it onto the table. 

“Something happens and we’ve got no guns then we’re in trouble.” 

Harry took another long drag of the cigarette. ‘We’ll throw Bungy’s 
porn at them. That’ll scare the fuckers rigid.” 

Despite himself Declan grinned. “A scud missile?” Amid the chuckling 
he sat back and closed his eyes. “I had a feeling about this one. I said, didn’t 
I? I knew berth thirteen was unlucky,” he opened his eyes and sighed deeply, 
“sea crawling with pirates with RPGs and what have we got? A ship full of 
shit and some red-hot anal.” 

Bungy shook his head and his Glaswegian accent was broad. “Ach, nee 
bother, lads. The Good Lord’s seen us right in the past, he can do it again. 
As long as he puts his mind to it.” 

But not even his undivided attention was going to be enough this time. 
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“Show me the money.” Drew’s exhortation was met with silence and shaking 
heads around the table but Malcolm arched an eyebrow in his direction. 

“Sorry. Tom Cruise is too short for you.” 

Isabelle’s voice was measured as she looked sideways at Mai. “No, life’s 
too short for Tom Cruise. Anyway, he’s more Hugh Jackman.” 

Mai pulled a face as he assessed Drew carefully and then nodded slowly. 

“Yes, possibly Hugh. It’s such a shame Johnny Depp isn’t a bit more 
buff.” 

Isabelle looked appalled. “Johnny Depp? He isn’t even Australian.” 

“But he can do accents. And let’s face it, the man is lush isn’t he.” 

“You really are asking the wrong person, darling.” 

Drew gave up and looked around the restaurant. The dulcet tones of 
Ella Fitzgerald serenaded the diners over the speakers. Later on the live mu- 
sic would start and the dance floor would be heaving. Mai was nuts about 
jazz and it was one of his favourite places, and a known haunt for celebrities. 
You could always tell when Mai was staying: naked girl in the fridge and Ella 
Fitzgerald on the stereo. 

He saw Manon pick up her wine and take a swig. It wasn’t the first time 
Drew had brought the team to Dover Street but it was Manon’s first visit. As 
he looked at her settled safely between Mai and Isabelle and as far away from 
Diego as possible he thought she looked ill at ease. 

It was possible that the news about Sarah Grelsham had got to her. It 
was also possible that she’d spoken to Johnny Makin. He decided tonight 
wasn’t the time to tackle her about that. He’d be satisfied just to get her to 
relax with them a bit. Other than Michael, and Tony who was driving him 
home, he’d managed to get them all there. 

K leant his elbows on the table and looked around. 

“Joking aside, Drew’s right. Who’s making money out of this? If HCL 
claim on the insurance their premiums go up anyway so that’s a revenue-neu- 
tral position. Verre Slater and Tolling are in the risk business. They don’t 
want to pay out on claims if they can avoid it. So if Henry Tolling was con- 
tinuing to accept risk he must have known that was short term. But looking 
at that offshore account he was hardly making life-changing amounts of 
money from it. Not enough to disappear and set up again, particularly not 
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with all his family baggage.” 

As she had on so many occasions since arriving at Laughton’s Manon not- 
ed how differendy her new colleagues interpreted money. Where she came 
from a million dollars absolutely was a life-changing amount of money. The 
truth was that she was finding it difficult to work with the telephone-number 
amounts that Drew, Col and K discussed with so little ceremony. But then 
if you’d been bleeding the World Bank like K had she supposed a couple of 
million dollars was small change. 

But Manon knew it was more than that really. It was the innate sense that 
this was a world she didn’t belong in at all. She was used to normal suspects. 
People from council estates and immigrant communities, middle managers 
who earnt thirty grand a year, gangs who ran boiler room frauds from Spain 
and school principals who embezzled the PTA funds. She understood them, 
she knew the way their minds worked. But the shadowy figures Michael Leit- 
head had described to her were a whole new ball game. 

Catching Diego had been an astonishing coup: it had led to her first con- 
tact with Laughton MacAllister, and, ironically, with the new Commissioner 
Greg Hart. But privately Manon knew there ’d been more than an element of 
luck in it. Three months later, as she’d listened to Michael Leithead offer her 
a job and an escape, the fear that catching Diego really had just been a fluke 
had become more acute. 

Manon had always understood that she operated far away from the real 
enemy — the real power — but listening to Michael quiedy redraw the map 
of the world she thought she lived in, she’d felt an escalating sense of dread. 
The breadth and the extent of the Puppet Masters’ control was a humbling 
lesson. It made her realise that she’d spent her whole career to date tinkering 
around the edges. And the prospect of trying to disrupt these people seemed 
utterly daunting, even as part of the elite Laughton’s team. 

She knew Laughton MacAllister had been operating as corporate advi- 
sors for quite a few years, but the team was brand new and almost a company 
within a company. Tucked in the middle of a very average looking organisa- 
tion, shrouded by the day-to-day activities of their more normal colleagues, 
Michael was running a highly sophisticated, secretive and well-connected 
corporate investigation and security unit. 

She also knew the rumours about Michael being former MI6 but then 
you heard a lot of rumours in the police. Common sense told her that Mi- 
chael’s ability to pluck bastards like Diego out of custody, and into Laught- 
on’s with impunity was being sanctioned and facilitated somewhere. The 
same went for Danny Tao and K. And she suspected Drew as well, not that 
she knew why or how he had come to need Michael’s protection. The same 
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way she had. What she did know was that the job Michael had given her paid 
her approximately three and a half times what her previous one did. She’d 
never been so financially well-off. Or so emotionally bankrupt. 

Michael may be confident that she had what it took, but if that was based 
on one lucky, if spectacular, collar, she didn’t share his optimism. She looked 
at the expensive suits and expensive watches around the table. Mai, Drew, 
Danny and K. They moved through the rarefied atmosphere of really big 
business so effortlessly, and she knew she didn’t. And others knew it too. 
She could see it in the slight hesitations like Johnny Makin’s. These people 
recognised their own and they knew she didn’t fit. 

Manon Wyn Roberts had always passed every test top of the class. But 
these were tests she was failing. Wine she’d never tasted, clubs she’d never 
heard of and menus she couldn’t understand. Though she would never ad- 
mit it even to herself, for the first time in her life she was scared she might 
really be out of her depth. But when Michael Leithead had come knocking 
she’d believed there was no option but to accept his offer. 

Greg had told her Michael could keep her out of the hands of the 
Crown Prosecution Service and protected until he could sort things out and 
they could be together, and the knowledge it was temporary meant Manon 
hadn’t exactly taken an interest in her new role. Now, the grisly death of 
Sarah Grelsham had brought home to her exactly how challenging the job 
she’d accepted had the potential to be. And how entirely unprepared she 
was to do it. Three months down the line she was beginning to think that if 
Johnny Makin could guarantee to get her old job back for her then it might 
well be worth risking a stretch in prison for. 

She looked up and caught Drew’s eyes as they flicked away from her. 
Then she saw him take a swallow of his wine and look at Col. 

“How have you got on tracking the money?” 

Col pushed his glasses up his nose. “It’s very difficult. The ransom is in 
cash for a start which is far harder to follow than electronic transfers. Then 
the pirates take it into Somalia which is a failed state with no banking net- 
work. What they do have is a ‘Hawala’, sort of a personal network of cash 
transfers. A Hawala operator takes in money on one end and then instructs a 
friend or a relative in another country to hand the same amount to someone 
else. It makes it almost impossible to track.” 

K raised his eyebrows. “If someone sorted out Somalia the world would 
be a better place.” 

“Oh, yes,” Col nodded slowly, “I’ve tracked a variety of recent payments 
into Canada where their banking secrecy laws are much tighter than here or 
the States.” 
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Drew saw Malcolm nod in agreement as he reached for his glass of wine. 

“A1 Qaeda and A1 Shabbab funding is coming out of there via Somalia.” 

Col looked apologetically around the table. 

“But I can’t tie it into Cheung or HCL yet. Diego got me all the access I 
need and there’s still more to do, but there’s nothing obvious. If those ran- 
som payments are going back to HCL then I can’t see how.” Picking up the 
bottle of wine Drew topped up Isabelle’s glass and Manon’s. As he pushed 
his slighdy towards Drew for a refill Malcolm raised his eyebrows. 

“Get another few bottles of that when you can catch someone’s eye?” 

“No worries.” 

Manon knew the stuff was forty pounds a bottle, not that it was likely to 
make much of a dent in Mai’s wallet. Manon had never had much time for 
celebrities, even before her life had become bound up with Stella Sevigny. 
But she’d had to admit to a slight frisson when she’d first been introduced to 
Mai. Of course she despised everything he represented; she’d grown up with 
her father lecturing her about how the aristocracy were a cancer on society, 
and the St John Hawes’ in particular, so there was something about actually 
having one of them standing in front of her. 

Malcolm was a daredevil pilot, hell raiser, thrill-seeker, rumoured to have 
been in the SAS and the French Foreign Legion. The last she remembered 
about him in the papers he’d survived a plane crash in Nigeria with all the 
hallmarks of a major cover up following which the government had initially 
put him under armed guard in hospital. 

But with Mai’s privileged connections and his money nothing too cat- 
astrophic was likely to happen. The scion of a great landed English family, 
Malcolm was friend to Princes and confidant of politicians. And a well- 
know sexual lothario. Until his engagement to Terri had been announced. 
Although it had been kept extremely low-key. Having now met her Manon 
had a feeling she knew why: press photos were never great. And Terri must 
dread being photographed at all. 

She looked at Mai’s tanned, slightly weathered face in profile and realised 
that there was probably more to him than she’d imagined. God knew with 
his looks and his money Mai could have had anyone. That he had chosen 
Terri recommended him to Manon in a way she hadn’t anticipated. 

Mai saw her look at him. “Would you prefer a white? There’s a good 
Kiwi Sauvignon Blanc or they’ve had a Gewurztraminer on that was entirely 
acceptable, don’t know if they’ve still got it.” Having no idea what either was 
Manon was about to ask for the one she could pronounce, but before she 
could do so the loud arrival of Tony Houseman distracted everybody. 

In his mid-forties Tony had very short blonde hair and a hole in his ear 
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where an earring used to be. Stocky and smiley he wore his usual dark suit 
and tie as he grabbed the empty chair next to K. 

“Sorry, ‘ad to drop Michael.” He had a broad cockney accent, a bubbly 
wife who was a nurse at St Thomas’ Hospital and four young children of 
whom he was extremely, touchingly proud. Perhaps because he realised how 
lucky he was to still be around following the helicopter crash which Isabelle 
had told her finished Tony’s army career. Drew reached for the wine again 
and filled Tony’s glass. 

“Traffic bad?” 

Tony blew out a breath as he sat down and shook his head. 

“Nah, some bleedin’ numpty van driver parked in front of the lift to the 
garage. ‘Ad to wait for him to come back. Did you order for me?” Isabelle 
smiled and leant forward conspiratorially. As she did so Manon had a waft 
of her scent. Manon didn’t consider herself to have led a sheltered life, but 
Isabelle wasn’t like any other lesbian she’d ever met. 

“Yes. The lamb. And I got them to put chips on.” 

Tony grinned as he picked up his wine. “Thanks, Iz darlin’, you’re a little 
smasher,” then he raised it to his lips and looked around. “What’s new?” 

Drew nodded in Manon’s direction. “Manon spoke to Rolf. They found 
Sarah Grelsham. What was left of her anyway.” 

Mai cut across him. “I thought she’d been tweeting. Or have they now 
got Tweetdeck for the afterlife?” Drew shot straight back. 

“It was a ghost tweet, mate.” 

Mai and Drew grinned at each other as Diego shook his head. 

“No, she had automated tweets set up from an RSS feed.” 

Danny frowned. “Did someone want us to think she was still alive then?” 

“Ees possible. Pees easy to set up.” Drew knew that Diego’s definition 
of piss easy and the rest of the human race’s were rarely the same. He raised 
his eyebrows. 

“So you could teach us to do it could you?” 

Diego subsided and his eyes flicked around the table. It wasn’t the first 
time that Drew had used that question to get a handle on exacdy how com- 
plex a hack or a procedure was. He saw Manon sipping her wine and decided 
he wasn’t going to miss an opportunity. 

“I could teach you all,” then he adopted an expression of doubtful dis- 
dain as he looked at Manon, “don’ know about her though.” 

Manon swallowed her wine and stared at him. 

“Go fuck yourself, Diego.” 

“Maybe you teach me that, you had enough practice.” 

“I’d take a dildo over a dickless twat like you any day of the week.” Drew 
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caught Mai’s eye who immediately intervened. 

“What did Rolf have to say?” 

Manon pointedly looked away from Diego and around at the others. “A 
guy working on a construction site on the coast found some small chunks 
of flesh and there was a finger in it. Luckily it was intact so they printed it. 
Sarah Grelsham was arrested on some Greenpeace rally in Holland years ago 
so she’d been fingerprinted and they got a match.” 

Danny sat forward quickly. “This construction site, where was it?” 

“Rolf just said on the coast. They’re building some new harbour or 
something.” 

Drew thought he caught something in Danny’s tone. “Why, Dan?” 

The man’s voice was, as always, soft and measured but there was an 
undercurrent in it. “Do you remember I told you that HCL ships were im- 
plicated in some gang killings?” 

Manon nodded intendy. “Yes, you said they only found small body parts 
and jewellery. What happened to them?” Danny’s hooded, light brown eyes 
scanned the group. 

“Some new building projects are on reclaimed land. To reclaim the land 
they use dredging ships which go out to sea and suck up sand from the sea 
floor into tanks onboard and then they sail to wherever the developers want 
to create the new land on the coast and they pump the sand back out again.” 

Col’s voice was low. “HCL have three dredgers in the fleet and one being 
built.” 

“The men who were killed were identified by their rings and their teeth. 
They found these pieces of them on newly reclaimed land on the site of 
a leisure complex on the coast of Indonesia. The belief was that they had 
been thrown into the sand tanks on the HCL dredger and then forced out 
through the high pressure pumps.” 

“Joder.” 

Mai looked hard at Diego. “Fuck indeed. What a way to go. What kind 
of headcase must Cheung be to come up with that?” 

Drew laughed shortly and stretched his back out. “Chief Executives are 
four times more likely to be psychopaths than the rest of the population, 
mate.” 

“Is that true?” Manon looked curiously at him. 

“Dinky di.” 

Isabelle registered Manon’s blank expression and translated. “That’s 
Drew for ‘yes’ by the way.” But Drew was already concentrated on Col. 

“Do we know if there are any HCL dredgers off Rotterdam at the mo- 
ment?” 
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“Yes. There is.” 

There was silence for a moment and then Manon broke it. “Sarah’s boy- 
friend said that she’d been investigating HCL for ten years.” 

She heard Isabelle sigh next to her. “It sounds to me like they decided it 
was time she stopped.” 

Drew looked hard at Danny. “Listen, mate, you be careful tonight OK? 
Anything seems a bit off you get the hell out. In fact if you want me to I’ll 
come with you.” 

“No. There is no need to do that. I have known Chen Li for a long time. 
He will do me no harm. We will have a quiet cup of tea together and we will 
talk. I will meet him in Chinatown.” Drew caught that edge of loneliness 
as Danny dropped his eyes away. He knew that no matter how cruel it had 
been to him, China was still Danny’s country. To go from being one of its 
heroes to one of its most wanted must have been crushing. He noticed Tony 
shaking his shaved head. 

“Well, it looks like HCL are in this up to their necks dun’ it?” 

The thought of Sarah Grelsham’s last moments were grim, but the wine 
had done its job so Manon was able to let it go. “Wherever the money trail 
leads, they’re involved. Henry Tolling killing himself at Execution Dock, the 
rumours of the ships being slowed and now Sarah Grelsham dead and her 
flat ransacked,” she shook her head, “too many coincidences. Far too many.” 

She was surprised when she heard Col’s rapid-fire excited voice and 
turned to see the gleam in his eyes as he spoke to her. 

“Kammerer’s theory of seriality postulates that all events are connected 
by waves of seriality but we only recognise the peaks of the waves because 
they are the groupings and coincidences. Einstein thought the theory had 
merit. What we think are remarkable coincidences therefore always have a 
theoretical explanation even though we want to explain them in terms of 
supernatural or psychic forces.” 

Manon paused and looked blankly at him. 

“Come again?” 

Drew leant forward and narrowed his eyes at her, speaking quietly. 

“I think he means that most people have an inaccurate view of coinci- 
dence.” 

Whether it was the wine or the hint of mischief in Drew’s eyes Manon 
wasn’t sure, but before she’d thought about what she was doing she’d nar- 
rowed her eyes back at him. 

“Funny you should say that, I was just thinking the same thing.” She 
watched the instant of surprise in his face before it gave way to a broad grin 
and tried to stop smiling back at him. Mai found himself silently watching 
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their little exchange in fascination. 

Danny Tao nodded sagely at Col. “Humans like to find patterns in 
things. It is part of our search for answers. Deepak and the Vedic movement 
believe that everything is predetermined.” 

Col shook with impatience. “But that’s exactly the problem. They ascribe 
the coincidence to supernatural, fatalistic or psychic forces and use it to jus- 
tify everything from ghosts to the existence of God — ” 

Diego’s mouth dropped into a worried moue. “I hope my mother never 
hear you say that, Col man. She keel you. Strangle you weeth her rosary 
beads.” 

Col ignored Diego entirely, still concentrating on Manon. “ — Or they 
insist that the coincidence has to have been the product of a deliberate act 
by an individual or individuals which leads to conspiracy theories.” 

Manon’s face hardened at his tone. “So you’re saying that what I, in my 
hopeless, unmathematical human brain, believe is too much of a coinci- 
dence is actually perfecdy reasonable. That I’m seeing something which isn’t 
there?” 

Col absorbed the hostility, sighed hard and looked rapidly around the 
rest of the table. “Alright. What if I told you that I know at least two of 
you at this table and possibly more have birthdays within two weeks of each 
other.” 

Isabelle’s cut class accent was clipped. 

“You could have looked at our birthdays.” 

“You know I haven’t.” Col looked affronted as Diego nodded. 

“But you could have done.” 

Col stopped for a moment and thought. “Alright then, I want each of you 
to give me your mother’s birthday.” Despite herself Manon was intrigued. 

“Go on then, let’s see if you’re right.” 

Col showed no signs of concern that he had been asked to make good 
on his prediction. Shrugging slightly he pushed his glasses straight and 
looked around each of them, deciding where to start. Eventually he nodded 
at Malcolm. “Just the day and the month, not the year.” 

“Twenty fourth of July.” Col watched as the air in front of Malcolm 
became tinged with yellow. Then the stooped, emphysemic number twen- 
ty-four appeared projected between them before whizzing into place on 
the twisting three-dimensional number line which extended away from him, 
suspended in space across the restaurant. He nodded and looked at Danny. 

“March fifth.” 

“January twelfth.” Tony’s month and number breezed into view as he 
looked across to Isabelle. Col turned towards her too as the calm presence 


130 


of March settled the gregarious number twelve in its blue orbit then flashed 
back into place behind January who was as usual, coldly aloof. 

“November the twenty fifth.” Col was hoping Isabelle hadn’t seen him 
tense slighdy. He didn’t want to be rude, but he hated November with a 
passion. He was a devious bastard, and neon-pink eleven was so flashy. Col 
deliberately didn’t wait for them to settle into line before he turned towards 
K. He’d probably pay for it later, but he didn’t care. K’s rich voice was slow. 

“The sixth of August.” 

Diego smiled at Col. “It’s May eighth, man.” A brilliant green colour 
suffused the air as six and eight combined their respective hues and exuded a 
companionable warmth as May joined them. She was a peacemaker. Always 
had been. When she looked at him Col had a feeling she knew something 
he didn’t. He was sure it was going to be May. He hoped so. Anyone but 
November. Col looked to Manon with confidence and saw her eyes were 
wide. She narrowed them at him for a moment and her voice was uncertain. 

“How did you know? How could you know that?” 

“It’s called The Birthday Paradox. . .and May was looking — ” Col 
stopped in time. The last thing he wanted was Manon calling him a freak 
again. Manon looked into Col’s hazel eyes and wondered what he was going 
to say about May when he’d stopped himself. She wondered what he saw. 
“When is it? Your mother’s birthday?” 

Manon swallowed. Her mother wasn’t something she usually talked 
about and she was surprised how difficult she found it. Almost as difficult as 
knowing her birthday was on the same day as Diego’s mother’s. 

“It was the eighth of May.” 

“Stone me.” Tony’s awed voice rang out and Drew watched him smile as 
he rubbed his chin. Col looked around to see May’s warm smile and tried not 
to smile back as she was between him and Manon. Instead he looked around 
the table. There was neither pride nor accomplishment on his face. 

“The Birthday Paradox is that you only need seven people in a room 
to find two who have birthdays within two weeks of each other. If you 
want to find two people with birthdays on the same day you usually need 
twenty-three.” Twenty-three flashed by him in a whirl of light grey. She was 
always in a hurry to get somewhere. Danny looked curiously at him. 

“This works every time?” 

Col nodded. “Statistically it makes perfect sense, but human beings find 
it inexplicable. Some American woman won the New Jersey lottery twice and 
the papers said the chances were one in seventeen trillion, but it’s more like 
twenty-five per cent in a seven year period. It’s all just perception. If some- 
one believes that something is unlikely then it’s very difficult to persuade 


131 


them that it’s actually statistically likely.” 

Diego clapped his hands. “OK, Col, we try thees again, but now with 
Father’s birthdays.” 

“We can, Diego, but the result won’t be any different. It’s The Birthday 
Paradox.” 

But Diego was determined. “I go first. April fifteen.” He caught K’s eye 
and watched the older man respond. 

“January. The eleventh of January.” Col narrowed his eyes as eleven 
preened himself. Danny smiled and shook his head. 

“January twentieth. That’s nine days.” Diego slapped the table hard. 

“Sheet man. Sheet. Thees ees awesome, Col. I love Birthday Paradox.” 

Col smiled a little uncertainly. “Well it isn’t mine. It’s just statistics.” 
Manon watched Col’s eyes blinking fast behind his spectacles and her voice 
was measured. 

“So I’m just superstitious and what I perceive as coincidence is really my 
own baseless prejudice manifesting itself as psychic intuition?” Col looked 
into Manon’s brown eyes and was momentarily silent. Drew watched Manon 
hold Col in her calm gaze and wondered how Col would react to this glimpse 
of Manon’s ferocious intelligence. 

“Well, yes.” Col saw Manon nod slowly and felt that familiar frustration. 
That he hadn’t said the right thing. But he had absolutely no idea what the 
right thing was. He had told the truth and he wasn’t any good at lying. At 
least she hadn’t shouted at him. In fact her voice was very even as she replied. 

“Alright, Col, I’ll give you that. If you can prove to me what you original- 
ly said. If within seven people I point to here at this table there are two who 
have birthdays within two weeks of each other.” 

Col opened his hands in despair. “I’ve told you, this isn’t my belief, it’s 
a statistical fact.” 

Manon waved his protestations aside with her hand. “Fine, I understand 
that.” She looked at Isabelle next to her and raised her eyebrows. There 
was complete silence other than the crooning of Nat King Cole as Isabelle 
answered. 

“Eleventh of November.” 

Manon’s gaze shifted to Tony and he cleared his throat. “Tenf of Au- 
gust.” She nodded and looked at Col. 

“What about you, Col? When’s your birthday?” 

Col watched the athletic number thirty fidgeting at the enforced inactivi- 
ty. Then ten shoved him out of her way as she shot past en route to the deep 
orange of August. “The sixteenth of February.” 

“Mai?” 
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“Twenty-fifth of March.” 

K was ready with his answer. “April twenty eighth.” 

Drew felt the tension ratchet up again as Manon turned towards him. 

“Drew?” 

“Thirtieth of May.” 

You could have heard a pin drop as Manon turned back to look at Col. 
She raised her eyebrows slowly. 

“Sorry, Col. You lose.” 

“What?” 

“Doesn’t work.” 

“What do you mean it doesn’t work?” 

“My birthday is the fourteenth of December.” There was silence. All the 
numbers and months just stared at him. So did the team. Col swallowed hard 
and then shook his head. 

“That isn’t possible.” 

‘Well it’s just a theory isn’t it?” 

“No. It’s been proven.” 

“Well it’s just been disproved.” Col looked around at the astonished faces 
and felt the panic welling up. May was soothing but he could see November 
was sneering at him. 

“No. It has to work.” 

“But you’ve just seen that it doesn’t. Why can’t you accept it?” She heard 
the tone of Col’s voice rise. 

“Because I know it does. I just know it does.” 

And then Drew realised exactly what she was doing. He watched her 
shake her head gently and frown sympathetically at Col. 

“I guess we all have baseless prejudices.” 

Col looked increasingly agitated. He stood up and glanced around, ap- 
parently at K and Malcolm, but what he was really looking at was the ka- 
leidoscope of months and numbers as he sped down the number line, the 
flashes of bright colour punctuating the pastel and darker shades. He had 
been so convinced that it was warm and he had the taste of mint choco- 
late ice-cream in his mouth that he couldn’t get rid of. Col’s glittering mind 
writhed around the months and numbers and colours swirling away from 
him between the team, looking for the explanation. 

Manon watched his lips moving silently, then he closed his eyes. When 
he opened them they were tormented. She felt slighdy guilty, but he had to 
realise. 

“So? Do you concede?” 

Col’s voice was quiet but forceful as he sat down heavily in his chair. 
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“No. There’s got to be a reason. Something’s wrong.” 

“You’re right, Col. There is something wrong. I lied to you. My birthday 
is four days after Drew’s. But the fact is you believed something was wrong 
even when you were presented with apparently incontrovertible evidence 
that it was correct. And that’s nothing to do with statistics. That’s called gut 
feeling — intuition. If you don’t have that then you aren’t much of a detective 
and I’ve learnt to listen to mine.” 

Isabelle felt a slight shiver as the dulcet grind of Manon’s Welsh lilt con- 
tinued. She hoped to God Col could cope with it. Drew found himself just 
watching her. Michael had called him exceptional. But he was rapidly coming 
to the conclusion that he might have competition. Manon was incredibly 
good, and she’d also had the guts to gamble on there not being a match be- 
fore her lie screwed things up. If he could only help her channel it. Because 
as the advertisement said, power was nothing without control, and he had 
the strong sense that Manon’s life was beyond hers. She was right about in- 
tuition though, his own had saved his life more than once. And the lives of 
at least two of the men at the table. 

Col sat very still. Quietly, he was jubilant. Partly because three was green. 
Minty green against the rich chocolate -brown June. Who was winking at 
him. But mostly because Manon had just given him a compliment bigger and 
more significant than she could possibly understand. When he opened his 
mouth his voice was slow. As if it was picking its way over hot coals. 

“You lied to me.” 

Manon swallowed and Drew discovered he was gritting his teeth as she 
answered. 

“I wanted you to understand — ” They were both enormously relieved 
when a broad smile erupted across Col’s face and he cut her off excitedly. 

‘You think I’ve got intuition? I have haven’t I. There was no mathemat- 
ical basis for that, but I could taste the mint chocolate, gosh. Gosh, that’s 
amazing. I was sure. I was absolutely sure you were wrong. Do you really 
think that was intuition, Manon?” 

It was the last response Manon was expecting. There was something 
in Col’s open, almost child-like eyes and his excitement which touched her. 
That this genius put any store by her opinion somehow meant something. 
Drew heard her voice soften markedly when she replied. 

‘Yes. Yes I think you probably have, Col.” 

“Wow. Gosh. That’s marvellous. Really, really brilliant.” Col beamed 
around at them and folded his arms, making sure November got a good look 
at him before he slunk off to plot more mischief. Drew realised that the last 
time he had seen the atmosphere so harmonious was before Manon arrived. 
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Judging by the look on Col’s face Manon was his new favourite person. But 
Diego’s sulky face indicated he was far from impressed. 

And as the food began to arrive Drew made a mental note to keep half 
an eye on him. 
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TEN 

Hakon watched the door to the limousine open and Li Jian setde into the 
seat next to him. He looked expectandy first at Arvind opposite him and 
then at Hakon. 

“Well?” 

Arvind’s voice was fiat. “Sebastiano says that everything is secure. They 
were only asking about the Ming Ue. But the Englishman we bought the 
company from is causing him concern.” 

Hakon felt himself pressed back in his seat as the big car took off across 
the wet tarmac away from the quayside they’d just disembarked onto. He 
concentrated on Li Jian. “As long as everything is in place for Venlu to 
download the code tonight.” 

Li Jian glanced at Arvind and then looked back sardonically. 

“Sebastiano is reliable.” 

Hakon didn’t miss the inference. That he and Arvind were not reliable. 
Considering how central he had been to setting up the whole thing he found 
himself coldly angry at the suggestion. He allowed his anger to infect his 
voice. 

“We dealt with the journalist. Pedersen will be taken care of. The security 
team aboard have been refused their weapons in Djibouti.” 

“I am more concerned about Laughton MacAllister,” Li Jian sat forward 
and anger pulled his brows hard together, “if Xiang-Lin Chen is there then 
they must be able to protect him. Who controls them? The Americans? Are 
they focussed on Beijing?” 

Hakon clenched his jaw and flicked his eyes to Arvind. “We are investi- 
gating that. They are well connected but they do not seem to be American, 
or British. They are structured for privacy.” Hakon saw the understanding 
in Li Jian’s face. He didn’t expect it to alleviate his worry, and he wasn’t dis- 
appointed. The Chinese sat back against the seat and his voice was clipped. 

“I think it is time they were sent a message.” 

Bracing against the plush leather as the big car made the turn into the 
private air terminal Hakon felt a surge of concern. It was one thing when 
seafarers were killed during hi-jacks, but targeting Laughton’s was a different 
ball game. 

“It would be better to send them the wrong message. I can introduce 
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them to Cheung and Bao Yu at the IMO reception, brief them beforehand 
on the drugs and let them draw their conclusions. As soon as you hurt one 
of them then we merely confirm their suspicions. Distraction, not destruc- 
tion, Jian.” Li Jian pursed his lips. He would do what he chose, and he didn’t 
need Hakon’s blessing. But neither did he need an argument right now. 

“We will allow Venlu to take the code. You ‘distract’ them in the mean- 
time,” the car pulled to a halt and Li Jian turned to him, “naturally we will 
not talk in London.” 

“Naturally.” 

Without another word or even acknowledging Arvind, Li Jian waited for 
the driver to open the door, then climbed from the car and walked across 
to the private jet waiting on the tarmac. Hakon watched him go and felt the 
creeping anger again. Even though Hakon was bound for London too, Li 
Jian hadn’t offered to take him in the jet. He was expected to go to the air- 
port with Arvind and get his scheduled flight with the other catde. 

Between his wife and her posse of minders, sycophants and official cars 
and helicopters, and Li Jian he was getting heartily pissed off. How talentless 
people always seemed to end up being fawned over he didn’t understand. But 
things were going to change. As the limo pulled away again Hakon looked 
up to check the window between them and the driver was securely closed. 
Then he looked at Arvind. 

“Get back to Gyrescom and keep a close eye on Sebastiano. If he has 
fucked up then I don’t want it landing at our door.” 

Arvind stretched his legs out in front of him carefully. 

“The ‘Ndrini know we are reliable in the past. I do not think that Sebas- 
tiano will persuade them otherwise. Anyway, they know they cannot do this 
without us. How will they arrange the hi-jacks without our network?” But he 
knew Hakon well enough to see the man was ratded. And with good reason. 

Arvind Barstad had served Hakon for more than twenty years and never 
asked questions, but that didn’t mean he didn’t know exactly what was going 
on. They’d worked with the ‘Ndrangheta and the Somalis dumping toxic 
waste very successfully ten years ago. But you could never be complacent 
with these people, no matter who you were. Sebastiano may be family, but 
failure still wouldn’t be tolerated. 

It caused Arvind to wonder afresh about Li Jian. Being a Puppet Master 
took balls: putting something like this together, taking on Cheung and steal- 
ing Triad drug cargoes took major cojones. But each time he met the man he 
was less impressed by him. He seemed too effete, to dilettante to conceive 
something of this complexity and completely lacking the necessary steel to 
see it through. He found it surprising that he had even managed to get the 
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“Ndrangheta for partners. Hakon muttered as he looked out of the rain- 
streaked window. 

“We need to shut down the syndicate. I don’t want any activity to alert 
Laughton MacAllister.” He didn’t want to say that Li Jian had instructed him 
to do so. Even though making money from the syndicate had been part of 
his cut, the loss of Henry Tolling and its potential implications meant he was 
in no position to argue. 

“Are you to be compensated?” Arvind raised his eyebrows and watched 
Hakon shrug. 

“We still have a percentage from the sale of the drugs.” 

“But if the new intelligence centre in the Seychelles is about to launch, 
we will be under more scrutiny,” Arvind looked at his grey fingernails, “and 
Laughton MacAllister may be an issue. I think they are far more than insur- 
ance investigators.” 

“Of course they are, I know that,” Hakon waved his hand dismissively. 
“But this will be academic soon anyway. Once Venlu has that code we are in 
the final stage.” 

“Maybe we should stop relying on Li Jian reporting to the ‘Ndrini. Go 
direct?” 

“As long as we can keep Laughton MacAllister quiet a little longer Che- 
ung will be gone, and I will be in control of HCL.” Hakon smiled slightly at 
Arvind. “Then the piracy stops, and there is nothing for them to investigate 
any longer.” 

When Mai had taken Manon by the hand and led her to the dance floor 
she’d been so surprised she hadn’t had time to object. There were a variety 
of thing she could have said, most of them offensive, but the most impor- 
tant she was too embarrassed to admit. Namely that she had no idea how 
to actually dance with anyone the way she could see the other couples were. 
When Mai pulled her into his arms and looked down at her she was surprised 
to hear a note of understanding in his voice. 

“I’m good enough for both of us.” 

It didn’t stop her frowning hard at him. 

“I don’t do this kind of dancing.” 

He sighed and shook his head, taking her wrist and wrapping her arm 
around his neck. “Be grateful I’m not Drew. He steps on your feet. And 
when you have Drew on your foot you truly have someone on your foot.” 
Manon smiled slightly as she allowed Malcolm to sway her to the music. It 
was just putting one foot next to the other. Nothing too taxing. So she re- 
laxed a bit. Raising her chin she took in Mai’s familiar face. 
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“How do you know him?” 

“Drew? Oh we go a long way back. All the way. To the dim and distant 
mists of time.” 

“So you knew him before you knew Terri?” 

Mai’s eyes scanned the dance floor as he replied. “Yes,” he didn’t elabo- 
rate but suddenly spun them around and then looked hard at her, “that was 
quite impressive with Col.” 

Manon was immediately on the offensive. “He’s the one who said I was 
prejudiced.” 

“Credit where credit’s due, there aren’t that many people who can wrong- 
foot Col.” 

“I didn’t do it to upset him.” 

She frowned suspiciously at him and wished she could work him out. 

“But you didn’t really care if you did.” 

“I thought it was necessary. And don’t tell me you’ve spent your life 
worrying about the consequences?” 

“No. I haven’t. But I know most people do so I appreciate your ruth- 
lessness.” 

She felt a stab of hurt and looked back into his clever green eyes, her 
voice harsh. 

“Don’t believe everything you read.” 

Mai saw a vulnerability he hadn’t expected. For some reason it reminded 
him of Drew. 

“I don’t. Nothing they’ve ever written about me was true — ” Mai thought 
for a moment “ — okay, the thing about the hash and the donkey was true.” 
He looked naughtily at her and she gave him a throaty laugh. 

Mai tightened his arm around her waist and thought that she was the 
sexiest girl he’d held in his arms for a very long time. Beautiful too. But it 
was deeper than that. He had the oddest feeling of connection with her. Mai 
suddenly understood exactly why she was getting to Drew. 

“That’s a valleys accent isn’t it? Have you always lived there?” 

“Since I was about ten, until I started my training.” 

“You should come north and see the real Wales. Proper mountains, 
lakes.. .We’ve got a place up there with some wonderful scenery.” 

“I know. Crynant Hall.” 

‘You know it?” 

She knew part of it very well. It had been one of the Crynant Estate 
cottages she’d rented for those couple of months hiding from the media. At 
the time she’d never imagined she’d be dancing with the man who owned 
it. Or rather who would own it one day. “Stayed in a cottage there actually.” 
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“Really? Which one?” Mai caught a glittering in her eyes and realised they 
seemed to have iridescent flecks in them. 

“Hendyjr Escob.” 

“Ah, the Bishop’s House. Did you go to the waterfall?” 

She had. Every day. But she wasn’t telling him that. 

“Once, I think.” 

He knew she was lying to him, but there was something about this girl he 
just responded to. And she had natural rhythm. 

“Drew’s right. We could do with you sticking around.” As Mai turned 
them Manon caught sight of Diego standing at the side of the dance floor. 
She raised her eyebrows. 

“I don’t think Diego would agree.” 

“Let Drew deal with Diego. That’s his problem.” 

“Drew thinks I’m the problem.” 

“Are you?” 

She shrugged and wondered what Diego was doing with his phone at 
the bar behind them. She was about to reply when she saw him hold it sus- 
piciously close to the little diamante purse of a statuesque blonde wearing 
a matching diamante strewn sheath dress. Mai watched her eyes focussing 
behind him and let go of her, turning around to follow her gaze. 

“What?” 

“Diego. He’s... I don’t know..” Then she suddenly remembered the RFID 
scanner. She immediately let go of Mai and marched across the dance floor, 
and kept going, straight up to Diego. What made Drew look up from his 
conversation with Tony he had no idea but it was in time to see Manon arrive 
at the bar in spades. Diego looked up too, but a split second too late. 

The blonde turned slightly as Manon issued a vicious chop to Diego’s 
wrist, the phone dropping out of his hand onto the floor. As Diego’s other 
hand balled into a fist and headed for the side of her face Manon blocked 
it with her forearm and then grabbed it, twisting it up painfully behind him 
as he screamed out, and kneeing him viciously in the back of his legs so he 
sagged and staggered helplessly, almost knocking over the blonde. 

“Me cago en la madre que te pariol Fuck off, fuck off, you beetch.” 

“You fucking low-life, Diego. You’re stealing credit card numbers aren’t 
you?” Diego struggled in her grip but he couldn’t shake her off. He let out a 
tirade of Spanish filth as people began to back away from them. The blonde 
was looking at the state of her expensive dress now liberally spattered with 
her cocktail. 

“What the fuck? Look at this — ” 

In a second Drew was next to Manon, and Tony behind Diego. Drew’s 
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voice brooked no argument. 

“Let him go. Now” 

“What? So he can go and rip someone else off? He’s a thief and he needs 
to be banged up.” She stared defiandy at Drew for a moment and he hoped 
to God he wasn’t going to have to get physical with her. Quite aside from 
anything else she looked like she’d take some concentration to deal with. But 
then she suddenly pushed Diego roughly away from her and he staggered 
slightly. He immediately turned around to her in fury only to find the very 
solid Tony running interference. But it didn’t stop him shouting at her. 

“Eef you damage that phone I keel you. You fucking beetch.” 

“Yeah, fucking sue me, you dago twat.” As she turned on her heel and 
marched towards the table she knew Drew was right behind her. Grabbing 
up her jacket and handbag from the back of the chair she ignored K, Isa- 
belle, Col and Danny and was about to make for the exit when Drew walked 
around in front of her. 

“Just hold your bloody horses a minute.” 

“Why don’t you do something about him? He’s a public fucking menace 
and all you lot do is encourage him. I’m not going to be a part of it any 
fucking longer.” 

Before Drew could say anything she pushed past him and headed for 
the door. Drew opened his mouth at her retreating back as Diego appeared 
in front of him. 

“I weel not work in the same office weeth that beetch no more. She try 
to break my fucking arm.” 

Drew raised his eyebrows. “Were you nicking credit card numbers?” 

Diego looked outraged. “I was testing out scanner. I steal nothing, nada. 
Eef she break my arm I cannot type and then I sue Miguel.” Drew sighed. 
It could be six months earlier. Diego was almost hysterical with rage and 
hurt pride. The last thing he needed was to be back to square one with him. 

“Alright, I’ll speak to her — ” 

“Shee ees stupid peeg, all police are stupid. We do not need her and you 
should get her to fuck off,” as Diego’s voice rose Drew was silent. From her 
vantage point at the table Isabelle knew he was losing his patience. “Shee 
need to go back to the Fraud Squad and play with the leede people. Shee ees 
not smart enough to be weeth us.. .she ees not in our class.” Drew’s eyes were 
arctic as he looked back at Diego. 

“Well she got you, mate.” 

There was a moment of silence as Diego looked at Drew in shock. Then 
it turned to fury and without a word he too turned on his heel and walked 
quickly away. Drew watched Diego storm out. He sighed and turned around 
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again back to the unfolding scene at the bar. The statuesque blonde and her 
party were still wiping each other down. At the very least this was going 
to cost him a round of drinks. Possibly dinner for the lot of them. He felt 
Danny and Isabelle had appeared at his shoulder. Danny’s voice was serene 
as always. 

“If only we could give our wisdom to the young ones. But they must 
experience to learn.” 

“If you’ve got any advice then I’m in the market.” 

Danny smiled at Drew and shook his head. “I must go to meet my HCL 
friend. I will let you know what I learn.” Isabelle leant forward for Danny 
to kiss her cheek. 

“Take care, Danny, won’t you.” 

“I will be fine.” 

Isabelle watched Danny weave his way through the tables and then 
turned to look at Drew. She sighed as she reached up to kiss him on his 
cheek. 

“Well, goodnight, boss. I’m going home to watch some shit on the tel- 
evision. Quite an evening by the way. It had everything: theft, racial slurs, 
physical violence, genius-baiting — ” 

“You forgot journalists chopped into fish bait.” 

Isabelle looked back at Drew and nudged him. 

“Tomorrow’s another day. Forget this one.” 

Sebastiano sat in his darkened office and watched the cursor blink at 
him. His eyes flicked to the big digital clock on the wall to his right and 
worked out the time difference. He had no intention of leaving until this 
was done, but the tension was beginning to get to him. He stared back at the 
screen in front of him. Everything in the network was quiet and secure, just 
as it should be. He’d spent a lot of time and effort malting sure no one could 
get in. But now it was essential that someone did and that they quickly and 
easily accessed what they needed to, when they needed to. 

Sitting back in his chair he rotated his neck and deliberately tried to re- 
lax. He really needed a cigarette but he couldn’t leave now. The sight of the 
cigarettes on the desk tensed him up again so when the door opened and 
Leonard Whitney appeared Sebastiano jumped and swore at him in Italian. 

“Pompinaio. What do you want?” 

Leonard cleared his throat and swallowed hard. He raised his chin but 
one look at Sebastiano ’s anger and disdain stopped him in his tracks. He had 
decided to tackle Sebastiano while Arvind was away. But now he was begin- 
ning to think he’d picked the wrong one to confront. 
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“I’m going to be out tomorrow morning,” Sebastiano shrugged and 
looked back at the screen. Leonard clenched his jaw and steeled himself. “We 
need to talk about what happened the other day.” Sebastiano didn’t look up. 

“No. We do not.” 

Taking a couple of paces into the room Leonard tried to force the hor- 
rific images of Sarah Grelsham’s mangled hand out of his mind. 

“Who was that woman? What’s going on, Sebastiano?” When Sebas- 
tiano continued to stare at the screen Leonard’s voice rose. “Look, this is 
my company, I founded it and no matter how much money you invest in it 
I am not going to sit by and watch you turn my dispatch area into a torture 
chamber. I want an explanation and I want it now.” There was no response. 
So Leonard played his last card. “I know it’s got something to do with the 
code you’re writing.” 

In a second Sebastiano had leapt from his chair and rounded the desk. 
Leonard took a step back and almost overbalanced as the Italian walked 
quickly up to him and looked hard into his eyes. His aftershave was sickly 
and overpowering. 

“What about the code?” 

Leonard’s mouth worked but nothing came out. Sebastiano’s eyes nar- 
rowed and he suddenly slapped Leonard hard in the shoulder. Shocked, 
Leonard frowned hard in horror. 

“Wha — Don’t you push me.” But Sebastiano could see the fear in his 
face. He raised his eyebrows and shoved him again, harder this time and 
Leonard began to back away. Sebastiano followed him. 

“Nessuno me lo ficca in culo. No one fucks with me. What do you know 
about the code?” Leonard was almost at the door and he looked around to 
check his means of escape. Sebastiano suddenly pushed him up against the 
wall and slapped him hard around the face. This time Leonard cried out. 
“JESUS!” 

“You know nothing. You have no balls. You are a leetle piss of a man. 
Now fuck off and keep your mouth shut.” 

Leonard tried to control his shaking. Sebastiano lifted his hand to slap 
Leonard again and he winced. Sebastiano sneered nastily and instead took 
the older man’s cheek in his hand and patted it gently. 

“Sticchin. You are a pussy, Leonard,” he heard a metallic shrill from the 
PC behind him and immediately turned and headed back to the desk. Sitting 
down he concentrated hard and without looking up he shouted at Leon- 
ard. “FUCK OFF. NOW” His peripheral vision saw Leonard stagger out 
of the door but Sebastiano was busy watching the cyber-guest step over his 
threshold. There was a pause as a series of black dots appeared and Sebas- 
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tiano’s system confirmed the password entered was correct. Then the doors 
opened. In a moment he had notification the download had begun. And 
within three minutes it was all over. 

In the silence Sebastiano watched the guest close out of the secure 
area, terminate the connection and disappear into the ether. He checked 
everything once more just to be sure and then smiled. Picking up the phone 
he dialled Li Jian. At least he was on the same time zone for a change. 

“Yes? Is it done?” 

“All done. He has the payload safely. What did the girl say?” 

Jian watched Cheung Fei and his wife Bao Yu across the extravagant 
reception room speaking to the Liberian Ambassador. “The files are with a 
Kreller Jonas Captain. Hakon and his man are to get them.” 

Sebastiano narrowed his eyes. “They do not suspect they are not dealing 
with “Ndrangheta?” 

Li Jian was measured. “No, there is no reason for them to. But ensure 
you continue to monitor them. I do not want any trouble before Cheung is 
removed.” 

Sebastiano suddenly sat forward and clicked open a log on his PC. “Si, I 
monitor everything. And today I find email to Danny Tao from HCL server.” 

The low chatter around him receded as Li Jian felt his stomach drop. 
“Xiang-Lin Chen? Who is in contact with him?” Sebastiano peered at the 
screen. 

“Chen Li. HCL director. You know him? I forward eet to you now. Hee 
meet Danny Tao tonight.” In the silence Li Jian clamped down on the fury. 
Chen Li was like another father to Bao Yu. At all costs, the prospect of he 
and Danny Tao in the same room must be avoided. He had promised Hakon 
he’d wait until Venlu had the code. He’d done that. Now it was time to deal 
with Laughton MacAllister. He swallowed and his voice was terse as he is- 
sued his instructions. 

“Block anything from that email address and monitor his phone too.” 

Sebastiano nodded idly, then he remembered Leonard Whitney. “Thees 
Whitney guy, he ees become a ball ache.” 

Li Jian frowned. If he was going to ask for a hit on Laughton MacAllister 
then Leonard Whitney would have to wait. 

“Do nothing. But keep me informed.” Sebastiano picked up his packet 
of cigarettes and put one in his mouth as he listened, “I have the investiga- 
tors to deal with first.” 

Leonard Whitney almost ran the short distance to his office, fell against 
the door and went straight to the cupboard. Tearing it open he grabbed out 
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the bottle of scotch and took a long draught. Wiping his mouth he put the 
bottle on his desk and leant his hands on it and closed his eyes. He couldn’t 
stop the shaking. When he felt a hand grab for his balls he shouted in terror 
and twisted around, almost knocking over Holly the receptionist. Her eyes 
widened at him. 

“Sorry, lover, thought you might like me on the desk seeing as we’re the 
last ones here.” 

He leant back against the desk and ran a shaking hand across his mouth. 

“No — no, I just... I just need to — ” Holly stepped forward and reached 
for Leonard’s belt. She was plump and heavily made up and gave a particu- 
larly good blow job, but he couldn’t look at her. Taking her hands he pushed 
them away from him. “No, Holly, not now.” 

Her face crumpled and she frowned hard, then it cleared and she began 
to kneel down. “I know what’ll get you in the mood.” 

“For Christ’s sake, NO.” He grabbed the surprised girl by her arms and 
she staggered back as he pushed her away. There was something in his face 
she didn’t like. Her voice was angry but scared. 

“Fine. I’m going home then.” 

Leonard tried to say something but he was so tense his jaw wouldn’t 
work. When he heard the door close quiedy behind Holly he looked around 
at the silence. But he could still hear Sarah Grelsham begging. See her bat- 
tered face and the panic in her eye. Sebastiano was right. He was a pussy. 
A greedy pussy. And now he was utterly trapped. Then the whisky and the 
shame blurred into a red haze and he sank to his haunches against the desk 
and shook with misery. 

Drew watched Isabelle walk away from him and turned back towards the 
bar. He noticed that Mai was already in amongst it, calming down the men 
who were with the blonde. Drew saw her look up at him as he approached. 

“Really sorry about that. Can’t take this lot anywhere. You okay?” The 
anger on her face evened out as she looked him up and down. 

“I’ll live. I don’t think this dress will though.” 

She had an upper class English drawl, and Drew had the feeling he 
should recognise her. The blonde of her long hair was expensive and he had 
no doubt her dress was too, but there was an earthiness and a physicality to 
her. She was unusually tall, although the silver high-heels exaggerated it, and 
the mini-dress showed off her well toned legs and thighs and the straight- 
ness of her back. It was difficult to tell what colour her eyes were, but they 
were light and her skin was good. Unfortunately her chin was wide and her 
face fractionally too long. She was just the wrong side of beautiful. Not that 
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Drew was bothered by that. He concentrated on the pink stain on her dress 
and thought it looked like a map of Japan. 

“Depends how fast you can get it off and washed I reckon.” 

Her rejoinder was immediate. 

“Are you asking me to take my dress off?” 

Drew looked at the challenge in her face and knew right off the bat she 
was going to be a handful. He had a suspicion she was coked up. He gave 
her a slow smile and injected what he hoped was the correct amount of 
encouragement into his voice. 

“Unless you want some help?” She smiled slowly back and opened her 
mouth to speak when Malcolm appeared next to them and put his arm 
around her shoulder. 

“I have to get going, I’ve got a flight but say hi to Jess will you?” 

“Yes, will do.” 

It was clear Malcolm knew her fairly well. He looked up at Drew and 
then back to her. 

“Have you two been introduced?” 

“No. But he wants to take my dress off.” 

Mai nodded sagely. “Sensible fellow.” The girl held out her hand. 

“I’m Luce.” 

Drew took it and grasped it. 

“Would a drink make you any looser?” 

She snorted with laughter and nodded. “Vodka. A triple.” 

“No worries.” 

Drew walked the few steps to the bar and leant on it as Luce turned to 
the men she’d arrived with. Mai followed and looked wryly at him. “I hope 
you’re feeling energetic, old boy. Snow White’s a three-day eventer. Thighs 
like titanium. I had a weekend with her older sister a few years back and if 
she’s anything similar watch out. Jessamy was a crack addict though, loved 
back-door.” 

Drew shook his head and sucked at his teeth. “See that’s your problem, 
Mai. You’re just an incurable romantic.” 

Mai raised his eyebrows pointedly. “She’s shovelled so much coke up her 
nose I’m amazed she’s still got one, so she’ll go all night.” Drew ordered the 
vodka and looked back at Mai. 

“Sounds like my kind of girl.” Malcolm straightened up. 

“Right, well. I’m off.” 

“Safe flight, mate...” Drew hesitated and Mai frowned. 

“I’ll let you know — ” Drew cut him off with a nod and Mai nodded 
back, laying his hand briefly on Drew’s shoulder. He watched Mai head off 
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out of the restaurant and collected the vodka. He was oddly on edge. As if 
Manon and Diego weren’t bad enough now he had Caz on his mind too. 

Drew walked across and Luce took the vodka from him, stepping in 
close so he could feel her firm, high breasts against him. Now he’d been 
given the heads up Drew could see she was flying. She drank the vodka down 
in one go and then suddenly threw the glass in the air. Drew’s hand shot out 
and caught it as she reached her arms around his neck. He felt her fingers in 
the short hair above his collar. 

“I don’t even know your name.” 

“Drew.” 

“You’re an Aussie?” 

“True blue.” 

“Does that mean you’re good down under?” 

Drew handed the glass to a passing waiter and then ran his hands over 
her taut backside, pulling her against him. “Take me home and I’ll show you 
how good.” 

She suddenly kissed him hard and he was momentarily surprised by the 
strength of her. But then, that was coke for you. Drew kissed her back and 
suspected he was in for a memorable night. 

It turned out to be unforgettable. 

But for entirely different reasons. 
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ELEVEN 


Manon took a deep breath and pulled her thin suit jacket around her as she 
crossed the Vauxhall Bridge Road. She heard a couple of lads in a pimped- 
up Peugeot hot hatch screech away from the lights towards her and deliber- 
ately dawdled across the road. She’d had just about enough of cocky, dickless 
twats. 

She heard them shout something out of the window and the rush of air 
that told her they’d only just missed her and turned around shouting a stream 
of obscenities at them. It made her feel slightly better. 

More used to Tequila these days, and plenty of it, Manon found herself 
surprised at the effect of the wine she’d drunk. She was controlled, angry, 
but mildly euphoric. It wasn’t as intense as the manic, abandoned high of 
the first few shots of Tequila but equally it didn’t seem to be followed so 
immediately by the blackness and self-loathing. 

As usual she’d promised herself a cab every hundred yards since she’d 
stormed out of the restaurant. And, just as predictably, she’d walked virtually 
all the way home. She could hear Malcolm telling her she was ruthless and 
the look in Drew Rydstrom’s eyes when he’d tried to stop her leaving. But 
more than anything she could hear Johnny Makin telling her that she held 
her future with Greg in her hands. 

As she turned right she caught the wind rushing back off the river. It was 
so cold it made her catch her breath and turn her head slightly away from it. 
If she hadn’t then she may well have missed the man behind her suddenly 
look at his feet. The blur of the alcohol receded as the adrenalin took over. 
Manon was suddenly aware of the skin on her shoulders: she could feel it 
prickling in anticipation of hands. Her throat closed slightly too. 

A kaleidoscope of images assailed her. Garrotted, strangled, dismem- 
bered, torched, bloated. And Sarah Grelsham, nothing more than a finger. 
Manon Wyn Roberts had seen too many average, happy women violated and 
destroyed to have any illusions that for some cosmically ordained reason it 
couldn’t happen to her. 

Confronted by a threatening suspect or when squaring up to someone 
who needed a thumping Manon was pretty handy. But surprise attacks were 
by their nature unpredictable. She knew what to do if she was attacked, but it 
wasn’t whether you could defend yourself, it was whether you could do what 
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you needed to do fast enough when the terror kicked in. 

She picked up the pace and pulled her handbag around in front of her, 
dipping her hand in and feeling for her phone. As she felt the reassuring 
weight she decided to risk a quick look behind her and realised the man she’d 
seen was no longer in sight. She relaxed slightly. Fairplay, it had been a shitty 
day and she had a right to feel on edge. It wasn’t as if she was the nervous 
type. But though she couldn’t see or hear anyone behind her as she walked 
around the corner into her own street, she couldn’t shake the sense of threat. 
Manon felt in her bag for her keys, turning up the path and mounting the 
couple of round edged steps up to the wide front door. 

It was just as she put the key in the door that he grabbed her. 

“Hiya, heartbreaker. How are things in the Valleys?” 

One look at those mean little eyes and the stained brown mouth was 
enough to bring it all flooding back. Bradley Veaton was the lowest of the 
scumbag tabloid hacks. He’d broken the original story and then crucified her 
day after day. She turned away but he grabbed at her arm. 

“Whoa, hold on there. I need a chat with you.” 

She dragged her arm away from him. “Don’t you fucking touch me, you 
piece of filth.” 

Bradley Veaton’s voice was suddenly harder. “Alright then, I won’t touch 
you if you tell me why you were having lunch with Johnny Makin.” Manon 
was suddenly still. The full import of what he’d just said hitting home. She 
narrowed her eyes and he leant his face closer to hers. “Just because you 
aren’t on the front page every day any more don’t think I’m not keeping an 
eye on you. How is Greg by the way?” 

She felt the sickness and the fear rising in bilious waves from her stom- 
ach and she turned her face away from him. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Ahh, come on, Manon, we all know you two are lying low. I’m not going 
to forget about you and neither is anyone who wants to sell a paper. Are you 
sleeping better now? That light’s on late most nights isn’t it?” She felt the 
chill run through her as she realised how naive she’d been. To think that this 
was anywhere approaching over. She swallowed hard and couldn’t keep the 
fear out of her eyes. 

Bradley Veaton watched it and rejoiced. She was guilty as hell and he 
could see it. How they’d managed to evade him and the telephoto lenses this 
time he couldn’t understand, but he could see by the look on her face that 
they were still fucking. And when he delivered Greg Hart’s nuts on a platter 
it would be his swansong. He had a final payment to make on a long standing 
debt and, though she didn’t realise it, Manon Wyn Roberts was his guarantor. 
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He leant closer to her and relished the tension he could see it was pro- 
voking. Then he watched as she made an effort to pull herself together and 
stood up straighter. 

“You can look as much as you like, toss-chops, there’s nothing to find. 
Greg and I are finished. You can consider that a job well done.” 

Bradley Veaton raised his eyebrows in genuine surprise. “So this is our 
fault is it?” 

“Oh fuck off, you know you caused this.” 

He leant his stale breath close to her and his voice was twisted with the 
usual synthetic loathing that he and the other tabloid hacks manufactured 
for their copy. 

“You caused this, Manon. What had Stella ever done to you? Eh?” She 
tried to turn away from him but he leant against her front door. His shrewd 
eyes dug into her. “No, come on.. .what made you decide to destroy her life? 
That she was so successful? That everyone loved her? That she was pregnant 
with his baby?” As the words evaporated into the cold night air Manon and 
Bradley Veaton stared at each other. When he spoke again his voice was 
measured. “Did you know that today should have been the day she gave 
birth?” 

Manon wanted desperately to shove him off the step but she couldn’t 
seem to move. She could see Stella screaming at her on her previous door- 
step and the cameras and the noise as the car sped off up the street. It was a 
creeping, terrifying paralysis. Her voice was shaky. 

“I don’t know what you expect to get out of me, but whatever it is, you’re 
going to be disappointed.” 

“I’m more interested in what Johnny Makin got out of you, Blodwen. 
A new statement maybe? A confession?” He was sure he saw a flicker of 
something in her eyes as he said it. So he continued sofdy. “Do you know 
what they’ll do to you inside? What they do to coppers?” Manon swallowed 
involuntarily. “And the screws won’t help you any. Everyone loved Stella 
Sevigny. Most of the girls in Holloway wanted to be her or sleep with her.” 

Manon started fumbling for her key in her bag and Veaton raised his 
eyebrows. 

“Look what they did to the bastard footballer who thumped her and left 
her at the altar? It finished him. When she got the breast cancer they wrote 
to her in their hundreds of thousands. And when she married Greg Hart I 
saw hacks piping their eyes they were so pleased she’d finally had a bit of 
luck.” 

Manon scraped the key across the lock as she attempted to open the 
door. She wasn’t entirely sure how much more of this she could take. 
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“And that baby.” 

Manon finally got the door open and tried to dart inside but Bradley Vea- 
ton had put his foot inside way too many doors to be caught out. As Manon 
tried to shut it she found herself nose to nose with him and her voice was 
uncharacteristically shrill. 

“Get OUT.” She started kicking viciously at Veaton’s foot and he smiled 
nastily. 

“Think about it, Manon. Is he worth it? Because the state you’ll be in 
when you get out I doubt he or anyone else is going to want you.” She man- 
aged to shove him out of the way and slammed the door. But his voice still 
echoed through the wood. 

“What do you feel when you look at those last pictures of Stella Sevigny? 
Do you blame yourself for her suicide? Do you feel responsible for the loss 
of Stella’s innocent baby? How does your father feel about you disgracing 
the family name?” 

He threw the words at the door but he wasn’t really expecting an answer. 
The look on her face had told him all he wanted to know. She’d been asked 
to take the fall for Greg and he was fairly sure she was seriously considering 
it. That information alone represented a valuable down payment. Christ she 
was a hard bitch though. Bradley Veaton wiped a dewdrop off the end of 
his nose as he turned away from the front door of the flats and headed back 
down the path, his copy already written in his mind. 

Manon leant back against the door of her flat and looked around the 
messy sitting room. She needed a drink. Badly. It took her a minute or two 
of searching through the kitchen to remember that she didn’t have anything. 
And there was no way she was leaving the flat again with Bradley Veaton 
around. She shook her head wearily and collapsed onto the sofa, but she 
couldn’t settle. 

Her mind chuntered over where she might have some alcohol in the flat 
that she’d forgotten about. It was unlikely: it was a small flat and she had a 
big thirst. Then she remembered the botde of Ouzo that her landlord had 
given her the day she moved in. Fishing around in the kitchen cupboard she 
found the bottle intact and broke the seal. Grabbing a glass out of the pile of 
dishes in the sink and rinsing it out briefly she slopped the Ouzo into it and 
took a swig. It was every bit as bad as she expected. But the second mouthful 
wasn’t quite so nauseating. 

By the fifth she was coming up again and waited to recapture the anger. 
The protective fury that had kept her going for six months. Hating everyone 
and everything had proved a convenient distraction. But now she had a deci- 
sion to make. She realised that there wasn’t a person in the world she could 
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ask advice from. No one who didn’t have a vested interest in the outcome. 
As she closed her eyes and forced down another mouthful of Ouzo she 
realised it was doing a very good job. 

So much so that she missed the exit for fury, and headed straight on for 
oblivion. 

The noise of Chinese chatter was strangely soothing, as was the fra- 
grant green tea. Danny looked up again at the door and then glanced at his 
watch. Li was late. He decided to call and check he was still coming but as 
he pressed at his phone nothing happened. Sighing he realised that he hadn’t 
put it onto charge at the office. He shook his head and wondered if he had 
his charger in his bag but a brief search turned up only the connector with- 
out the plug attachment. Fortunately he had his laptop. It wouldn’t be as fast 
but at least he could get a charge from that for the phone. He didn’t need 
much: just enough to switch it on so he could send a text. 

He took another sip of his tea and listened to the couple next to him. 
They were talking about what she could buy his mother for her birthday and 
he wasn’t being helpful. The kind of domestic minutiae that seemed so banal 
until you didn’t have it anymore. It made him sad, but just to be somewhere 
listening to Mandarin being spoken was a comfort. 

The restaurant was small, basic and traditional just off Macclesfield 
Street with simple wooden tables and chairs and a clientele free of tourists. 
He was sitting only a few minutes’ walk from Piccadilly Circus but you could 
be forgiven for thinking it was Kowloon. That smelly, noisy place Danny 
had been born. 

His Hong Kong Chinese family had scratched a living but Danny had 
that rare talent for turning hard work into money. Always entrepreneurial 
Danny Xiang- Lin Chen Tao was running street barrows by the time he was 
eight and by twenty-one had made his first few million. After that the mon- 
ey had seemed to make itself and as his empire grew it had encompassed 
everything from manufacturing to hotels to utilities and major civil engineer- 
ing projects. Ironically the financial trading was one of the smaller parts of 
the group. But together with the IT business it had attracted party interest. 
When he had been instructed to employ several ‘good men’ to run things 
he’d had little choice. 

Danny had meditated long and hard on the course that events had taken 
and come to the conclusion that he had been ultimately powerless to influ- 
ence the outcome. The only thing he could have done differently was to call 
SKD earlier and ask them to get him out. And made sure that Hui Zong had 
gone too. It was the greatest regret of his life that he had let her persuade 
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him to leave her behind. 

It had been almost a year since he’d had his last sight of China from that 
speeding boat. Since then he’d lived a half-life and not just because he felt 
like half a man without Zong. The party wanted him eliminated and its ten- 
tacles extended far beyond its borders. So even though Drew and Malcolm 
had successfully got him out, and the UK offered him sanctuary, there was 
always a fear. As a result Danny had largely avoided the kind of places where 
Chinese congregated. But now, sipping his green tea he realised that he had 
missed the sights and sounds of home more than he’d cared to admit. 

Replacing his small tea-cup Danny noticed the phone spring into life 
next to him. Glancing across at it he caught a Chinese man at the other side 
of the restaurant looking at him. Before Danny could nod or smile a greet- 
ing he looked away back at the newspaper on the table between him and his 
companion. They didn’t appear to be speaking to each other, just staring at 
the newspaper. 

The man who had been looking at him was overweight, his cheap beige 
suit straining under his arms. The other man was thinner and younger with 
the same cheap-looking suit. There was nothing particularly unusual about 
them but for some reason Danny felt his hackles rise. He recalled Manon’s 
eloquent description of intuition. Like her he had learnt to listen to his. 

Picking up his bag he pushed the laptop back into it and stood up, col- 
lecting his phone from the table. He could feel the adrenalin begin to rush 
as he saw the thinner Chinese look at him out of the corner of his eye. He 
realised that the two men hadn’t exchanged a word. Danny keyed in the PIN 
number on his phone and it began booting up, looking for a signal. 

There was still no sign of Li and the phone was taking its time to find 
the network. Looking around he saw the sign for the Gents and followed the 
arrow, pushing through the painted swing door and descending past the heat 
and noise of the kitchen down a slippery narrow staircase. 

The bathroom was small and dirty with only one stall and a row of two 
urinals and a sink on the wall opposite. Danny pushed at the door of the stall 
but although it wasn’t locked it was jamming on something. It looked like the 
cleaner had commandeered it to store cleaning materials. Sighing he turned 
away and felt his phone vibrate as it found the network and downloaded the 
latest email. Now he had signal he decided to try and call Li. He pulled up 
his contacts and found Li’s number. 

Standing alone in the bathroom Danny waited for the call to connect, 
the muffled sounds of chairs and talking and moving feet above him. He 
wondered if the two men in the restaurant would be there when he got back. 
He was still lost in thought when he heard Li’s phone begin to ring. After 
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three rings the man still hadn’t picked up. Danny’s phone continued its silent 
sync with the server, pulling down all the data it had missed while offline as 
he waited for Li to answer. But instead he heard another ringing, far louder. 
After an instant of confusion he realised that it was coming from behind the 
door of the stall. 

With the phone still at his ear he listened to the asymmetric ringing of 
his call and the phone behind the stall door. Part of him was rapidly coming 
to the conclusion that he should get out of there. But his legs seemed to be 
moving of their own volition. 

He swallowed and shoved at the door. Then again slightly harder. This 
time he moved something on the other side. The phone inside continued to 
ring. Putting his fingers around the edge and his shoulder against it Danny 
hurled himself at the door and it finally gave, swinging back and slamming 
hard against its hinges as something big and heavy fell out and rolled onto 
Danny’s feet. 

Liquid sprayed him. For a moment he thought he’d knocked over a 
bottle of cleaning fluid. Then he registered it was blood. And it seemed 
to be everywhere. Recoiling in horror from his friend’s corpse Danny flat- 
tened himself against the wall as he looked down into the wide staring eyes 
of Chen Li, his face spattered with blood pouring from the gaping wound 
across his throat. 

Danny’s phone finally downloaded the last of its data and beeped at him 
that he had text messages and he almost shouted in fear. With shaking hands 
he looked at the screen. 

The first message read: ‘Missed call, Chen U’. 

The second was a text from the same number. It was just one word. 

Drew reflected that Malcolm had been absolutely correct about the 
thighs. There was nothing delicate about Snow White. Sturdy would be a 
better description; not that there was an ounce of spare fat on Luce, she was 
very toned, but large limbed with a backside honed by years in the saddle. 
And the two sausages of coke she’d polished off soon after they’d arrived 
at her eye-wateringly expensive flat around the corner from the Langham 
Hotel had made her insatiable. 

For Drew, on that particular night she was ideal, and the feeling was 
mutual. It was rare for Luce to find a man able to lift and manipulate her so 
effortlessly and there was nothing she liked better than some rough stuff. 
The combination of her physical strength and the effects of the Colombian 
marching powder meant Drew didn’t have to worry about being gentle with 
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her the way he usually did. In fact at times it had felt almost gladiatorial. 

She’d certainly taken to upside down cunnilingus with gusto. Which was 
a bloody good job considering how long she was lasting. Drew was used to 
women being surprised when they found themselves lifted onto his face, 
rather than watching him disappear down the bed. But he’d never heard a 
complaint yet. Shouting, but no complaints. He was clearly in a minority, 
but he didn’t understand why. Face first between her legs was just the wrong 
bloody position all around. You ended up with a pain in your neck, and it 
was impossible to get your tongue to work properly with your chin buried 
in the mattress. 

Drew heard Luce groan and tightened his hold on her hips above him as 
her pelvis moved under his hands. She was incredibly supple, driving herself 
the same way she urged her powerful horses over suicidal jumps. But then in 
Drew’s experience every woman, once she was in control, knew how to give 
herself exacdy what she wanted. So he concentrated on keeping his tongue 
flat and let her ride it. It was always gratifying to be told you’d given them the 
best head of their lives, but the truth was that nine times out of ten they’d 
done all the work themselves. 

It also made a change to be on nodding acquaintance with pubic hair. So 
many of the girls he took to bed were completely shaven. Which was okay. 
But a bit of hair often came with a relaxed sexuality he enjoyed. He did like 
smooth armpits though. The French girl he’d slept with a couple of weeks 
previously looked like she had Don King in a headlock. 

“God, I don’t suppose you could strap a dildo to your chin could you? 
That would be intense.” Luce had that confident, assured aristo drawl the 
same as Mai’s. Drew vaguely recognised her surname when she’d given it and 
the trapping of wealth were all around her. The most compelling of which 
was her utter disregard for them. 

Luce felt herself closing on her orgasm and reached for Drew’s hands 
pulling them up to her breasts. Drew allowed her to take one, but dragged 
her other around until she felt his erection under it. Grasping it with en- 
thusiasm Luce made a snap decision. Drew felt the muscles in his stomach 
contract as her hand closed around him and then she suddenly knelt up from 
him and began to walk herself down his body. 

He surfaced from between her legs and grabbed her around the waist, 
throwing her down onto the bed on her back and pinning her legs with his 
knee. 

“Never tried it. Wouldn’t that make me a dickhead though?” 

Luce let out a deep sigh and pushed her hand between her legs. 

“Stop malting jokes, Drew, and get a johnny on. I’m going off the boil.” 
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“You carry on, I’ll be back in a minute.” Drew looked around at the emp- 
ty wrappers on the bedside table and the debris on the floor. The bedroom 
looked like a war zone and they were down to bare mattress. “Have you got 
more of these anywhere?” He watched her closed eyes and her hand moving 
rhythmically between her legs. 

“Hmmm, bathroom.” 

Drew sprang off the bed and strode into the big marble bathroom. 
There didn’t seem to be any cupboards anywhere. Then he spotted a make- 
up case on the countertop and opened the lid. It was stuffed full of cash, 
empty cocaine wraps, tampons and what looked like horse bandages. Then 
to his relief he saw a box of condoms. Heading back into the bedroom he 
watched Luce sit up and frown at him. 

“I’m going to have a line, do you want some?” 

Drew shook his head firmly and pulled on the condom. “No. And you 
aren’t having any more either.” Drugs weren’t his thing. Although there 
wasn’t much point objecting to them. There would always be just enough 
distance between girls like Luce and the vicious bastards on the supply side 
for plausible deniability. But he’d seen them up close, and what they did. 
Drew was no puritan, but anyone could see this girl had had enough. Her 
eyes widened at him and she immediately scrambled off the bed and started 
to walk past him. 

“Fuck you.” 

He grabbed her around the waist and carried her back to the bed as she 
struggled. But it was half-hearted. Her perky little teardrop breasts barely 
moving at the exertion. “That’d be right, sweetheart. That’s exactly what I’m 
going to do.” 

When he dropped her onto the bed she tried to roll away but he held 
her onto her stomach and positioned himself behind her as she pouted into 
the mattress. 

“You need to tongue me again first. I can’t come otherwise.” Drew won- 
dered when the last time Luce had actually had sex with someone without a 
noseful of coke. And decided she’d just become a challenge. 

“First time for everything, Luce.” 

In many respects Drew thought about sex in the same way he did any 
other sport. And in the same way he’d excelled at everything from swim- 
ming to rugby to shooting, he expected to do the same in the bedroom. 
Raw talent only took you so far. The rest was technique, commitment and 
sheer bloody-minded determination. And of course psychology. He’d met 
his share of women convinced they were unable to reach orgasm at all. Get- 
ting inside a woman wasn’t difficult, but getting inside her head was. And 
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that was the real secret. 

Drew raised Luce’s backside up in front of him and entered her. She 
immediately tried to reach her hand around to touch herself and he slapped 
it away. 

“Hands to yourself, Lucinda. Just stay still and keep your back straight.” 
He pushed her neck down and concentrated on finding the angle. 

“Oh!” 

It was revelatory. Like she’d just grasped calculus. 

Drew smiled and reached a bit further, pressing the flat of his palm 
against her taut stomach, putting pressure from the outside too. Then he 
could tell she was on her way. As it often was when they weren’t used to it, 
the orgasm when it happened was far more brutal and the coke was guaran- 
teed to make it doubly so. Drew braced himself to ride the waves as Luce’s 
well trained pelvic floor bore down on him. 

When he let her go she collapsed heavily onto the mattress and rolled 
over to look at him. 

“Fucking hell, Drew. If you could find some way to tongue me and do 
that at the same time I’ll marry you.” 

Drew grinned and collapsed on the bed next to her. 

“Deal.” 

He wondered why Luce was spending her life coked to the eyeballs. She 
was good to look at, and both skillful and enthusiastic in bed. She deserved 
a decent bloke. Not that he was in the running. Drew enjoyed women and 
he enjoyed sex but more than that just wasn’t possible. He found it aston- 
ishing that men who should know better, who had wives and families, or 
the chance of them like Mai did chose to live the way he did. But then he 
supposed it was easy to be blase when you had it all. When walking out of 
the door with the bed still warm and the smell of her perfume on your skin 
wasn’t a necessity. 

Because Drew couldn’t risk sleeping with a woman. Being able to sleep 
at all would be a start. The thought of what he might be capable of inflicting 
on someone in the bed next to him was enough to guarantee his solitary ear- 
ly morning flights from apartments and hotel bedrooms across slumbering 
London continued. Whether his nightmares were a window to the past or 
just to the mess of his subconscious Drew had no idea. But until he could 
remember he wasn’t taking any risks. 

Luce glanced down at the vicious scar on his leg. She had been gratified 
to discover that what Drew promised in a suit he fully delivered naked. His 
statuesque frame was darkly shadowed with muscle and flawless aside from 
that evil scar. Like molten iron, a pool of tissue spread across his right thigh. 
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It was whiter than the tanned skin surrounding it and stretched the width 
of his leg. She decided they’d been introduced sufficiendy that she could 
mention it. 

“That must have hurt.” 

He glanced down at it. “Like a bastard.” 

“How did you do it?” 

“No idea.” He looked back into her face and she thought how odd his 
eyes were. Obviously he was lying. But he didn’t look as though he was. 
Drew watched her let it go. He had a stock of explanations depending on 
the girl. But he couldn’t be arsed today. The truth was good enough. He saw 
Luce blow out a breath and sit up. 

“God, I can still feel that. It’s like I need a wee,” she frowned doubtfully 
at him, “maybe I just need a wee...” 

Drew smiled at her back view as she rolled off the bed and walked to- 
wards the bathroom. His phone started ringing and Luce turned to see him 
picking it up from the night stand before shutting herself in the bathroom. 

As she used the loo she reflected that whilst she had been joking about 
marrying him, she was certainly up for seeing him again. Luce washed her 
hands and then squirted some scent between her legs and fluffed her hair up. 

But when she walked back into the bedroom there wasn’t a trace of him. 

It took exactly three seconds between Danny Tao reading the text mes- 
sage and the sound of feet coming down the stairs behind him. There was an 
instant of indecision before the base instinct of self-preservation took over. 

He quickly scanned the bathroom and established that there was no way 
out. If it was the men from the restaurant then he had only one chance and 
that was to get out of the building before they cornered him in this bath- 
room. He took a last sorrowful look at Li, pocketed his phone, stowed his 
laptop bag under the filthy sink and wrenched open the door. 

The sound of feet clattering down the stairs towards him were so close 
that he almost froze. Like a rabbit in headlights he stopped dead. Then 
someone shouting in Chinese galvanised him and he snapped back into the 
present. Looking to his right he saw two doors. The footsteps were almost 
on him. Both the doors were painted a nineteen-seventies ochre and looked 
identical. He had to choose one. His indecision was his undoing. 

By the time he’d decided to open the right hand door the skinny Chinese 
from the restaurant was already grabbing for him. Danny dived through. At 
least he’d made the right choice: it wasn’t a broom cupboard. He emerged 
into a back courtyard surrounded by bins, but the skinny Chinese wasn’t giv- 
ing up. As Danny tried to pull his hand away and slam the door he felt what 
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seemed like a rush of air against his forearm. He staggered, lifting his arm 
up in front of him and watching the blood well up. It looked deep but he 
wasn’t feeling it. He saw a tall cage with cardboard stacked inside and hauled 
it across in front of the door thinking it might just buy him some time. 

The adrenalin was pumping now, carrying Danny out of the courtyard 
and up the few steps onto street level again. He could hear the cage clanging 
and rattling as his pursuers shoved at it and the crash as it fell. He hit the 
crowds on Macclesfield Street and began to run. There was no hiding place. 
Risking a look behind him he caught a brief glimpse of the skinny Chinese. 
Desperately he weaved between the couples and groups wandering towards 
him, looking for some kind of escape. Some kind of inspiration. The last 
time he’d been this sure he was going to die was on the Shanghai River. He 
had a brief moment of realisation and pulled out his phone. As he ran onto 
Shaftesbury Avenue and heard the impatient ringing of a rickshaw bell he 
heard Drew’s phone answer. 

“What’s going on?” 

“I’m in Soho. Li has been killed and there are men chasing me.” 

“Shit. Dan mate, I’m on my way. Don’t hang up, stay on the phone.” 

As the door to the stairwell slammed back against its hinges and a tall 
muscular man, naked except for his trousers and shoes, grabbed the handrail 
and leapt down an entire flight of stairs the night cleaner reflected that her 
aunt was absolutely right. There was no such thing as a dull day working for 
rich people. 

Drew watched the girl press herself back against the wall and gave her 
a grateful smile as he hit the stone half-landing hard and sucked up the 
momentum into his muscles, springing up again and using his grip on the 
iron bannister to pivot his body around as he launched himself down the 
next flight of stairs and then the next, desperately looking for the sign which 
would tell him he’d reached ground level. 

When he finally exploded out into the lobby he barely slowed down, to 
the obvious consternation of the porter. Drew didn’t even notice. He was 
mentally running the route between Luce’s pottered block next to the Lang- 
ham Hotel and Piccadilly Circus. He glanced at his watch. It was after eleven 
so the roads were going to be clear. And if he was going to get Danny away 
safely he needed some kind of vehicle. He pulled the phone back up to his 
ear. “Where are you now?” 

Danny’s voice was panicked. 

“Shaftesbury Avenue, heading towards Piccadilly Circus. They are fol- 
lowing me, Drew, what do I do? What the hell can I do?” 
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Drew’s voice was even as he strode, bare-chested out of the main en- 
trance into the freezing night, his shirt and jacket over his arm, oblivious to 
the open mouthed stares he was attracting. 

“Can you see them?” 

Danny turned his head briefly over his shoulder but had to look back 
almost immediately to prevent himself colliding with the sea of people in 
front of him. 

“No, I — I cannot see. Where can I go?” 

Drew saw the Langham to his right and the black cab disgorging its fare 
at the entrance. He ran across, nodding at the rather surprised porter then 
leapt into the back of the cab. The cabbie looked at him in the rear view 
mirror and raised his eyebrows. 

“’Er ‘usband catch yer?” 

Drew leant forward and looked at the man’s eyes in the mirror. “Piccadil- 
ly Circus, mate, as fast as you bloody can. And I really do mean that.” 

The cabbie looked back at his passenger and saw the determination in 
his face. 

“Piccadilly Circus cornin’ up.” 

As the cab took off away from the hotel Drew began to struggle into 
his shirt and jacket, leaning the phone between his ear and his shoulder he 
spoke reassuringly to Danny. 

“Listen, I’m on Regent Street, I’m going to be with you in five minutes.” 
Danny nodded at Drew’s voice, his own breath rasping from the exertion 
and the fear. “Now what have these bastards got? Are they armed? Guns?” 

Danny darted a look back over his shoulder and tripped over the edge 
of an easel belonging to one of the caricature artists. Luckily he managed to 
stay upright but as he heard the people shouting behind him he could make 
out the skinny Chinese telling his friend not to lose sight of him. 

“One has a knife, I don’t 1-mow about the other.” In the back of the cab 
Drew began to knot his tie and then wondered why the bloody hell he was 
bothering. But it didn’t stop him leaning back against the seat and tucking 
his shirt into his trousers. 

“Are there just the two of them?” 

“Yes, I think so. I don’t know,” Danny continued to push through the 
crowds until he was suddenly out of road. The bawdy illuminations of Pic- 
cadilly Circus bathed the scene in harsh neon. He felt the stinging in his arm 
and saw that the blood had soaked through his coat. He had nowhere else 
to go. 

“Drew, I am at the Circus.” 

Drew looked in frustration at the lights outside Hamley’s as they changed 
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to red and the cab slowed to a stop. 

“Drew?” 

The door locks clicked open. Drew heard the blank unholy fear in Dan- 
ny’s voice and felt the anger surge through him. There was no way he could 
tell him to stand and fight, not against what were potentially Triad hit men. 
They’d take a little guy like Danny to pieces. He needed him to disappear just 
long enough that he had time to get there. Shops were no good, he didn’t 
want him cornered. He took a breath as he realised the answer was staring 
him in the face. Sometimes the best place to hide was in plain sight. 

“Take off your jacket.” 

“What? What did you say?” 

“Just listen to me and do exactly what I say: take off your jacket and walk 
up to the railings.” 

“Why?” 

“Just do it.” Drew leant forward to the cabbie, “Mate, I’ll setde your fines 
and if it comes to it I’ll buy your bloody cab but I need to get to Piccadilly 
now.” The cabbie looked back at Drew in the mirror and decided he proba- 
bly hadn’t taken enough risks in his life anyway. 

“Ah, fuck it. Go on then, guv’nor.” Checking around him the cabbie 
floored the accelerator and they ran the red light speeding onwards down the 
graceful sweep of Regent Street. Drew heard Danny’s voice shrill with fear. 

“Drew?” 

“Can you see the homeless blokes in front of you?” 

Danny shook his head in frustration. “Yes, but — ” 

“Sit down with them and just look at the bloody floor. Now, don’t argue, 
just do it.” Danny stopped dead and looked towards the row of homeless 
men sitting up against the railings, their meagre possessions next to them. 
And he suddenly realised that this might just work. He dived onto the floor 
next to a very thin man and wrapped his arm around his knees. Then he 
looked down at the blood still seeping across his sleeve and desperately 
looked for some way to conceal it. As he did so he felt a movement next 
to him. 

“Here y’are, pal.” 

Danny looked into the eyes of the man next to him as he cautiously of- 
fered him his grey, threadbare blanket to share. They were red-rimmed and 
bloodshot blue but his face was earnest, with that slightly shell-shocked air 
that life on the streets and on the booze cultivated. Danny looked into them 
and couldn’t find the words. He allowed the man to move closer to him and 
fling the blanket across him. As he did so a small, skinny dog appeared from 
nowhere and climbed slowly onto the homeless man’s lap. 
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“Dan? Danny, speak to me, mate...” 

Danny pulled the phone from his ear and buried it under the blanket as 
he heard the Chinese voices coming closer. He held his breath as he saw their 
lower legs appear in front of him. Then he realised that his shoes were stick- 
ing out from the end of the blanket. The leather of his handmade loafers 
gleamed and reflected the neon lights. The turn-ups of his trousers spattered 
with blood. All it would take was for one of them to look down. He was 
trapped now: his back to the railings. If they found him he would be utterly 
defenceless. The knife which had almost decapitated Li would be in his chest 
or across his throat before he knew it. 

Danny clamped down on the rising panic as he saw the feet move to- 
wards him. He tried to slowly withdraw his feet back under the blanket but 
it just rode up his legs. Then he saw the blanket flap up in the air as the man 
next to him kicked it down over Danny’s feet. He looked sideways into those 
bloodshot eyes again and saw the understanding there. Neither spoke. Dan- 
ny listened as the men scanned the streets, checking the faces, then to his 
eternal relief he saw them move off towards Coventry Street. 

As he passed the Cafe Royal Drew slid the cab window down and stuck 
his head out, looking at the traffic ahead and down to Piccadilly Circus. 
There was silence from Danny’s phone but it hadn’t cut off. He hoped to 
God that meant he was being quiet. Because right now he wasn’t prepared 
to entertain what else it could mean. The cabbie floored it at the next set of 
lights amid scattering tourists and heeled hard over onto Piccadilly Circus. 
Drew craned out of the window to see if he could see Danny and then 
shouted to the cabbie. 

“Here’s fine, just wait for me.” The cab stopped hard but the doors were 
slow to unlock themselves and Drew swore viciously as he pumped the han- 
dle. When it finally opened he was out of the door and vaulting the railings 
next to them in one smooth action. Danny felt the vibration through the 
cold pavement as Drew landed and looked up as he walked around in front 
of him and hunkered down. He looked briefly at Danny and then his eyes 
scanned the crowds around them. 

“Alright, mate. Let’s get you out of here,” Danny scrambled out of the 
blanket and Drew saw the blood on his arm and frowned. “Shit, we need to 
get you to a doc.” 

“I’m fine, it isn’t bad.” 

Drew watched as Danny stood up and then checked around them again. 
“I’ve got a cab here, can you get over the railing?” Danny nodded and then 
looked back down at the thin man and his dog. He had virtually nothing and 
yet he’d been prepared to share it. It may have saved his life. 
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“Danny, we need to go.” 

Danny heard the concern in Drew’s voice but it didn’t stop him crouch- 
ing down to the man under the grey blanket. 

“Thank you. For your kindness.” 

The man smiled and his little dog lifted his tired head and nosed at Dan- 
ny’s hand, his interest piqued by the smell of the blood. 

“Anytime, pal.” 

Danny reached into his crumpled jacket and pulled out his wallet. He 
had just over five hundred pounds. The homeless man watched him as he 
counted out the money and took a card from his wallet too. Drew flicked his 
eyes down to Danny and wished to God he’d get up so they could get the 
fuck away from there. They’d already dodged one bullet this evening and he 
didn’t like standing there waiting for the bastards to come back. 

Danny nodded at the man. “Please use this to get yourself some good 
food and somewhere safe to sleep tonight. Tomorrow come to this address 
and I will help you.” The man looked at Danny and he saw tears in his 
bloodshot eyes. 

“Are you for real, pal?” 

“Come tomorrow, and bring your little dog.” Danny watched the man 
nod at him and nodded back. As he patted the dog the adrenalin began to 
ebb and he felt the pain in his arm intensify. He straightened up and Drew 
reached out for his elbow. 

“Put your foot on my leg and jump over. The cab’s just — ” 

The skinny Chinese came out of nowhere. 

For Danny the whole thing was so fast it was a blur. He saw the glint of 
the blade as Drew’s hand shot out and grabbed the knife in the skinny man’s 
hand with his, twisting it upward agonisingly until Danny could almost hear 
the tendons snapping and the man gave a strained cry. Then, with a graceful 
precision and economy Drew pulled his other arm back and with the heel 
of his hand punched the Chinese man like lightning in the sternum. The 
force and accuracy of the blow disabled him immediately and he sagged 
over Drew’s arm. 

Danny looked around: to any casual observer it just looked like they were 
carrying a drunk friend home. Drew’s eyes scanned the crowd as he lifted 
the Chinese man over towards the closed up newsstand and deposited him 
carefully on the floor. Danny looked at the slumped figure as Drew’s cold 
eyes continued to flick around him, his voice clipped. 

“In the cab, now.” Danny looked at the skinny Chinese man and saw he 
wasn’t moving. He put his foot on Drew’s thigh and launched himself over 
the railings, landed slightly awkwardly and walked hurriedly to the cab. He 
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looked back to see Drew vault the railings again and follow him. 

As the door slammed behind Drew they both collapsed back against the 
seat and Drew raised his eyebrows at the cabbie in the mirror. “Belgravia, 
mate,” he looked across at Danny and blew out a breath then sat forward and 
looked at the wound on his arm with a practiced eye. “That’s deep, but it’s 
clean. We’ll get you home and give Nick Dalrymple a call.” 

Above the shock and the pain Danny felt an overwhelming gratitude for 
the big, capable Australian next to him. It was the second time he had saved 
his life. His voice was strained from the shock when he spoke. 

“How did you know to do that? To sit with the poor men on the floor.” 
Drew paused. Like him, London never slept. And when the sex and the 
swimming left him empty hours to fill there was another world he was a 
part of. Friend to stall holder and porter, Cabbie, volunteer and down-and 
-out. Drew was a regular visitor to the ancient markets of Billingsgate and 
Smithfield, at Cabman’s shelters, soup kitchens and drop-in centres. It was a 
slice of London nightlife most didn’t care for, a world away from the big cor- 
porates and billionaires he spent his life chasing. Part of his other existence. 
One he didn’t expect Danny, or anyone else, to understand. 

Danny saw him turn and look out of the window of the cab as it tore 
down Haymarket. When he looked back his mouth set in a grim line. 

“I needed you to disappear,” he shook his head sadly, “and there’s noth- 
ing more invisible on the streets of London than a beggar.” 
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TWELVE 

Harry Fox squinted against the acrid trail of cigarette smoke rising into his 
eyes from the roll-up clamped in his mouth as he welded the last of the five 
millimetre steel mesh onto the windows of the bridge. The heat from the 
acetylene torch was intense, even more so than the fierce sun beating down 
on his naked back. 

Killing the torch he stepped back and wiped his forehead and looked 
at Declan through the window He’d already been at Poseidon for eighteen 
months when Declan had arrived, but they’d hit it off immediately. Harry 
hadn’t been SAS, but he was a competent and committed soldier and he 
knew the importance of preparation. Having seen the special ops guys close 
up on a variety of occasions he’d come to the conclusion that a large part 
of what made them so good was the prep: that and the relentless training. 

It was an approach which their small team had replicated at PMS with 
some success. They were complementary characters with complementary 
sltills, and a faith in their own and each others’ effectiveness. But there was 
something about this shout which seemed to be getting to them all. 

Declan watched Harry switch off the torch through the now darkened 
windows of the bridge and took a long breath in. Like the others he’d been 
concerned at just how under-prepared the crew and the ship was. The pi- 
rates were now investing in some serious hardware. In the past, as long as 
you could hold them off far enough to be out of range of their RPGs you 
were fairly safe. But the kind of weaponry finding its way onto the mother 
ships now was a different league. He knew one line was reinforcing the decks 
and bolting on fifty calibre machine guns, but the Kreller Jonas ship, and his 
team, was wide open. They didn’t even have a pea-shooter. 

He watched Harry appear through the door to the bridge, his scrawny 
chest reddened from the heat, fag still in his mouth. 

“Done. Other than C4 we should be OK in here.” 

Declan nodded. “How we doing below?” Harry glanced around at the 
three crew members on the bridge and Declan got the feeling he didn’t want 
to talk in front of them. He headed towards the door and Harry followed 
him. The heat hit him like a fist as he walked out onto the bridge wing and 
leant next to Harry. The older man narrowed his eyes. 

“Citadel’s just about there. We’ve told the crew that’s where they’re head- 
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ing if things get rough. Piet gave them a lecture on getting their emergency 
bags ready. Not that they’ll take any notice.” 

Declan nodded. It was basic for the PMS team. You always, always made 
sure you had the essentials in a bag ready to grab, night or day. Passport, any 
medication you needed, wallet and your mobile phone. And a photo. Your 
wife, your kids. If you had any. No matter how many times you told the crew 
to do the same they never listened. 

Declan looked out over the hazy water. They were really shifting. Clearly 
Pedersen wanted to get them out of the danger zone and to Singapore as 
fast as he could. The VHF radio in his hand crackled into life and he heard 
Piet on the other end. 

“Dec? We’re good to go on the comms in the citadel. Got a VHF rigged 
up. We can stick the fucker out of the smokestack.” 

“Roger that. Bungy with you?” 

“Finding a kettle, boet.” 

Declan smiled as he saw Harry straighten up. “Let me know when tea’s 
wet. Harry’s spitting feathers up here.” Harry took another long drag of 
his fag. 

“Do you think there’s a reason we didn’t get our kit through to Djibou- 
ti?” 

Declan frowned. It had been on his mind too. “Could be PMS pissed 
someone off. Other than that, no. I can’t think of a reason.” 

Harry nodded and looked out over the water. His dark brown eyes fo- 
cussed on the distant horizon. 

“Pedersen seems jumpy to me. You?” 

Declan nodded slowly. “Something’s on his mind,” he straightened 
up and looked back at Harry, “and you would have thought this shit was 
enough.” 

In his cabin not far away to starboard Pedersen re-read the email he’d 
drafted to Sarah Grelsham. Two more attempts to contact her by phone 
had proved fruitless, and Pedersen found himself wanting to make things 
happen. Now he’d made the decision to go ashore he felt as though a weight 
had lifted from him. He looked at the photograph of Andrea on his desk 
and felt an overwhelming gratitude to her for staying. Because he knew that 
he didn’t deserve her. 

He should have made the decision to go home eighteen months ago. 
As soon as he’d received that devastating phone call telling him that whilst 
he’d been ploughing through the South China Sea their twin sons had been 
catapulted from the wreck of a friend’s speeding car and both killed instant- 
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ly. How Andrea had coped alone for those days it took Kreller Jonas to get 
him off the ship and back home he had no idea. It wasn’t as if he’d been 
any use when he’d arrived. The shock and the grief was so overwhelming 
that he hadn’t known how to talk to her, how to comfort her. And perhaps 
he could have been forgiven for that. But not for turning around and going 
straight back to sea. 

The truth was he hadn’t been able to cope with being in that house, with 
all their things. And his boys gone. Of course if it had been hard for him, 
who had been at home for high-days and holidays, then for Andrea who 
had almost single-handedly brought them up, he couldn’t imagine the agony. 
He had left her alone when she needed him most. It was far too late, but he 
intended to try and make amends for that. 

Looking at the email his mouse pointer hovered over the send button. 
And then, before he could change his mind, he clicked, felt the punch of 
adrenalin, and knew that finally, he was going home. 

As Manon walked out of the lift and past the Laughton MacAllister 
reception desk she realised that even her hair seemed to hurt. The Ouzo 
had given her a hangover of truly epic proportions. She felt so ill that on the 
tube she’d virtually had an out of body experience. No wonder the Greek 
economy was so fucked up if they drank stuff like that. 

She hardly looked at Nicola the receptionist in front of the large flat 
screen showing Sky rolling news, nor did she acknowledge the two men as 
they walked past her towards the big open plan office at the other end of the 
floor. She didn’t know who they were. In fact Manon hadn’t bothered getting 
to know anyone at Laughton’s. It didn’t seem worth the investment. 

As she turned and shoved open the door to the team room she hardened 
her face but there was something about the atmosphere that stopped her 
dead. She looked around quickly. Thanks to the weapons-grade ouzo she 
was a bit late and the whole of the rest of the team were already at their 
desks or favourite perches. And something was wrong. 

“What? What’s happened?” 

Drew turned towards her and she had never seen such a look on his face 
before. He seemed tougher than he had last night somehow. They all looked, 
harder. Even Col’s face seemed to be nursing anger. 

“Danny was attacked last night. His mate had his throat cut. They took 
a chunk out of Dan’s arm.” 

Manon’s eyes flicked immediately to Danny’s desk and she saw the sling 
and the bandaged arm. 

“Fucking hell. Are you alright?” 
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Danny nodded but she could see the slight weariness as he did so. His 
voice was reassuring. “I will be fine. I saw Nick Dalrymple and also had a 
scan. It is just a cut and it will heal.” 

Dropping her bag on the floor she walked to her chair and pulled her 
jacket off. Then she realised that there were visitors. “Oh, alright, Rolf? I 
din’ see you there.” She’d known Rolf more than ten years and he was a 
good guy. A DI in the Flying Squad and devoted to her father, Rolf’s jet 
black hair was very short and he had a slim, wiry build. He was wearing his 
glasses today, which was unusual for him. Normally he put up with contact 
lenses which she knew irritated him. Maybe he was getting too old for that 
kind of vanity. 

Rolf smiled and sat forward. “Sorry I missed you yesterday.” 

Manon shrugged off the apology. 

“We didn’ need you.” Rolf wished Manon Wyn Roberts would decide 
she did need him. Considering what he knew was coming her way that may 
not be too far-fetched. If she was going to get the news tomorrow she could 
probably do with a shoulder to cry on. And Detective Inspector Rolf Vin- 
cent wanted a shot at being that shoulder. He cleared his throat and looked 
at Drew. 

“Your skinny Chinaman hasn’t turned up anywhere. He was lying against 
the railings for a while after you two left but the camera missed what hap- 
pened to him. I expect his friend came back and carted him away.” 

Manon looked at Drew in surprise. 

“You were there too?” 

“I was up the road, it was just lucky.” Which reminded him. He really 
ought to do something about Luce. It may only have been a brief encounter 
but he hadn’t intended it to end quite so abrupdy. Rolf picked up his coffee 
and shook his head. 

“Lucky for Danny, not so lucky for the skinny Chinaman.” 

Manon was brisk. “If we can find him then maybe he’ll talk.” 

Rolf looked pointedly and a little curiously at her. “Unless you’re plan- 
ning on a seance I don’t think you’ll find him very talkative.” Manon could 
tell Rolf wasn’t joking. Her eyes betrayed her astonishment as she looked 
back at Drew. 

Michael watched her and realised he was holding his breath. Manon had 
all the police and investigative training plus a genuine intuitive gift for de- 
tective work, all of which he needed. But as similar as their methods were 
up to a point Laughton MacAllister was not the Fraud Squad. They were 
something very different. He had the feeling that until that moment Manon 
Wyn Roberts hadn’t really fully appreciated how different. Equally he and 
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the others were about to discover for the first time whether Manon actually 
had the stomach for it. He hoped she was going to cope with what Drew had 
done because it wasn’t the first time and it sure as hell wasn’t going to be the 
last. And if, to borrow Drew’s wonderful phrase, she chucked a wobbly on 

them, Michael wasn’t entirely sure how he was going to handle it. 

Manon watched Drew watch her back. He was quiet, but matter-of-fact. 

“They as good as decapitated his mate and they’d already had a go at 

Danny. It was the middle of Piccadilly Circus and he could have been armed. 
I had to put him out of action,” he paused and she didn’t interrupt him, “I 
hit him hard enough that he could have had a heart attack. Some blokes do.” 

Like Michael Drew wondered how she was going to react. He could 
almost see the reflection of himself in her brown eyes altering, reassembling 
itself as he became something different. And when she looked around brief- 
ly he could see the scales falling away from them. There was silence in the 
room as she looked back at Drew and nodded very slighdy. She didn’t need 
telling twice. 

Manon looked across at Danny again. No matter how many times she’d 
tried to rile him he’d responded with nothing but kindness. Manon wasn’t 
going to analyse it, but for some reason the sight of him in that sling, looking 
slightly grey made her really, really angry. And the only way Manon knew to 
deal with that was to hit back. Her voice was low and clear as she looked at 
Danny. 

“Did you find anything out before your friend was killed?” 

“No, I discovered him in the bathroom of the restaurant.” 

She looked at Rolf again. “Did you put out anything about Sarah Grelsh- 
am?” Rolf shook his head. “So they don’t necessarily know we’ve found her 

then. And yet they’ll risk killing Danny’s friend in a crowded restaurant. We 
have to find out what it was Sarah Grelsham had.” 

Rolf crossed his legs and thought how incredibly sexy he found Manon 
when she took control. Then he realised she was looking at him expecting 
an answer. 

‘Well, we’ve been through the flat and there’s nothing there that relates 
to HCL or the article she was supposed to be working on. Her laptop and 
her mobile are missing together with all her papers and I’ve given Diego all 
the computer disks and sticks we found.” Manon just looked at Diego and 
he stared at her before turning pointedly to Drew to reply. 

“I have been through all of thees and ees old, old stuff.” 

Col nodded. “I need to go through in more detail but it seems like the 
only references to HCL are in relation to the purchasing of another shipping 
company, Brodjfell, and a toxic dumping operation but it’s years old. And 
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I’ve been through all the logs from the Ming Ue and the other hi-jackings 
over the last six months and there’s no email contact through that hub to 
Sarah Grelsham’s email.” 

Isabelle frowned. “I would have thought she’d have had a hell of a lot 
more files and things. All the journalists I’ve ever come across are drowning 
in notebooks and computer disks.” Manon suddenly had a thought. 

“What about cloud storage? Maybe that’s where she’s got this stuff? I 
mean, she deals with whistle blowers, sources. She needs to give them some 
kind of security. And I’ve thought from the beginning that there wasn’t 
enough in her email. I’m sure she’s got another email account somewhere, 
if we can find that — ” 

Diego snorted. 

“An’ how we find thees? Eet could be anytheeng at hotmail, at Mac, at 
googlemail...Vr como buscar una agnja en un pajar.’ A needle in the haystack. Ees 
not possible.” 

Manon looked at Diego’s dismissive expression and turned to Col. “Col, 
you’ve looked at her credit cards and her bank accounts haven’t you?” 

“Just what’s available online so I’ve looked at the last three months of 
both. Diego got me into her accounts yesterday.” 

“So are there any regular monthly payments to an IT company? Or any 
that you couldn’t trace?” 

Col thought momentarily. 

“There are payments to companies I don’t recognise but nothing recur- 
ring monthly that we couldn’t identify. Anyway email accounts from google- 
mail or Mac are free. We won’t find an audit trail for them.” 

Danny lifted his finger. “But, if it was payment for a cloud storage ac- 
count it could be made annually rather than monthly. Then it would not be 
obvious on a monthly search.” 

“What would she need to do to open an account?” Manon looked 
around again. “She’d need an email address but we don’t have that. So what 
else would the company send her? How else would they contact her about 
the account?” 

“Email newsletters? SMS,” K shrugged, “but we don’t have her mobile 
and if the account is connected to another email address then all the news- 
letters and notifications will go there.” 

There was silence for a moment as Manon bit her lip. She saw Diego 
looking at her smugly and she suddenly turned her back on him, sitting at 
her desk and waiting up the computer. She opened the browser and spoke 
to the others as they began to approach her desk to see what she was doing. 

“There is one other thing that a cloud company might do now,” Drew 
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watched as she pulled up Twitter and logged in. “Isabelle, what’s her Twitter 
handle?” 

Drew noticed that she deliberately didn’t ask Diego. 

“She’s ‘at Sarahgoumd but Diego says that the email it’s linked to is 
the same one we’ve got.” Twitter displayed a series of results and Manon 
pulled up Sarah Grelsham’s profile. She switched to view the followers and 
drummed her fingers on the desk rapidly as she ran down the list. 

“She used Twitter a lot. If she had an account with a cloud storage com- 
pany then she just might have followed them on Twitter to get updates. It’s 
worth a look.” 

Isabelle and Col stood close behind her reading the descriptions of the 
Twitter profiles Sarah Grelsham followed. Isabelle sighed. “How many is she 
following? Four hundred? Oh God, this is going to take ages.” 

Manon shook her head. “No, look, a lot of these you can discount 
straightaway, they’re individuals or brands. Just concentrate on any that are 
companies.” K turned to his PC and woke it up and pulled up the same list 
as Danny and Rolf went to stand behind him. Drew noticed that Diego was 
silently watching in apparent disinterest. But he could see his foot tapping 
manically on the floor. When Col gave a sudden shout they all jumped. 

“Look! Silver Lining, cloud storage... and it’s got a green tick next to it: 
that means they follow her back.” 

Manon spun around to look at him and her eyes were sharp. 

“Was that name on her credit cards or her bank account? Has she been 
paying them?” Col shook his head slowly and Manon sighed, she was begin- 
ning to think that Diego was right, much as she hated to admit it. Then she 
heard Drew behind her. 

“That’s the trading name. Doesn’t mean the company billing her’s called 
that.” Manon’s eyes flashed at him and she smiled as she turned back to the 
PC and clicked on the website link from Twitter to the cloud company. 

“It’s got to be somewhere on the home page doesn’t it? What the limited 
company is? It’s a legal requirement now.” 

“There, Rainbow Ventures — ” Drew was cut off immediately by Col. 

“Rainbow Ventures online limited, account number 405020 88645527 
amount forty-seven pounds, it’s a recurring annual payment, sent on Sep- 
tember the twentieth.” 

Manon smiled and turned her head slightly. “What was that number 
again, Col?” 

“4-0-5-0-2-0-8-8-64-5-5-2-7.” He watched as Manon entered the number 
into the login box at the top of the page. There was a beep as the system 
rejected the login. 
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Manon bit her lip. “That has to be her account number doesn’t it?” Drew 
leant forward and reached his arm around Manon, borrowing the mouse 
as he pulled up another tab, copied the number and pasted it into Google. 
When he hit return the results were conclusive and he shook his head. 

“No, thought it might be. That’s the account being credited. Rainbow 
Ventures account not hers. Those first six digits are a sort code.” 

Tony rubbed at his chin. “You’re gonna need ‘er email address to get into 
the account ain’t ya?” 

Drew watched Manon frown hard at the screen, her mind working fu- 
riously and wondered how badly she wanted to find the account. He was 
impressed by how far she’d managed to get: she’d refused to take Diego’s 
advice and it was a bloody good job she’d been stubborn enough to run her 
hunch. But now was the acid test. Now she’d reached the point where she 
needed Diego to get any further. 

Drew had told Malcolm she wasn’t a team player and in some respects 
that was fine. Drew knew he wasn’t always the best team player. But if 
Manon wasn’t going to be a team player then she needed to be a leader. And 
part of that was recognising how to use people’s skills to get what you want- 
ed: to get where you needed. Tony leant his rump onto the side of Manon’s 
desk and sucked his teeth. 

“Can we call 'em and get into the account?” 

Manon replied absently. “If we don’t know what the username or email 
address on the account is then we can’t just ask them to let us in. We don’t 
know for sure the account is even still there. We’d have to get them to find it 
from the payment and tell us if it’s live.” 

Drew could see Diego fidgeting out of the corner of his eye. He knew 
that he was itching to get in the middle of this and show off how good he 
was. If Manon could just play this right it could be a complete triumph. 
Drew silendy willed her to prove him right. He watched as Michael sighed 
and shook his head. 

“Dead end then?” 

Manon looked at the PC in front of her and realised she had no choice. 
But it was better to let Diego take the glory if that was the outcome, than 
it was to wait days for the information. She prepared herself and then spun 
around on her chair and looked direcdy at Diego. 

As Manon turned in her chair and crossed her legs her red blouse gaped 
slightly giving Diego a clear view of a full breast inside her white lace bra. He 
noticed and liked it and then wished he hadn’t and didn’t. Her face was set. 

“I’ve gone as far as I can and so’s Col. Can you get us any further?” 

Despite himself Diego was impressed by Manon’s chutzpah. And he was 
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immediately slightly annoyed that whatever happened now he was going to 
be seen as the petty one. But when he’d come in early this morning he’d been 
looking for revenge for the incident at the restaurant. And as it had turned 
out he couldn’t have planned things better. 

For once in her life Manon had actually come into work wearing a skirt 
so the camera he’d carefully installed on the leg of her desk was giving him 
a fantastic view up it. Diego had no idea that Manon had been reduced to 
wearing the skirt simply because her failure to plan any kind of washing 
schedule meant she had absolutely no other acceptable trousers left in her 
wardrobe. 

This lack of domestic foresight also explained the sequinned butterfly 
g-string which she had been left with no choice but to wear. Someone had 
given it to her as a joke years before and it had hung around in her drawer 
ever since. To say it wasn’t really her was an understatement, but this morn- 
ing it had been a choice between the thong and going commando. And there 
was no way she was going commando in a skirt. Although as she fidgeted on 
the seat she was beginning to wonder if she’d made the right decision. The 
thong had all the hallmarks of a medieval instrument of torture. 

Had Diego known how uncomfortable Manon felt he would have found 
the fact that high quality footage of her thighs was currently being streamed 
live to the main TV screen in the foyer even more satisfying. But that was 
before she had treated him like a grown up. Like a useful member of the 
team. Now, if he’d been capable of the empathy required to feel guilty, he 
may have done. And with everyone watching him he couldn’t surreptitiously 
switch the feed off either. He narrowed his eyes at her. 

“Si, I can get you further. Ees web business so ees possible that CRM 
system is running off the same SQL databases as the website. Thees means 
we can access all the data on-line. All we have to do is hack the site security.” 

Manon couldn’t help leaning forward slightly to try and follow the con- 
versation Diego was having with the company’s server. He typed furiously 
and then hit the return key and the DOS prompt pinged the server. Manon 
watched him repeat it again and again. Then suddenly the cursor blinked 
longer than usual and in a second a sea of data rolled down the screen. 
Diego switched to the windows monitor next to him and typed into the 
username and password bar. 

“And their security.. .eet ees sheet. We are een. Thees customer database. 
Eef Sarah Grelsham has an account then eet will be here.” 

Manon moved forward and leant her hand on the desk next to Diego 
and looked intently at the screen as the menu options for the customer rela- 
tionship management module appeared. Diego frowned and shook his head. 
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“What do we look for? Eef we have no email address?” 

Manon heard Danny Tao at her shoulder. “What about the accounts? 
Can you get in there and see if you can trace the account through the trans- 
action?” Diego typed furiously for a moment and then threw his hands up 
and pushed himself back in his chair away from the desk. 

“Nada, they have a separate billing system. I cannot get into the transac- 
tion database online, eet ees not part of the web infrastructure. I weel need 
to hack the main servers. Thees weel take time.” 

Drew watched Manon look around in frustration. Then Col took in a 
sharp breath. The three dimensional date line in front of him twisted to 
a different angle and he could see September the twentieth last year in the 
distance. 

“Diego, can you sort by when the accounts were created? If we know 
renewal was on September the twentieth this year then presumably that’s the 
date it was originally created either last year or — ” 

Diego was back at the keyboard before Col had finished speaking. 

“What ees the date of the transaction, Col man?” 

“September the twentieth.” Col gritted his teeth as November smirked at 
him. At least twenty wouldn’t stand any nonsense. He watched them hover 
in the bluish air above Diego as he typed fast. There was silence as Diego 
worked and Drew watched Manon’s intense concentration as she looked at 
the screen being filled by Diego’s lines of code, requests and instructions. 

When Diego gave a whoop of delight Manon’s expression and trium- 
phant clenched fist was entirely genuine. She turned to him and smiled and 
Drew thought that she looked like a different person. And he realised that 
Malcolm was right: that despite the Kevlar exoskeleton Manon Wyn Roberts 
was a mightily good looking girl. But more than that she’d either learnt or 
had an innate understanding of the nature of leadership. He wondered if 
she’d ever realise the scrutiny she’d been under today. Seeing as she’d passed 
with flying colours, probably not. Drew nodded at both Manon and Diego 
and raised his eyebrows. 

“Come on then. What the bloody hell are you waiting for? What’s in 
there?” 

Diego typed and they all leant forward to look at the huge screen on the 
wall as the filenames of the stored data under the account appeared. 

K read them off slowly. “HCL, Brodjfell, Toxic Assets draft one,” he 
turned to Drew, “these look like notes and drafts of articles.” Drew nodded 
as Diego pulled up a couple of files and they all scanned them. Diego looked 
back at Manon. 

“I have sometheeng else now.” 


174 


“What’s that then?” 

Diego raised his eyebrows and then pulled up a new tab and the hotmail 
home page. As she watched him Diego typed in an email address and a 
password and in a second an inbox full of mail dealt itself down the screen. 
Manon read the username and looked back at Diego, her eyes wide. 

“Is this her other email account?” 

“Si. Ees connected to her cloud storage. I have hacked into eet.” 

Manon shook her head slowly. “Fuckin’ hell. Look at all this. Just look at 
it,” Manon scoured the email inbox hungrily until she stopped short. “What’s 
that one?” Diego double clicked on the message Manon had pointed to as 
she turned around to the others. “That’s an HCL email address stephen.des- 
mond@hcl.cn. Where’ve I heard his name before?” 

Diego nodded. “Si. Thees ees a shipboard email.” 

Col opened his mouth but Isabelle beat him to it. Her voice was quieter 
than usual. “I know who Stephen Desmond is. He was the Chief Engineer 
on the Ming Ue. He was shot by the pirates in the initial attack.” 

Manon looked hard at Diego. “Can you look at where they came from?” 

Diego crossed his legs on the chair. “Eef you mean return paths? I can 
see what happened to the email. Where eet come from and went to,” Diego 
read the lines of code quickly and nodded. “Si, thees emails came off the 
Ming Ue over the VSAT satellite terminal. I can see the headers. They landed 
in the Gyrescom hub too, and then they were routed via their new big data 
pipes.” 

Danny took in a deep breath and smiled slighdy at Diego. 

“Forgive an old man, but are you telling us that these emails came from 
the Ming Ue to Sarah Grelsham?” 

Diego nodded sagely. “Si. Thees ees exactly right. But there must be 
some explanation for thees because — ” He stopped abruptly as Manon leant 
forward and nudged Diego aside slightly picking up his mouse and opening 
one of the emails. Diego frowned in horror at this invasion of his territory 
but she didn’t notice. Her voice was slightly impatient but even. 

“If you boys will stop bloody worryin’ about where they came from and 
have a look at what they’re sayin’ we’ll get a lot further.” 

Drew suppressed a smile as Manon trailed off and started reading. Then 
she put her other hand on the desk, shifting her weight and gyrating her hips 
slightly as she tried unsuccessfully to dislodge the sequinned thong. But as 
she read on she forgot the thong. 

Drew got there milliseconds before she did. 

“Hang on.. .when are these dated? These were sent from the Ming Ue 
during the last voyage, where they were hi-jacked,” he turned his head slight- 
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ly as he looked at Diego, “Diegs, we’ve had all the logs from the Ming Ue 
haven’t we?” 

“Si, Gyrescom geeve everything to me. I geeve them to Col.” 

Manon shook her head in frustration as she read. 

“He’s telling her he’s prepared to meet her to talk; look at this one. He 
says he’s got evidence for her and he’s sending it in the mail,” she turned to 
Drew in exasperation and raised her hands. “How the fucking hell did we 
miss these emails?” 

Col was already shaking his head before Drew looked to him. 

“We didn’t.” In the complete silence which followed Manon felt a chill 
run down her spine as she watched Col push his glasses slowly up his nose. 
“We didn’t miss them on the logs we were sent. 

Because they weren’t there.” 

The sound of the Bridge Navigation Watch alarm tore through the 
rhythmic background hum of the dark cabin. Pedersen woke immediately, 
rolled off his bunk and cursed as he stumbled towards the telephone. He’d 
been in a deep sleep. And by the sound of it he wasn’t the only one. 

The brand new BNWAS was just the latest piece of regulation kit the 
Kreller Jonas line had been obliged to shell out for, but if it stopped the 
bastards falling asleep on the bridge then it was probably worth it. As Master 
it was ultimately his responsibility. At sea everything was his responsibility. 
He listened as the phone was snatched up and Declan Fitzpatrick spoke 
sparingly. 

“Captain, we’ve got some kind of engine problems.” 

“I’m on my way.” 

Tugging his jeans on Lars Pedersen slammed out of his cabin. Looking 
to his right down the alleyway he tensed. Regardless of what Declan Fitz- 
patrick had said, thirty years at sea told him that something was wrong. He 
ran to the window, his knee giving slightly in protest, and peered through 
the smeared glass into the breaking dawn. The sunrise looked like a gunshot 
wound in the sky as he turned and made for the steps to the bridge, taking 
them as fast as his knee would allow him, at the same time forcing down the 
escalating anxiety. 

He saw the relief on his first mate’s face as soon as he walked onto the 
bridge; the tall Englishman was young but usually solid. He looked far from 
that now. 

“Sir, we’re slowing and the Chief says there’s nothing he can do about 
it. She isn’t answering to the helm either and we’re getting different position 
readings from the ECDIS and the GPS all the time.” 
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Pedersen frowned and looked up into Declan Fitzpatrick’s set face, then 
swallowed and shook his head, looking back to the first mate impatiently as 
the BNWAS alarm continued to cut through the tension in the air. 

“Get that switched off. There are plenty of us on the damn bridge.” 

The man shrugged hopelessly. “Nothing is working properly. We’ve 
tried.” 

Pedersen gritted his teeth and tried not to think about the last time this 
had happened to him. The first time that Steve Desmond had told him he 
suspected it was being done deliberately. Now wasn’t the moment. Now 
was about protecting his ship and his crew. He turned around as Piet Berg 
stepped onto the bridge, then looked back to his first mate. 

“Get yourself down to the engine room, find out exactly what the Chief 
has got control over and then call me and give me a full report.” 

“Sir.” The officer stepped off the bridge and disappeared into the 
semi-darkness and Declan watched Lars Pedersen’s tired, red-rimmed eyes 
as he poured over the screens around them. 

“Any idea what could be causing this?” 

Pedersen shook his head. “No. But we had something similar on another 
ship a year or more ago. They said it was something to do with the engine 
management systems. It cleared itself fairly quickly.” 

Piet Berg’s gruff voice cut across him. “How long’s fairly quickly? We’re 
almost at a standstill.” Declan caught Piet’s eyes and wondered what else was 
going to go wrong. Then his eye was caught by something else. A movement 
outside the window. 

In a second Piet had seen it too and threw himself bodily towards the 
heavy bridge door, slamming it hard and securing it as the sound of auto- 
matic gunfire rang out. Lars Pedersen felt himself grabbed and pushed to 
the floor, then Declan’s voice speaking comparatively calmly into the walk- 
ie-talkie. 

“We’ve got contact on the bridge. Hostiles are aboard. Repeat, hostiles 
are aboard. Get into the citadel now.” 

There was a moment and then Bungy’s voice. 

“Roger that. Most of them here already trying to get the engines going. 
Harry’s rounding up the last.” 

There was another burst of gunfire and Lars screwed his eyes tight as he 
heard Declan speaking again. 

“There’s an officer on his way down to you.” 

“Got him. Alright Pal?... Dec? Harry’s in and we’re sealing the door.” 
The sound of shouting and more deafening gunfire outside the bridge door 
made Piet hit the deck. Lars Pedersen was astonished at just how loud it was. 
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It didn’t seem to bother Piet or Declan any. Declan’s voice continued clearly. 

“Roger that. Everyone OK? Over.” 

On the other end of the two-way Bungy’s was briefly interrupted by the 
sound of an AK47 spraying bullets at the door of the citadel. 

“No injuries. We’ll sit tight. And hope the fuckers don’t have C4. Over.” 

Pedersen turned his head and looked into Declan’s face at his shoulder. 
He could see the grimness in it as he and Piet nodded briefly at each other 
before Declan spoke again. 

“Amen to that, chum. Start sending the VHF Mayday and report to UK- 
MTO. Stay in touch. Out.” 

Pedersen made to sit up and looked hard at Declan. “What will C4 do? 
Will it get through the door?” It was Piet who answered. 

“Door should hold. But it makes big chunks of shrapnel on the inside. 
Cut them to pieces.” Pedersen opened his mouth in horror but Declan was 
already helping him to his feet. 

“Captain, they’ll push out maydays on the VHF channels, NAVFOR 
monitor those, and once the UKMTO get our report they’ll alert MSCHOA 
but if you’ve got an Inmarsat-C then — ” He was cut off by a series of 
blinding flashes as a pirate sprayed the bridge windows with bullets and they 
ricocheted off the steel mesh. Pedersen collapsed to the deck in terror but 
Piet and Declan just froze, both of them trusting that Harry’s work would be 
as thorough as always. Thankfully they weren’t disappointed. In the silence 
that followed Declan was businesslike as he reached down and helped the 
terrified Pedersen to his feet. 

“Don’t worry, Sir, that mesh should hold too. They won’t get in that 
way. Let’s get the SSAS underway, get a message to Kreller Jonas. The AIS 
is online isn’t it?” 

“Yes — yes it is. They’ll be able to get our position.” 

Declan nodded. “Good, if we’re lucky there might just be a warship 
around.” As Pedersen turned to the PC and began typing Declan found 
himself clenching and unclenching his fists, missing the reassuring feeling of 
a weapon. Watching Piet flattened against the wall peering out of the bridge 
windows, he could tell he wasn’t the only one. “How many, Piet?” 

The big South African shook his head as he watched the figures silhou- 
etted against the breaking dawn begin to swarm aboard the ship, appearing 
in a steady stream around the cranes and over the hatches. 

“Place is fuel-ring crawling,” he looked back furiously, “what do you ex- 
pect? Ship dead in the water and no one shooting back. We couldn’t have 
made it any easier for them.” 

Pedersen paused, his finger over the send key. He had believed Steve 
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Desmond, but at the back of his mind a slight doubt had always remained. 
All traces of it were gone now. He was absolutely sure that someone had 
made it easy for them. 

Sending the email distress call to Kreller Jonas Pedersen acknowledged 
that he didn’t share Declan’s optimism about passing warships. But he com- 
forted himself with the knowledge that even if there wasn’t a warship near- 
by, within the next few minutes at least the world would know exacdy where 
they were and what had happened to them. 

But he couldn’t have been more wrong. 
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THIRTEEN 

Four thousand miles away Sebastiano watched the message land in the hub. 
He was about to check the position data when the door to his office was 
pushed carefully open and Arvind walked slowly into the room. Sebastiano 
deliberately didn’t acknowledge him. 

He was still coldly furious that Hakon had seen fit to bring the man in. 
For one thing because he was the top dog and he didn’t need assistance, 
and secondly because his watch and report brief from Li Jian was now be- 
ing hampered. Sebastiano had come across Arvind a few times since he’d 
embarked on this project and disliked him with increasing intensity on each 
occasion. He was cold. Bloodless and humourless, impossible to read but 
undoubtedly dangerous. And he looked like an undertaker. 

The Italian knew that Hakon and Arvind went a long way back. Arvind 
had been his lieutenant at Brodjfell, the family shipping company that had 
been one of the casualties of the anti-’Ndrangheta crack-down a decade 
earlier. Hakon had never forgiven Cheung Fei for taking advantage of the 
wounded company and absorbing it. Together with a hundred years of fam- 
ily ownership. 

Sebastiano knew all about family loyalty, and revenge. N’drini were 
bathed in it like their Mafia cousins. But Hakon’s single-minded desire for 
revenge was going to ultimately prove his Achilles Heel. It was blinding him 
to the real game. To the real masters. Arvind however, was a different prop- 
osition. The fact that Hakon had sent him to keep an unblinkered eye on 
things meant Sebastiano had to tread more carefully. 

It wasn’t until he was standing, looming over the desk in his sober, anon- 
ymous black suit that Arvind spoke. 

“They are aboard. I need to know if they have reported their position 
correcdy.” Sebastiano listened to the sing-song Scandinavian tone and finally 
looked up. 

“Emails are here. The position is wrong, as it should be.” 

Arvind nodded at the sulky Italian in front of him. He didn’t trust him 
for a second, but there was as much at stake for Sebastiano if that position 
was correctly reported. “Pedersen is barricaded on the bridge with some 
others. They’re searching his cabin now for the documents,” he was in- 
terrupted by an unusual ring tone. Sebastiano noticed there was a satellite 
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phone in his hand. He watched him answer and the very slight frown on his 
face. “Wait. . . I will check,” his empty grey eyes concentrated on Sebastiano. 
“The email Pedersen sent to the journalist yesterday. He confirmed he had 
the documents?” 

Sebastiano shrugged. “He say that he had everything she need.” 

Arvind considered for a moment. “They cannot find anything in his 
cabin.” Sebastiano shrugged again, this time rudely. It wasn’t his problem. 
This was Hakon’s department. And he wasn’t getting involved. His job was 
done. The ship had been disabled and the communications disrupted and 
quarantined. The rest was up to Arvind and his Somali buddies. A decade of 
co-operation with the Somali warlords was what Hakon brought to the party. 

The Norwegian watched Sebastiano lounge back in his chair and then 
concentrated on his conversation with the pirate on board the Marmaris 
Wind. 

“I want the files. We need to know where he has them.” 

He heard the delay and a slight echo of his own voice before the thick- 
ly-accented voice replied. “They are on the bridge. They have armour on the 
windows.” 

“They have no weapons and no communications. Get them out.” 

“If we use an RPG it might kill them.” 

Arvind’s mouth set in a grim line. These pirates were a blunt instrument. 
Interrogation wasn’t their style. But Hakon was allowing them to make an 
absolute fortune in comparative safety. So Arvind expected better than this 
from them. His voice was clipped. 

“You will not kill Pedersen before you’ve found these files. And I want 
them within the next hour. If not then we will not do business with you 
again.” 

The pirate’s voice rose. ‘We do the business! We always do the business 
for you. But how do we get him out? Huh? You tell me how we get him 
out?” 

Sebastiano watched Arvind give a slight sniff, as if he was looking for 
breakfast, and his voice was completely emotionless when he replied. 

“Use your imagination.” 

In the semi-darkness of the team room Michael Leithead walked around 
to Diego who looked up as he approached. 

“Diego, I thought these satellite links were unhackable? How have we 
got emails that came off that ship but which are missing from the official 
logs?” 

Diego took a long breath in. “I do not know. But satellite links are secure 
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so eef you want to intercept or change data then eet ees smart to do it where 
eet is vulnerable. Where eet hits land.” 

“The Gyrescom hub?” 

“Si. Thees ees the weakness. The hub geeve access to all the messages 
and data wheech land from the vessel. Eef you want to change data thees 
ees where I would do it.” 

Drew’s eyes narrowed. “If we’ve got email which came off that ship but 
isn’t in the logs, could there be engine management data, speed and position 
information that’s been altered?” 

“Si. Thees ees all possible.” 

“So all this bullshit about what’s in the logs being exactly what came off 
the ship is just that. Bullshit. And if Sarah Grelsham had emails which don’t 
appear in the official logs then she might also have historic engine manage- 
ment data which shows ships being slowed which also wasn’t included.” 

K’s ebony eyes looked around at Col and Diego. 

“We need to look at everything in this cloud storage very carefully. If she 
had data then it could well be here.” 

Manon frowned and tried to piece things together. 

“So you’ve got HCL who’ve got an agreement with the pirates to slow 
the ship down so they can board, and in order to hide the evidence they get 
their comms provider to falsify the logs. Are they splitting the ransom mon- 
ey three ways with Gyrescom and the pirates?” 

Col shrugged. “I can’t tie it in yet, but I can’t rule it out either.” 

Sitting down in her chair and closing her eyes for a moment Manon 
spoke almost to herself. “You can’t slow a ship down without the crew 
knowing. Engines don’t slow down by themselves.” 

“Exacdy what I was thinking,” Drew nodded at her, “at a minimum 
you’ve got to have the Master and the Chief Engineer involved to make 
that happen and it isn’t something the rest of the crew won’t notice. These 
big container ships are at close to maximum speed going through Malacca 
and off the Horn of Africa, that’s north of twenty knots. Believe me you’re 
going to notice if those engines fall off a bit. You can feel it.” 

As Tony watched Drew nod slowly and straighten his shoulders he re- 
flected that no matter how beautifully cut his suits, Drew never looked as 
comfortable in them as he had in uniform. His wife Jilly still kept a picture 
of Drew in his Australian Navy whites which she dangled in front of what 
she considered prospective wives for him when she was trying to match 
make. At least that was why she claimed she had it. 

Not that Drew needed Jilly pimping for him. Because no matter how 
good Jilly ’s intentions there was only one place Drew and a woman were 
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going to end up and it wasn’t the altar. But one thing was for sure: when it 
came to maritime security and counter-terrorism Drew knew what he was 
talking about. He wondered where Drew would be now if things had turned 
out differently. Then a thought occurred to him. 

“They didn’t ‘ave no security on these ships then? None of your old lot?” 

“No,” Drew shook his head, “first thing I asked them. HCL rely on crew 
training, which usually means run like hell and lock yourselves in the steering 
flat if you can get there fast enough. They don’t pay for security on board. 
No decent kit either. HCL have got bugger all. I reckon the fact that there’s 
no security guards might be significant. Sometimes just waving a NATO 
carbine at them from the bridge can be enough to make them think twice.” 

Michael raised his eyebrows in question and looked around. “So it’s pos- 
sible the crew could all be complicit? Everyone gets a piece of the profit?” 
As the others considered the suggestion K sat back in his chair shaking his 
head doubtfully. 

“It would be a major enterprise. And if Stephen Desmond was killed it 
would suggest a lack of complicity on his part if no one else’s.” 

Drew turned briskly to Michael. “You’ve heard this, Mike. We need to 
get into Gyrescom.” Michael took a breath in through his nose and consid- 
ered it. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust Diego’s abilities, but he had an instinctive 
dislike of letting him loose in the corporate networks of IT companies. His 
voice was considered. 

“Diego, could anyone other than Gyrescom manipulate the data logs 
from the ships?” 

“Technically, anyone weeth the correct security access on their network 
could access theese files and change or delete them. But their security at the 
hub ees good. Eet ees not easy for someone to get een and fuck theengs up.” 
There was silence for a second as Michael absorbed the information. Then 
he looked up at Drew and nodded. Drew’s instructions were immediate and 
decisive. 

“Diego, do whatever you need to do to get in there. And I want to know 
how Sarah Grelsham ended up on a beach in Rotterdam. Check when she 
bought her ticket and when she was due to come back. Someone or some- 
thing made her go out there and my bet is it’s connected to HCL,” he looked 
to Rolf Vincent who had been watching the events unfolding with a mixture 
of fascination and envy, “Rolf, you good to deal with the CCTV footage?” 

“Yes, I’ll handle that.” 

Michael looked at Rolf and gestured in the direction of the door. “Come 
and brief me on what you need with regard to — ” He was interrupted by 
his PA Caitlin appearing through the door with a flustered look on her face. 
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She was in her mid-fifties, very short and had an Irish brogue as broad as her 
hips. She shook her head firmly at him. 

“Michael, we’ve got a problem with the screen in reception.” 

Isabelle looked up and waved her hand at Caitlin. “It did this the other 
day, just switch it off and — ” 

Caitlin’s head waggled on top of her plump shoulders. “That’s the prob- 
lem. We can’t switch it off. And it’s not showing Sky News any more. It’s 
showing. .well.. .it’s showing something that shouldn’t be on our TV in re- 
ception.” 

Drew looked at Caitlin and then Michael. “You talk to Rolf, I’ll take a 
look.” 

He followed Caitlin out and along the corridor as she explained. “We 
don’t know when it started, someone walked through reception and hap- 
pened to look at it.” Drew heard the bu2z of voices well before he emerged 
into the spacious reception area. It looked like most of the male contingent 
of Laughton’s and a few of the women too were standing watching the TV. 
When he looked up at the screen he could see why. “We’ve tried changing 
the channel and switching it off but it’s almost like it’s on a different circuit.” 

Drew doubted whoever’s shapely thighs and exotic crystal encrusted 
g-string he was looking at had any idea they were starring in their own TV 
show, which meant the camera was concealed. 

“Cait, is this connected to the web?” 

Nicola shook her head at Drew. “No, it’s just on a Freeview box thing.” 

Drew narrowed his eyes. A concealed camera, and a TV without an In- 
ternet connection streaming pictures from it. It was time for a conversation 
with Diego. He looked at the pictures again as the woman opened her legs 
wider and fidgeted. A cheer went up from the audience in reception. Drew 
decided he’d seen enough. More than enough actually. He looked back at 
Caitlin and nodded reassuringly. 

“Leave it with me, Cait.” 

The purpose in his stride as Drew walked back into the team room 
caught Manon’s attention and her eyes followed him as he walked behind 
her and stood next to Diego. He didn’t say anything, just folded his arms. 
Diego ignored Drew for a moment and continued typing and then stopped 
and looked up at him. 

“Eet ees a joke, ees funny, man, no?” 

“Laughed so hard, I bloody near coughed up a lung, mate.” 

Drew’s demeanour and tone of voice indicated he had rarely found an- 
ything less so. Diego shrugged and looked around sulkily. He was beginning 
to realise that this hadn’t been the best idea. 
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Drew’s voice was clear. “Show me the feed, Diegs.” 

Manon was listening to the exchange with interest and as Diego punched 
up a picture onto his monitor she twisted in her seat to see what he was be- 
ing bollocked for. Even in the team room the sound of the cheer from the 
gang in reception was audible. 

Tony frowned. “What the bleedin’ ‘ell’s going on outside then?” 

As everyone realised that Diego was the cause of something they looked 
up at his big screen. So did Manon. 

It was verging on explicit. There were gasps. Manon’s hung-over brain 
struggled to comprehend how a woman with an identical sequinned g-string 
was flashing herself on Diego’s monitor. Then the penny dropped. 

Drew sighed at Diego. “Right, mate, switch it off and tell me where the 
camera is. I know it’s here somewhere because that TV in there isn’t online. 
And you’d better hope that whoever we’re looking at never finds out be- 
cause — ” He stopped abruptly as the legs in front of him clamped together 
and the camera jolted. 

Manon pushed herself back from the desk and looked under it. There 
was complete silence as Drew and the rest of the team saw her face appear 
on the monitor. There was no such silence from the reception area. It sound- 
ed like someone had scored a goal. Drew’s voice was loud. 

“OFF! NOW!” 

The screen went blank and there was the sound of booing from down 
the hall. Drew knew she was likely to go berserk and he couldn’t blame her 
this time. Diego had overstepped the mark big time and Drew cursed him 
silently and roundly. Manon had stepped up to the plate today and this was 
her reward. Diego’s timing was fucking awful. He looked down at the man’s 
sulky face and noted that he wasn’t arguing or gloating the way he usually 
did. Which was some sort of step forward. But he’d quite possibly destroyed 
any progress they’d made with Manon. 

The rest of the team were making a point of going about their business 
as Drew took a deep breath and turned around to Manon. She was so morti- 
fied that she found it physically difficult to raise her head and look at him. It 
wasn’t just the humiliation. For a brief moment this morning she’d felt like 
part of something quite special. It was like nothing she’d ever experienced. 
And now Diego had just proved to her that she wasn’t part of anything. 

She was angry with herself, but more than that she found she was hurt. 
So she decided that a furious meltdown was too good for Diego. Revenge 
was a dish best served cold. And seeing as there was a good chance she 
wasn’t going to be there for very much longer she might as well make it 
spectacular. 
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As she looked up at Drew she could see the apology in his eyes and he 
shook his head slightly at her. Before he could say anything she stood up 
wearily and collected her handbag from the back of the chair. 

“We goin’ to this funeral then?” 

Anything to get out of the office. And after the morning she’d had, bur- 
ying a decomposing corpse qualified as light relief. 

Lars Pedersen rubbed at the sweat beading on his forehead and looked 
out at the scene on the deck of the ship. He could see at least ten pirates 
ranged around. Nearest to him two were squatting on the floor chewing, 
whilst two more patrolled backwards and forwards above them on top of 
the hatch cover. In the sweltering heat their AK47s were held at the ready. 
He noticed several also had machetes. 

After the initial terror of the gunfire and the shouting the situation had 
slid towards edgy fear and eventually come to rest mired in anxious discom- 
fort. The citadel which the PMS team had arranged in the engine room was 
well stocked and supplied, but of course he and the two PMS men hadn’t 
made it there. The bridge wasn’t equipped for any kind of siege but Declan 
and Piet had their survival bags with them and at least there was a water 
fountain and a fridge. In this heat it was dehydration that was the killer, not 
lack of food. 

Declan stretched out his neck and thought the same thing. But actually 
that was a way down his list of priorities. They were in one of the least safe 
places on the vessel and though he’d told Pedersen the mesh on the bridge 
windows would protect them the truth was that they were vulnerable. And 
without anything to defend themselves, if the pirates got in the consequenc- 
es were likely to be fairly dire. Particularly for him and Piet. 

Security guards were the nemesis of the lanky Somalis restlessly pa- 
trolling the deck and if they got the chance of a crack at some they’d be 
the first to get a bullet. Or a knife in the guts. Their only hope was that 
they could hold out long enough that either the pirates decided they weren’t 
worth the effort and left in search of richer pickings, or by some miracle 
one of the EUNAVFOR vessels got gung ho and decided to make an exam- 
ple of the bastards. Although the chance of getting caught in the crossfire 
couldn’t be underestimated. 

The crack of bullets tracing into the sky galvanized them and all three 
men searched the deck through the bridge windows. There was clearly ac- 
tivity amongst the pirates. Looking down the gangway to the port side of 
the hatch covers and cranes Declan could see the pirates parting as a small 
party of men made their way towards the bridge. Led by a very thin, very 
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upright Somali pirate, four bowed men trooped onto the deck. Declan could 
immediately see they weren’t pirates. 

The first man was dark skinned, probably Sri Lankan, like the Indonesian 
and the Filipino behind him his hair was long, wild and matted and his face 
obscured by a full set of beard and moustache. Bringing up the rear was a 
taller and much younger looking European. There were the beginnings of 
a beard on his terrified face. All wore ragged trousers and nothing else. He 
heard Pedersen next to him. 

“What’s going on?” 

Declan shook his head. He had a nasty feeling he knew, but until his sus- 
picions were confirmed he had no intention of airing them with Pedersen. A 
glance across at the bull-headed Piet told him his Recce friend had the same 
suspicions. “No idea. Wait and see.” 

“But they look like hostages. They aren’t my crew.” 

Piet cleared his throat and shrugged. “Maybe come from a mother ship.” 
The VHF radio crackled and Declan grabbed it from the table. 

“Dec? Everything alright up there? Heard some shooting. Over.” Harry’s 
voice was even but the concern was obvious. 

“Fine. Just them fucking about. Bringing some other hostages on board 
by the look of it. I’ll keep you posted. Over.” 

“Roger that. We’ll have a brew then.” 

Declan smiled at the mention of yet another brew and shook his head 
but the smile fell from his face as the lead Somali pirate came close to the 
bridge windows and shouted at them. 

“You come out now,” Pedersen’s eyes flicked to Declan’s immobile face, 
“send out the Captain and these men live. You have five minutes.” 

Piet snorted and shook his head in disgust as Declan felt Pedersen crane 
forward to get a better look through the windows. 

“They’re going to kill them?” His face paled as Declan looked back at 
him. 

“They’re going to threaten to kill them. But they’re worth money re- 
member. They’re being held for ransom,” he shook his head, “with respect, 
Captain, I don’t think you’re worth four hostages.” 

Lars Pedersen swallowed and told himself Declan was right, but his eyes 
were drawn to the terrified blond European boy. The stubble on his face 
was almost bumfluff he was so young. As green as Pedersen had been when 
he’d first gone to sea at the age of twenty with his white blond hair and sea- 
sickness. The boy’s skinny chest was concave and it was easy to pick out his 
ribs. For some reason it reminded him of the twins. They’d always seemed 
too skinny to him. 
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“OPEN THE DOOR NOW” 

When there was no response the tall Somali turned and pointed at the Sri 
Lankan man. He was immediately grabbed by another pirate and, shouting 
in fear, dragged towards the leader directly in front of the bridge windows. 

Yanking him upright the guard twisted one arm behind his back, leaving 
the other to flap and claw ineffectually at the sinewy black forearm crushing 
his throat. The leader withdrew his machete from his belt and snatched the 
Sri Lankan’s free wrist, pulling his left arm out in front of him. Then he 
raised the machete and looked into the bridge. 

“I will take this man’s arm first and then his head if you do not open 
the door.” 

Despite the heat in the claustrophobic bridge Pedersen felt himself be- 
gin to shiver and he looked at Declan again. 

“We have to open the door.” When neither Piet nor Declan answered 
him Pedersen grabbed at Declan’s tanned arm next to him. Declan could 
hear the panic in his voice. “We have to stop them.” 

Declan’s eyes remained fixed on the scene in front of him. If they were 
bluffing then they were very good at it. But then mock executions were par 
for the course. And the bottom line was, the bridge door was staying closed. 

So whatever was going to happen, was going to happen. 

Although both PMS men were surprised at how rapidly the lead pirate 
carried out his threat, there was no shock at the sight of it. It was far from 
the first traumatic amputation either Piet or Declan had witnessed. In fact 
compared to the shredded limbs both had regularly dealt with in Afghanistan 
and Iraq courtesy of landmines and IED’s, the machete blade was clean and 
precise. But for Lars Pedersen the horrific spectacle seemed to happen in 
slow motion. 

As the blade sliced through the muscle and bone separating the Sri Lan- 
kan from his arm the sudden lack of tension on the severed limb he was 
holding made the lead pirate fall towards them slightly. Pedersen felt his own 
hands cover his mouth at the sight of the blood spurting freely from the 
man’s big pulmonary artery. It was accompanied by an agonised, horrified 
screaming so ghastly it sounded like it should be enough to curdle the flow 
But it was when he saw the lead pirate look down at the arm he was holding 
and the man’s still twitching fingers Pedersen felt the vomit rise in his throat. 
Turning away he staggered a couple of steps to the corner and threw up on 
the floor. 

Piet and Declan both watched Pedersen heaving and then looked at each 
other. Piet shook his head, pointed silently to his eyes and then pointed 
back at Pedersen. Declan got the message. They needed to keep an eye on 


188 


Pedersen. It was clear this kind of violence was having the desired effect. 
It wouldn’t take much more before he was begging them to open the door. 
And that was as good as suicide. 

As Pedersen straightened up and wiped at his mouth he turned in fury to 
Declan. “You said they wouldn’t do it.” 

Piet Berg’s voice was measured. “No, he said they wouldn’t kill him.” 

As the words left his lips the pirate outside shouted to them. 

“Now, you open the door or I take his head.” 

Pedersen watched in horror as the terrified Sri Lankan was forced to his 
knees. The lead pirate grabbed his long, unkempt hair, pulling his neck out 
as the man spewed yellowish vomit onto the deck in front of him. Pedersen 
spun around to Declan. Grabbing a bunch of the material of his T-shirt 
in his hand he pulled himself against the hard body of the other man and 
looked into his face. Declan could smell the sourness of the bile and see the 
misery shaking around his mouth as spat the words out. 

“For fuck’s sake. You have to do something to stop this. Now.” 
“Captain,” Declan paused and Pedersen saw the muscles around his eyes 
tighten, “nothing can stop this. That man is dead already. Without medical 
attention he’ll bleed to death anyway, or die of infection.” 

The two men stared at each other for a moment longer and then Peder- 
sen released Declan roughly and turned back to the window. He was in time 
to see the lead pirate raise his arm and the sun glint off the bloodied machete 
before it slashed downwards, abruptly ending the screaming and sobbing of 
the Sri Lankan. 

Piet Berg sighed. “That boet's troubles are gone now.” 

Pedersen watched the Sri Lankan’s head kicked across the deck until it 
tumbled over the side, his mutilated body dragged along and thrown after it. 
As the pirate turned to the three remaining, terrified hostages Pedersen dis- 
covered he was fervently willing him not to choose the boy. Anyone but the 
boy. Waving his arm again the leader pointed at the Filipino man. Pedersen 
closed his eyes as the man’s screaming cut through the heavy air. The pirate’s 
voice was loud and held a note of impatience. 

“Again, I take his arm and then his head. You know I speak the truth. 
You stop this if you open the door.” 

Pedersen’s voice was low as he spoke. “What kind of men are you that 
you can allow this to happen?” 

Declan took a step towards him and looked into his face. “If you open 
this door they will still kill him. And once they’ve killed Piet and me, they’ll 
use your life as a bargaining chip to get the others in the citadel to open that 
door too. I have a responsibility' to protect you and your crew and this vessel, 
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Sir. Much as I dislike what’s going on out there, there’s nothing useful I can 
do to stop it.” 

They were both distracted by a sudden commotion on the deck. Clearly 
terrified beyond reason the Filipino had torn himself free of his captors and 
began to run crazily across the deck away from them. With no particular 
sign of haste the lead pirate lifted his AK47 and sprayed a stream of bullets 
at the man, felling him just as he reached the railings at the side of the ship. 
Pedersen could see the anger in the pirate’s face as he looked at the corpse. 
Then the sound of Bungy Williams on the VHF radio made him jump again. 
“Declan, you got an update for me pal? Sounds like a lot of activity up there, 
over.” 

Declan raised the radio to his lips. “Roger that. They’re executing the 
hostages they brought on board to get the doors open. Get on the VF1F and 
keep sending what you can. Over.” 

There was a moment of silence and then Bungy’s tone hardened. 
“Anything we can do, Chief? Over.” 

“Anything sounds good.” 

“Understood, Dec. Out.” 

Declan’s mind worked overtime as he looked out of the bridge windows. 
The situation was deteriorating rapidly and he knew it. Fle’d never heard 
of this level of violence before. Normally if things got too hard there was 
always another ship and another crew. Why these bastards were prepared 
to sacrifice this much to get inside the bridge bothered him. The last thing 
he wanted was to open the door, but they were running out of options. He 
was distracted by the sound of Pedersen gasping suddenly as he watched the 
young blond sailor being manhandled across the deck towards them. 

Transfixed, Pedersen saw the tears in the boy’s eyes as they pulled him 
upright in front of the lead pirate, and the shaking. But he didn’t scream or 
beg. The lead pirate turned to the bridge and waved his machete. 

“First the arm. Both arms. Then his head. Unless you open the door.” 
The boy still didn’t make a sound as his right arm was concertinaed up 
behind his back and the left was pulled out in front of him. Pedersen felt 
his hands balling into fists as he saw the boy’s face screw up, fighting back 
the tears and the terror. And instantaneously all the grief and the anger he’d 
locked away suffused him. That he’d been so far away when his boys were 
broken to pieces; that he’d failed in his duty to protect them. Suddenly all 
that mattered was that he protected this helpless boy whose own father was 
so far away. The sight of the spreading stain across the crotch of his trousers 
as the pirate raised the machete and the boy lost control of his bladder was 
the final straw. 
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“STOP. I COME OUT.” 

The pirate stopped instantly, the machete raised above his head, and 
turned towards the bridge, narrowing his eyes at the sound of Pedersen’s 
shouting. 

“You will open the door?” 

Pedersen felt rather than heard Declan move behind him but took no 
notice. 

“I come out. But not if you hurt him. You touch him and the door stays 
closed.” 

The pirate dropped the boy’s arm and turned fully towards the bridge. 

“Open it then.” 

“I tell security men now You give me a minute.” Inside the stifling heat 
of the bridge Pedersen turned to see Declan and Piet staring at him, but he 
had no intention of arguing. He pulled himself upright and his voice was 
clear. “Mr Fitzpatrick, this is my ship. I am the Captain and whilst you are 
aboard you follow my orders. I will not be responsible for another death on 
this vessel. Now I intend to open that door and to attempt to negotiate with 
these people. If you choose to then you can let me out and remain on the 
bridge. But I will appreciate any help you can give me. That is my final word 
on the subject.” 

Declan Fitzpatrick realised straightaway that Pedersen was determined. 
And in truth, the sight of that young lad on the deck had made him angrier 
than he remembered being in a while. Glancing across at Piet he saw him 
nod. 

“Alright, Captain. We’ll open the door. But don’t think you’re going to 
save that lad with negotiation. We need to distract them and get him and us 
down to the citadel. Unless you want to end up like the first guy.” 

Pedersen felt a degree of relief as he looked between them. “What can 
we do?” 

Piet Berg was already scouting around the bridge for anything he could 
use as a weapon. When he saw the acetylene torch and its gas canister Harry 
had used to weld the mesh on the windows he looked up at Declan. 

“Dec?” 

Declan thought for a second and then nodded. He noticed Pedersen’s 
face clear and then the man walked across and pulled open a pair of doors 
underneath an instrumentation panel. When he turned around he was hold- 
ing a flare gun in his hand. 

“Will this help?” 

Declan rubbed his hand over his mouth. “Alright, that might give us 
enough elbow room out there to grab a couple of weapons. But we need 
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some time to get organised. And it doesn’t look like chuckles out there is 
willing to wait,” he looked hard at Pedersen, “you’ll have to go out there and 
keep them talking for five minutes. Get as close to the hostages as you can 
and then when we come out just grab whoever you can and head for the 
citadel. No matter what happens. OK?” 

Pedersen nodded back and for the first time in a long time felt a deep 
sense of purpose. He raised his chin as he looked at the tough man in front 
of him. 

“Thank you, Mr Fitzpatrick.” 

“Captain, you can thank me when we’re brewing up in the citadel. 

And not before.” 

Andrea Pedersen flicked the switch on the coffee machine a couple more 
times and then leant her elbows on the kitchen counter and admitted defeat. 
It wasn’t as if it made coffee as good as she did anyway. And she wasn’t 
working today so there was no reason she shouldn’t spend an extra ten min- 
utes malting some decent stuff. Sighing, she straightened up and pulled open 
one of the cupboards above her and fished around for the coffee beans. 
She’d never made fresh coffee before she met Lars. He’d taught her to make 
it and to appreciate it. Hot and dark and rich the way he liked it. 

The sound of the doorbell startled her and she looked down to see the 
dog had raised his head from his comfortable basket too. Together they pad- 
ded down the bright airy hall towards the front door. Despite the cold rain 
outside the gracious Victorian villa was flooded with light. As she opened 
the heavy door she could smell the ozone buffeting in from the sea. The 
UPS man turned towards her as Tiny the dog hid behind her skirts. 

“Mrs Pedersen?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good, I wasn’t sure this was the right place. Can you sign here for 
me?” Andrea took the electronic handset and scribbled her name into the 
scratched Perspex with the plastic pen offered to her and then looked curi- 
ously at the small plastic envelope he put into her hands. 

“Wonder what this is?” 

But the UPS man was already heading away from her through the rain, 
back towards his van standing on the gravel driveway. 

“Cheers, love.” 

Raising her hand in farewell Andrea turned and closed the door against 
the rain. The dog trotted ahead of her down the corridor towards the kitch- 
en as she scanned the envelope. She realised that it was actually addressed 
to Mr Pedersen, not her. Not that the delivery man was going to care about 
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that. That he had even bothered waiting for a signature rather than throwing 
it in the porch and disappearing was somewhat of a miracle. 

By the time she’d made a coffee and returned to the package the rain had 
stopped and she began prying the thing open. It took scissors to get into, 
and once she had Andrea watched the small black USB pen drive slide out 
onto the kitchen table. Pulling out the accompanying printed letter she was 
immediately absorbed by the contents. 

She had known a little of what Stephen Desmond and Lars had suspect- 
ed, but after reading the four page letter the former had sent, she could feel 
a low buzz of alarm. And anger. Followed by an overwhelming feeling of 
gratitude that Lars was on his way home to her. So much so that when the 
phone rang she shouted in fear. 

Looking up at it sitting in its cradle on the kitchen bench she swallowed 
hard as the dog shot out of his basket and disappeared down the steps be- 
hind her into the dark cellar. It was a habit he’d formed as a puppy. There 
was something about the comforting clasp of the blackness that seemed to 
calm him down when he’d been startled. Hauling herself up from the table 
Andrea answered the phone. 

Five minutes later she realised she was sitting at the table again. For a 
split second she wondered if she’d just drifted off for a moment and im- 
agined the whole thing. But then with a jolt of pain she knew she hadn’t. It 
was real. She reached out and picked up the neady typed page of Stephen 
Desmond’s notes on the table in front of her and saw her hand shaking. 

Her mind suddenly took off, careering across the ocean, to guns and 
pirates and Steve Desmond shot. To Lars. Beaten. Worse. She slapped the 
table hard, physically squashing the thoughts. And she realised that sitting 
there waiting impotently for news of him and his hi-jacked ship was not 
what she was meant to do. That this package had arrived out of the blue on 
that terrible morning meant something. It had been given to her on the day 
when she so desperately needed to do something, anything, to help Lars. 
And she fully intended to. 

Collecting the letter and the pen drive she set off down the corridor 
to the large study at the front of the house, sat in Lars’ wooden Captain’s 
chair and fired up the computer. Then she inserted the pen drive and, hav- 
ing scanned the files, opened the email and composed a message to Sarah 
Grelsham. 

If the heat inside the bridge had been suffocating, the deck was almost 
unbearable. As the bridge door closed quickly behind him Pedersen made 
his way slowly around to where the lead pirate stood in front of the young 
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sailor. And his heart sank. There were far more of them than they’d been 
able to see from the bridge. What had seemed an ambitious plan now felt 
completely unachievable. 

There was silence as the pirate looked at him. All Lars could think was 
that he had to get close enough to the boy to have a chance of disappearing 
back the way he’d come with him when the hell Piet and Declan were plan- 
ning was unleashed. 

“You are the Captain?” 

‘Yes. I am.” Pedersen looked reassuringly at the blond young man and 
saw him swallow visibly. The pirate narrowed his black eyes. 

“Where is the package.. .the files you were sent? They are not in your 
cabin.” 

“What?” In his complete surprise Pedersen’s voice was loud. “What are 
you talking about?” There was a great flash in front of his eyes and for a 
millisecond he thought that Piet and Declan had started their assault, but 
then he realised it was the butt of the AK47 smashing him around the side 
of the head. Staggering to his knees on the deck Pedersen tried to re-orient 
himself as the fierce sun beat down on him and he heard the pirate begin to 
scream at him. 

“You tell me now. Where is the package. I must know NOW” 

“I have no package. Nothing.” The pirate beat him again around the 
head and he fell heavily to the deck, rolling onto his back. As he looked up 
he saw the pirate grab the boy and raise his machete. Desperately Pedersen 
concentrated on forcing himself to his feet. He had to keep them talking. 
But whatever they were after he didn’t have it. “ALRIGHT! Alright — ” 

The pirate shook the boy roughly again. “You tell me where it is now, or 
I take his head off.” Pedersen took a deep breath and said the first thing he 
could think of. 

“I gave the package to someone in Djibouti. I don’t have it anymore. I 
don’t know what was in it.” 

From their vantage point on the bridge Declan and Piet watched the 
lead pirate beat Pedersen savagely again with the butt of the AK47. Declan 
looked across at the big man next to him. “That’s it. We need to go. You set?” 

Piet Berg hoisted the big gas canister more securely against him and held 
the flare gun aloft before stuffing it into the waistband of his creased blue 
chinos. 

“As I’ll ever be, boet .” 

Declan nodded and spoke into the VHF walkie-talkie. He’d already 
briefed Bungy and Harry on the plan, if you could call it that. 

“Alright, boys, we’re on our way. Be ready at the door and we’ll be with 
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you fast as we can. Over.” In the citadel Harry narrowed his eyes against 
the fag smoke rising from his roll-up and watched Bungy depress the send 
button. 

“Roger that. Harry’s putting the kettle on. Good luck, lads. Over.” 

“I think we may be needing something stronger. Out.” 

Then Declan stuffed the walkie-talkie into the waistband of his trousers, 
picked up the small hunting knife he always carried in his ready-bag in his 
right hand and followed Piet towards the door. 

The first few seconds went better than expected. The element of sur- 
prise was the best weapon the PMS men had and they made the very most 
of it. Having carefully plotted the whereabouts of the nearest pirates when 
Pedersen had opened the door, Declan was able to jump the first one from 
behind and slit his throat before the man even realised the door to the bridge 
was open. 

As he fell Declan pulled the AK47 from his hands and was readying the 
butt of it in a vicious upswing as the next one turned to see what the noise 
was all about. The crack of the gun reverberated up through the man’s head, 
fracturing his jaw and throwing his brain hard against the top of his skull. He 
was unconscious before he hit the floor, and before that Piet had barrelled 
past him, grabbing the man’s automatic weapon on his way towards the deck. 

Tooled up, Declan felt momentarily better. At least things were looking 
a bit more even now. But as they both rounded the corner the scale of what 
they were facing became clear. From the bridge they’d had a restricted view 
of the deck. As a result they’d seriously misjudged the numbers. 

But there was no choice now. No going back. 

The first of the pirates turned and raised his weapon and Piet took him 
out with a short burst, aware that all he had was the ammo he carried. Fol- 
lowing him. Declan created his own arc of fire, taking out two others who 
had already loosed off several rounds. 

At the first sound of gunfire Pedersen stuck to his instructions. Without 
looking back he dived for the boy in front of him and they both fell heavily 
to the floor. He felt the bullet slam into the man who had been holding the 
boy and opened his eyes to see his body hit the deck next to him. Pedersen 
reached out and tugged the machine gun out of his hands. Then he waited 
for what he knew was coming. 

As Declan laid down covering fire Piet used his mammoth strength to 
heave the gas canister bodily into the air and it clanged down onto the deck 
ahead of them, rolling into the centre of the large group of pirates near 
the forward hatch. Then, pulling the flare gun from his belt, he tuned out 
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the noise and the bullets ricocheting around him and aimed squarely at the 
canister. 

Even though he knew what to expect the explosion was still so loud it 
paralysed Pedersen for a moment. But almost instandy he was on his feet, 
gun in one hand and dragging the terrified boy behind him as Declan and 
Piet laid down yet more fire, throwing everything they had into the chaos on 
the deck as the pirates began to recover from the explosion. 

As they tore past the big South African and Declan, Pedersen seemed to 
be watching them in slow motion. Their faces showed no fear, just intense 
concentration. Despite his adrenalin and his own terror Pedersen was struck 
by their bravery. But there was no time for anything but self-preservation. 
They were risking their lives to save his and the boy’s. He owed it to them to 
make it worth their while. 

Watching the two men disappear past them towards the accommodation 
block Declan stepped up the fire rate. But the early promise their surprise 
had allowed them was rapidly evaporating. He heard another explosion as an 
RPG hit the deck further down the ship and looked out over the water. A 
skiff was approaching from the port side, loaded with pirates. 

As he watched, the one with the RPG fired again. The kickback knocked 
the pirate behind him off balance and he fell backwards, the AK47 firing an 
arc of bullets into the sky until he toppled over into the sea. It was almost 
comical. It reminded Declan just how inept most of these bastards were. But 
it was sheer weight of numbers that was causing the problem. He and Piet 
had already begun to retreat towards the bridge now as the pirates pressed 
them backwards. Flattened against the superstructure, both breathing heavi- 
ly Piet looked across at Declan. 

“I’m just about out. Any ideas?” 

“None. Just save what you’ve got left and let’s head for the citadel. Hope 
we don’t meet anyone.” 

“I’m right behind you.” 

As he pulled himself off the wall and began firing Declan caught sight 
of the pirate on the bridge wing out of the corner of his eye. But he wasn’t 
quick enough. The bullets slamming into his chest propelled him backwards 
and he crashed down onto the deck. Piet was immediately firing back and the 
pirate toppled over and fell in a heap onto the steps. Declan found Piet was 
bending down next to him, lifting him over his shoulder as he fought to get 
air into his lungs and deal with the crippling pain. 

“Alright, boet You’re OK. We’ll get to the citadel now.” 

Unable to speak Declan felt Piet stand and swing around firing again. 
Then the sky and the sea seemed to blend together as everything jolted 
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crazily. 

Piet knew his only chance now was to get them to the safety of the 
citadel. But no sooner had he started to run than he felt an odd sensation in 
his right leg. He realised it wasn’t taking his weight properly. The bullets had 
sliced through the tendons at the back of his knee but there was no pain, 
just frustration. Staggering to stay upright Piet limped hard for the safety of 
the stairwell. 

But he never got there. A sustained barrage of lead from above him on 
the bridge wing rained down like a hailstorm. Then a bullet exploded into 
the back of his skull, blowing his face off and, like a great beast, he finally 
collapsed with Declan dead across his shoulders, and lay still. 

Pedersen actually had the door of the citadel in sight when the young pi- 
rate stepped out in front of him. Ironically it was Pedersen who was quicker 
on the trigger, but he had no idea what to do when the round jammed in the 
chamber. Or when he heard the boy next to him let out a rush of air as the 
bullet tore into his heart. 

Dragged back up onto the deck he passed the bloodied corpses of De- 
clan and Piet, swallowing down the fear. And when he faced the pirate leader 
again he knew he’d been right to be scared. 

“Kneel.” Pedersen took a deep breath and eased himself onto his knees. 
Then he saw the one remaining hostage, a skinny Indonesian pulled forward 
towards him. The pirate leader put the machete into his hand and nodded at 
Pedersen. “Take his head or I will take yours.” 

The man shook his head and wept, jabbering in his own dialect, but he 
only got a beating with the butt of an AK47 for his trouble. Pedersen saw 
the tears running down the man’s cheeks as he raised the machete, it looked 
as if it was almost too heavy for him to hold. In the heat and the smell of fire 
and blood around him Pedersen closed his eyes and waited. 

The blow was deep, but nowhere deep enough. Instinctively Pedersen 
raised his hand to his neck, but the Indonesian was already chopping at him 
again and the blade succeeded in amputating most of the fingers of his right 
hand. Gasping in distress Pedersen held his mutilated hand in front of him 
and saw the Indonesian collapse sobbing onto the deck, the machete clang- 
ing onto the steel next to him. 

Until then Pedersen had always considered the instantaneous blackout 
of a beheading preferable to being torn apart by bullets. But in the agonis- 
ing despair of that moment he decided that the Filipino had made the best 
choice. 

He was readying himself to run for the side when the pirate leader col- 
lected the machete from the deck, raised it high in the air and with a vicious 
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downstroke finally severed Pedersen’s wounded neck from his shoulders, 
watching his head roll end over end across the burning deck. 

And in the blistering noon-day sun Lars Pedersen discovered that it 
wasn’t instantaneous at all. 
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FOURTEEN 

“A man who goes to sea is a man in despair. Do you know who said that?” 

The man’s voice was soft in Manon’s ear and she swung around suddenly 
to find him standing very close behind her. He was solidly built and tall, 
and his face had a light Scandinavian tan which hadn’t penetrated the lines 
around his blue eyes. Manon estimated him at around fifty but she had a 
feeling that the smoothness of his skin may be deceptive. 

Hakon Felland’s face creased into a smile as he concentrated on her. 
He’d already seen her leaving the funeral service at the East End church 
with Drew Rydstrom, and whilst she was certainly beautiful enough, their 
body language told Hakon they weren’t a couple. It occurred to him that 
she was probably a colleague from Laughton MacAllister, and the fact that 
she was here at the wake presumably meant she was working on the Lloyd’s 
investigation. Which suited him fine. Because he’d found his cock twitching 
at the sight of her. 

As she looked steadily back at him and began speaking he was hooked by 
the honey baited barbs in her voice. 

“No. I don’t even know who you are.” 

“Marco Polo.” 

Manon raised her eyebrows sardonically. 

“Well you’re looking bloody good for your age.” 

Hakon opened his eyes wide. “No, Marco Polo said this. . . I am Hakon 
Felland, of Kreller Jonas.” He watched the realisation in Manon’s face as he 
held out his hand and she took it firmly, looking slightly warily at him but he 
didn’t seem to have been offended. 

“Oh, right. I’m Manon Wyn Roberts from Laughton — ” She noticed 
that Hakon had changed the grip on her hand and was lifting it to his lips. 
Manon frowned slightly as he kissed it lightly and then let it go. His voice was 
silky as he looked hard at her. 

“So, we work together then?” She opened her mouth to reply and then 
saw Drew approaching at her elbow. 

“G’day, Hakon. You’ve met my colleague Manon?” 

Hakon shook Drew’s hand but continued to look at Manon. “Yes. Yes I 
have,” then he concentrated on Drew again and frowned. “I’m sorry I don’t 
have very long, it’s turned into quite a difficult day. Shall we sit down?” 
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“No worries, nothing serious I hope?” 

Manon allowed Hakon to put his arm around her and guide her towards 
the low table nearby and the black leather tub chairs around it. She sat down 
and watched Drew do the same next to her as he looked at Hakon expectant- 
ly. Hakon motioned to a waiter and shook his head at them both. 

“I was just telling Manon that Marco Polo said a man who went to sea 
was a man in despair.” He paused to allow his words to sink in and watched 
as Drew leant forward, clasping his hands together under his tie. 

“Things have changed a bit since then though, mate.” 

The waiter leant a tray of drinks towards Manon who gratefully relieved 
him of a large glass of red wine. Hakon took one himself, noticing that 
Drew chose only water. 

“Not as much as you may think. Shipping is one of the most complex 
businesses in the world. I speak to my friend who is a hedge fund manager 
and he finds shipping too difficult to understand. It is a truly global business, 
but when you are alone on the deck hundreds of miles from land then you 
are no different than Columbus was. In many ways it’s no safer now than it 
was five hundred years ago.” 

Manon felt the nudge as someone pushed past her chair and looked up. 
She saw a Filipino man open his hands in apology and shook her head dis- 
missively. Looking around she could see that the function room of the hotel 
was really getting full. She supposed that it should be a comfort to Patrick 
Cumming’s widow: that so many people had turned out to remember him. 
Manon wondered what it must be like to know that the man you loved was 
in that polished box in the cold ground of the East End graveyard they’d 
all just left in solemn process. She imagined how she would feel if Greg was 
lulled. The fear of it made her sound angrier than she intended. 

“So why don’t you lot on the piracy committee and shipowners and IMO 
do something about it then? It sounds to me like we’ve gone into Somalia 
and dumped crap off their coast and caught all their fish so no wonder 
they’re hi-jacking ships.” 

She watched Hakon look in surprise at Drew and she was waiting for 
him to give her the slightly raised eyebrows that meant he wasn’t impressed. 
But he didn’t. Hakon sat back again and looked hard at Manon. His voice 
was equally hard. 

“If you want to have a romantic view of these pirates defending their 
homeland and trying to feed their families then you are entitled to it. But 
you should understand the real situation first. The men who took the Ming 
Ue and lulled Stephen Desmond were not desperate individuals motivated 
by hunger or poverty; Those days are long gone.” He raised the wine to his 
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lips and then changed his mind. “Up until six or seven years ago the piracy 
was relatively minor and local. But then the criminal gangs got involved and 
linked up with the Somali warlords,” he shook his head. “In Nairobi and 
Mombasa there are whole suburbs built on pirate money and they’re sup- 
ported there. You may think that when some British tourist is snatched from 
a beach resort in Kenya the whole world will co-operate in looking for them, 
but the reality is that too many in Africa are making too much money from 
these hostages and hi-jacks to hand the pirates over. For an average hi-jack 
a pirate will make ten thousand US dollars. That’s close to the lifetime wage. 
Three hi-jacks and their entire extended family can retire. This is a business, 
Manon.” 

Drew watched Hakon closely. It was clear he had something on his mind 
and he didn’t want the subject changed. He sat back slowly and continued 
to look hard at Hakon, hoping Manon would gather he wanted her to stay 
quiet. To his surprise she seemed to. The silence was almost becoming un- 
comfortable when Hakon waved his hand in apology and ran it through his 
thick white blond hair. 

“Forgive me. I am sorry to be rude. I am just a little sensitive today, you 
see we have had a vessel pirated this morning.” Drew nodded and felt the 
balm of satisfaction. Stress was easy to read and he was rarely wrong, but it 
did happen. 

“Sorry to hear that. Are the crew safe?” 

Hakon shook his head wearily. “It’s not clear exactly what’s happened 
but it doesn’t sound positive. It seems that the security team were taken by 
surprise. The weapons these people have now are — ” 

“It’s not just the weapons. The training’s getting more sophisticated all 
the time,” Manon watched Drew’s face set, “financiers are paying spec ops 
blokes a fortune to train these bastards. They aren’t as naive as they used to 
be.” 

Holding Drew’s eyes Hakon reflected that the man really did know rath- 
er too much for comfort. He was sure he’d been right to prevent Li Jian 
hitting Laughton MacAllister, but he was finding increasing sympathy with 
the prospect. 

“No, they aren’t. The pirates are very clear which vessels they target. 
There are corrupt port officials in Africa and elsewhere who will gladly hand 
over information about the cargo, whether the ship is travelling in convoy, if 
there is security aboard and other basic considerations like speed and free- 
board.” 

Manon was about to nod when Drew turned to her quickly. 

“Freeboard is the height of the ship’s deck above the waterline.” For a 
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moment she almost got sniffy but it was clear that Drew had given that little 
explanation purely to help her understand. She looked at his profile as he 
concentrated on Hakon and realised that it had thrown her. Where she came 
from no boss was kind. And certainly not to female subordinates. Unless 
they wanted to sleep with them. She wondered if he was trying to make up 
for Diego being an utter bastard. She listened as Drew’s voice dropped. “So 
if there are already port officials handing out information why do you think 
HCL couldn’t be involved?” 

Hakon’s face hardened and he sat forward, his voice dropping like 
Drew’s. 

“I didn’t say that I believed HCL weren’t capable of this. I just said that 
I couldn’t see how it would be in their interest,” he gave a short laugh and 
shook his head, “if you can show me where HCL makes money in this sce- 
nario then I will believe wholeheartedly that Cheung is involved. But there 
has to be a very reasonable return for HCL to invest their time in creating 
this scheme.” 

Manon looked at the flush which had suffused Hakon Felland’s face and 
noted just how upset the mention of HCL made him. The ridiculous thong 
suddenly cut into her and she tried unobtrusively to adjust it. She noticed 
Drew’s eyes flick towards her. She was still mortified at the view he and the 
rest of the office had been afforded of her. But at least he hadn’t mentioned 
it in the cab. She picked up the red wine in front of her and took a sip. Then 
she realised she’d missed the thread of the conversation and tried to pick up 
what Hakon was saying. 

“It’s more than ten years since he worked for me, but I and many others 
are here,” Hakon turned slightly and gestured around the room, “they prob- 
ably sailed with him on many different ships and for different companies.” 

Drew nodded and looked at Manon and frowned slighdy. 

“This is Patrick Cummings we’re talking about.” Manon reminded her- 
self how sharp he was. She had to be on her game with Drew because unlike 
every other boss she’d ever had, he never seemed to switch off. And nothing 
got past him. But if he was annoyed that she’d lost concentration he didn’t 
show it. Hakon looked at her too. 

“He worked for me at one time. Before HCL.” 

“Is there anyone from HCL here?” Manon looked around. 

“There are probably seafarers here,” Hakon’s mouth flattened into a 
grim line, “but there is no one from senior management. I am tempted to 
point that out to the press outside. If I thought they would listen. They are 
more interested in my wife.” 

Manon froze at the mention of the press. Drew noticed. He looked back 
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at Hakon. “Sounds like a bit of a PR oversight. They’ve been getting a lot of 
positive press recently.” 

“They have a big expensive PR agency. But there is only so much you 
can polish a turd.” 

Drew smiled. “That’d be right, mate. Has Cheung really handed over to 
his daughter or is that just spin?” 

“Bao Yu is the de facto boss at HCL now. There are a lot of daughters in 
this new generation of Chinese shipping families and Cheung isn’t the first 
doting father to bring his litde girl into the business. She is trying to give the 
impression that the culture at the top has changed but I don’t believe it.” 
Drew listened to the bitterness in Hakon’s voice and wondered what history 
he had with HCL. The turd comment indicated that the dislike ran pretty 
deep. And personal. 

‘You know them pretty well then?” 

‘Yes. I come from a shipping family. For three generations we ran a 
shipping line until Cheung came in and bought it out. It doesn’t exist any 
longer. That’s why I am at Kreller Jonas now. I hadn’t the resources to start 
another line and anyway Cheung made sure that my non-compete clauses in 
my employment contract meant I couldn’t. He is ruthless and implacable in 
business and his methods with his crews and his competitors are ones most 
civilised people would reject.” 

Hakon Felland’s voice was quite even but the deep resentment was ob- 
vious. Drew realised that resentment was likely to be jaundicing the infor- 
mation he was giving them about HCL. Which meant they needed to treat it 
with caution. As Drew looked back at him it was as if Hakon had heard him. 
His face cleared slightly and he gave a small smile. “Not that you have to 
take my word for it. Cheung and his daughter are both in the UK tomorrow 
for a reception at IMO. I will take you and you can meet them. It’s in the 
morning followed by a lunch I believe. I can get my secretary Freja to email 
you the details.” 

“Bonzer, I thought we’d have to go down to Hong Kong to rattle his 
cage.” 

Hakon smiled at Manon. 

“It is good to deal with Australians. They are such an open book. So 
straightforward.” 

Manon reflected that Drew was just the opposite. She saw him pick up 
the glass of water in his strong, tanned fingers and the expensive watch on 
his wrist. She wondered if he had killed the skinny Chinaman. Manon wasn’t 
sure how she felt about that yet. When she tried to think about it the walls 
seemed to begin closing in on her. There was too much to think about, too 
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much angst and fear and emotion. Everywhere she turned. She shrugged 
lighdy at Hakon. 

“He’s the only Australian I know.” Manon crossed her legs and felt the 
sequins on the bloody thong rustle as she did so. She noticed that Hakon 
took a good look at her legs before he turned his eyes back to her face. She 
had the feeling that he wasn’t the faithful type. But then from what she’d 
seen of his wife on the TV he’d have to make an appointment for sex with 
her at least a week in advance. 

Drew watched Hakon’s slow appreciation of Manon’s legs too and bet- 
ted he had no idea what was waiting at the top of them. Diego’s stunt had 
certainly shown Manon in a new light, to all of them. Drew mentally parked 
Manon’s knickers and returned to considering just how much he wanted to 
look Cheung Fei in the face, after what he’d done to Danny. Hakon saw the 
echo of anger in Drew’s eyes as he spoke. 

“I intend to be pretty straightforward when I speak to Cheung tomor- 
row. You were right about him coming after us. One of our colleagues, Dan- 
ny Tao, was attacked last night. He’s lucky to be alive.” 

“What?” Hakon had already sat forward in outrage before he got a hold 
of himself. He could not believe that Li Jian had been so colossally stupid. 
“What happened?” 

“Couple of Triad hit men tried to knife him. Could have been a lot 
worse.” 

Hakon sat back and rubbed at his chin. He buried the churning anger 
and focussed on the opening the conversation had given him. Li Jian had 
tried destruction and failed. Now it was time to show how much more effec- 
tive distraction could be. He dropped his voice. 

“I told you Cheung was involved with Triads. And I think that all of this 
may be to do with them. With their drug shipments. I am not convinced that 
Henry Tolling had anything to do with it.” 

Drew frowned. “But Sarah Grelsham reckoned she had evidence that 
ships were being slowed.” 

Hakon gave a derisive snort. “This is what you get when people who do 
not understand the industry try and interfere. These rumours about ships 
being slowed have a basis in fact: it costs a fortune in bunkers, fuel, to run at 
top speed through the pirate areas. You can save fifty thousand dollars on a 
trip by slowing down. That will pay for a security team for the whole voyage. 
So, yes, some ship operators are making the decision to slow their ships 
down and protect them in other ways. Some crew are not happy about this. 
But that is a long way from a conspiracy to allow pirates to board. 

“There’s someone here you should talk to, he can give you more back- 
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ground on this than me. I can only report second hand rumours,” Hakon 
put his hands on his thighs and prepared to get up. “I’m here with my wife 
Karen and she has to leave shordy so I’d better say a couple of goodbyes, 
but before I do that I’ll introduce you to Gil, he’s here somewhere.” 

He stood up and looked around and Drew’s phone rang. Isabelle was, as 
always, brief and to the point. 

“Drew, will you tell Manon to check her phone. Her father called here 
earlier saying that he couldn’t get through on it. He wants to speak to her.” 

“No worries. Anything else?” 

“No. That’s it.” 

“Righto.” Drew ended the call and saw that Hakon was guiding a short, 
weather-beaten looking man towards them. He stood up to shake hands and 
looked quickly at Manon. “Iz says check your phone. Your old bloke called 
and he couldn’t get through.” Manon wondered if it was actually possible 
for her day to get any worse. She realised she’d switched the ringer off her 
phone during the service and there were a couple of messages. She looked 
up to be introduced by Hakon. 

“Gil Rivers, this is Drew Rydstrom and Manon Wyn Roberts, they were 
asking about piracy and conditions for seafarers and I told them you were 
the man to speak to.” Gil nodded and his handshake was firm. 

“Absolutely. Happy to educate anyone who’ll listen. It’s the only way 
we’ll ever get the consensus we need to improve working conditions and 
start tackling piracy.” Hakon looked satisfied and then his eye was caught by 
something across the room. 

“Good, I will leave you then. Drew, I’ll send you those details about the 
IMO reception and I will see you both there tomorrow.” 

“No worries, mate, thanks for that.” 

As Gil and Drew started speaking Manon excused herself and wandered 
out to the loos. She looked at the message and took a deep breath before 
she played it. 

It was brief, but then her father never had too much time to spare for 
her. He wanted to meet her in the morning first thing. She mulled over what 
fresh iniquity might have prompted him to contact her. She hadn’t done an- 
ything else wrong she knew about. She debated asking Rolf. He’d probably 
know. Rolf had always been close to Harri Wyn Roberts, or ‘Taff ’ as he was 
universally known in the Met. 

Rolf had been a go-between for Manon and her father on plenty of pre- 
vious occasions. But she’d had enough of that. If her father wanted to have 
a go at her then nothing Rolf was going to say would change it. 

She pressed a button and returned the call but got the voicemail. So she 
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left a message that she’d be there and hung up. 

Drew watched Manon approach and thought she looked tense. In fact 
she was starting to look ill. Her reaction to the mention of the press hadn’t 
been lost on him and he wondered if that meant she was preparing herself 
to face it again. If Johnny Makin had persuaded her to give Hart what he 
wanted. Drew acknowledged it was high time he sorted that out, but in the 
meantime he was finding Gil Rivers a mine of information and, most im- 
portandy, gossip. He turned around and relieved a passing waiter of another 
glass of wine and put it in front of Gil. It was worth keeping him well oiled. 

“There you go, mate. Christ knows when we’ll see him again.” Gil smiled 
and his ruddy cheeks caught the light, their spidery veins betraying a life 
spent in harsh conditions. His small brown eyes were tucked under heavy 
folds of brow and lid and his hair seemed to be malting a desperate bid for 
freedom from any pore it could. 

“So were you at sea?” 

“Yes, yes I was. Were you?” 

Drew nodded and looked down into his water. 

“Yeah, I was. Royal Australian Navy.” Manon looked at Drew in surprise. 
She had no idea he’d been at sea. Gil Rivers nodded in return. 

“Did you know that after fishing it’s the most dangerous occupation you 
can have. We lose around two thousand people every year. But no one makes 
the slightest fuss about it. It’s a disgrace.” 

Manon frowned hard. “God, that’s a lot. I din’ realise,” Gil nodded and 
wondered where he’d seen her before. “Is this all from piracy then?” 

“No, there are sinkings, accidents. The average crew on a vessel will be 
made up of at least five nationalities and because seafarers are operating in 
international waters they are protected by no one. More than half of ships 
sail under a flag of convenience so the owners avoid complying with the 
safety and employment laws of their local countries. It endangers lives all the 
time. And they don’t pay them.” 

Drew looked at the clock again and decided they needed to think about 
going. 

“What about this HCL outfit?” 

He watched Gil’s face darken. “Bastards. I was on one of their vessels a 
few years ago. The crew hadn’t been paid for months and months. We put 
pressure on the Captain and he called into HCL and said we were onboard. 
They immediately told him they were wiring the money. I hadn’t even had a 
chance to work out how much it was but the amount was to the cent. They 
knew exactly how much they owed these poor guys.” 


206 


“At least you got them paid, mate.” 

Gil closed his eyes and Drew saw his jaw clench in anger. When he 
opened his eyes and looked between Drew and Manon again his voice was 
tight with it. “I thought I had. Then I got a call from one of the Filipino 
crew. He was at the airport. After I’d left they’d all been told to give the 
money back. When he refused he’d been kicked off the ship. The man was 
distraught.” 

Manon shook her head in outrage. 

“Fucking bastards. Isn’t there a union or something?” 

“Flags of convenience are called that for a good reason. Things like un- 
ions can be avoided. That’s why there’s so few British crew these days, they 
won’t put up with what the Russians and the Filipinos will. For most seafar- 
ers being at sea is like prison with a salary. In fact it’s worse than that, because 
at least in prison you can have a mobile phone and family visits. These guys 
go months and months without seeing their loved ones and they have to use 
the satellite communications to even send an email home.” 

Drew looked curiously at him. “I was talking to a satcoms provider 
about how they’re all fitting broadband systems the other day.” 

Gil raised his eyebrows. 

“The big ones are, but the conditions on their ships have always been 
reasonable. For most crew they’re restricted on what comms they can use. 
The communications systems are all about operating the ship, not malting 
life easier for the crew. A lot of shipowners don’t give them access because 
of the expense. I’ve heard of men waiting for their wives to give birth and 
they can’t call home. If it weren’t for people like The Mission to Seafarers 
and their ship visitors I don’t know what some of them would do. They take 
them phone cards, even give them financial help sometimes.” 

“Nice to know someone gives a shit about them.” Drew saw the anger in 
Manon’s face and nodded slowly at her. 

“Good blokes.” 

Gil looked between them and nodded back. 

“Very good.” 

Drew decided it was time to come clean. 

“Gil, mate. I’m going to level with you. We’ve been told by a few people 
that HCL ships have been slowing down to let pirates board. But I don’t see 
how they could do that without the crew being involved.” 

Gil sat very still for a moment and then leant forward and took a long 
draught of the wine in front of him. His eyes took on a furtive cast as he 
looked back at Drew. 

“I hear a lot. I can’t tell you if it’s true or not.” 
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“Just tell me what you hear.” 

“Alright. There have been rumours about the HCL ships for some time 
now. It didn’t start with them though. Before that I had been hearing that 
engine management systems were causing problems on another line. The 
ships were speeding up and slowing down on their own and the engineers 
couldn’t work out why. But the HCL ships were different. They were actually 
slowing down before pirates boarded.” 

Drew thought how bloody lucky they were that Hakon had introduced 
them to Gil. “Do you think that’s true?” 

“All I can tell you is that I have heard it from too many people for me 
not to take it seriously.” 

Manon narrowed her eyes. “Do you think the HCL crews are involved 
in it?” 

“No,” Gil shook his head, “when they board ships they keel-haul men, 
shoot them and tie them up for days without food. What do they have to 
gain?” 

“The ransom money?” 

Gil sighed at Manon. “These are simple, poor men. They are trying their 
best to stay alive and get paid the money owed to them. They don’t have the 
bandwidth for something like that. A containership can be unloaded and 
loaded and gone again within twenty- four hours. They work eighteen hours 
a day. HCL crews know they need to shut their eyes and their ears and get on 
with the job no matter what the rumours or the cargo. Doing anything else 
can be very dangerous.” 

Manon thought she heard an edge in his voice. “Have things happened 
to the crew then?” 

Talcing another slug of wine Gil nodded. 

“HCL have been linked to the Chinese equivalent of the Mafia, the 
Triads,” Manon looked sideways at him but Drew’s gaze was steady as Gil 
continued. “There had been reports of cargo being loaded which wasn’t on 
the manifest. Drugs. One of the seafarers decided he could get in on the 
action and take some for himself to sell on the side.” Gil stopped and shook 
his head in frustration, “Stupid to try it. He turned up in several pieces off 
Macau. He’d been tortured to see if there was other crew involved. I won’t 
go into detail.” 

As Gil recovered himself Drew spoke slowly. “So the link between HCL 
and the Triads is established?” 

“Yes. Ask any of the crew and they’ll tell you that. But it’s the pirates that 
they’re more scared of. You know there are seafarers being held right now by 
pirates? Just trapped on these vessels without any help,” his slighdy rheumy 
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brown eyes looked hard at them. ”It isn’t just a prison. It’s hell.” 

Arvind Barstad listened to the vitriolic fury spewing down the phone 
from Hakon and silently absorbed it. He could understand why Hakon was 
in a rage. Provoking Laughton MacAllister had been entirely unnecessary 
and only likely to make them more determined. But it didn’t make any easier 
what he had to tell him. 

His measured, spare tone was in stark contrast to Hakon’s stream of 
rapid fire Norwegian as he cut across him. 

“We can contain Laughton MacAllister, I will keep a closer eye on the 
Italian.” 

“They are more determined now. Rydstrom will confront Cheung to- 
morrow.” 

“But you are ready for him.” 

“Yes — Yes. That’s right. You are right.” 

Hakon took a deep breath. Arvind was probably the person he trusted 
most in the world. He was more than an enforcer. He was a sounding board, 
an advisor and in an asymmetric way, a sort of friend. But he sensed a ten- 
sion in his voice. 

“I have news about Pedersen.” 

‘You have the files?” 

“No. They are not on the ship. The Somalis have searched it and Peder- 
sen claimed he gave the package to someone in Djibouti.” 

Hakon felt his blood pressure rising again. He clamped his jaw together 
and spoke through clenched teeth. 

“I want to know who.” 

Arvind was final. “They killed him already. But he was tortured first 
and did not speak.” Hakon flattened down the anger and engaged his brain. 
Pacing up and down the deep carpet of the hotel lobby he thought about 
the package and what Pedersen would have done with it. And suddenly it 
was absolutely clear. 

“Lars has been at sea. If Desmond sent the package to Lars he wouldn’t 
have sent it to the ship. He would have sent it to his home. And if Lars knew 
we were looking for it then if he would die to protect anyone it would be 
his wife.” 

Arvind smiled slighdy as he realised Hakon was right. 

“I think it’s appropriate that Kreller Jonas break the news of Captain 
Pedersen’s death to his wife personally.” 

Hakon felt the anger in him dissipate. 

‘Yes. Both their sons were killed last year. I wouldn’t be surprised if she 
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saw no point in living after she learns Lars is dead.” 

Arvind was brisk. 

“I’ll deal with it myself straightaway.” 

“Good. Be sure you send her my condolences.” 

As he walked out into the entrance hall of the hotel Drew was surprised 
to see Hakon finishing his call. 

“You still here?” 

“The Home Secretary allowed himself to be recorded saying something 
stupid about women politicians and the PM has put Karen, my wife, up to 
rebut it.” 

“Good luck with that,” Drew looked behind him and wondered where 
Manon had got to. She’d disappeared into the loo but it wasn’t like those 
knickers were going to take long to get on and off. And he needed to get 
back. He was beginning to feel the fatigue creep up on him. He had to sleep 
for half an hour. He muttered under his breath. “What the bloody hell do 
women do in the dunny that takes this long?” 

Hakon shook his head in sympathy. “Was Gil helpful?” 

“Very useful, thanks for the introduction.” 

“I’m glad. He’s a very committed man when it comes to seafarer’s wel- 
fare, but he can get a little overexcited sometimes. Unlike those of us who 
are responsible for companies, he hasn’t an obligation to check his facts 
before speaking.” 

“What kind of facts?” 

Hakon shrugged. “I heard him talking about flags of convenience the 
other month down in Manila, accusing the industry of using them to avoid 
tax and employment obligations.” 

‘You’re saying that’s not the case?” 

“I am saying that this is yet another grossly abused and misunderstood 
term bandied about by those who do not understand. I suggest you check 
the top flags. When it comes to their safety records they are better than the 
UK and many other major nations.” Hakon’s eyes regarded Drew carefully, 
“However, other of his information can be relied upon. About HCL for 
example.” 

Drew got the message. Satisfied, Hakon lightened his tone. “So, are you 
busy this afternoon?” 

“Yeah, we’re still trawling through Tolling’s accounts.” 

Drew watched Hakon’s face change. He could see that the death of 
Henry Tolling was weighing heavily on his mind. There was an odd note 
in his voice when he spoke again. “Henry was... well let’s say that Colleen 
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demanded attention. When Rebecca left with the children she took virtually 
everything, and of course you’d expect her to — ” 

“If you’re telling me that his first wife bled him dry and his second wife 
did the same then none of that’s news to me. The only blokes over fifty I 
meet with a grin on their faces are the ones that aren’t divorced. It usually 
costs them everything except the shirts they stand up in.” 

“I’m glad you understand. I can imagine at this stage in your investiga- 
tion that Henry’s suicide could be seen as an admission of guilt, but there are 
other reasons why men choose to die rather than live.” 

Drew shook his head. “Henry Tolling will get a fair go, mate, I can prom- 
ise you that. We don’t accuse someone until we’ve got solid evidence.” Like a 
Cayman Island company, nominee directors and a bank account stuffed with 
cash transactions. He saw Hakon relax slightly as he spoke. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to imply that you would do anything else. I’m a 
little on edge I think. We just had news that the Captain of our pirated ship 
has been tortured and killed.” 

“Shit. Did you know him well?” 

“Yes. Lars Pedersen was a good Captain and a good man. He had thirty 
years at sea.” Drew noticed Karen Felland appear from the opposite di- 
rection accompanied by a posse of lackeys. Spotting her husband she gave 
some instructions to the men and women around her and they melted away. 
Karen Felland watched him for a moment and then walked confidently to- 
wards him and Hakon. 

She was in a carefully tailored black skirt suit with a mandarin collar 
and an expensive looking pistachio coloured scarf around her neck. Having 
read Isabelle’s notes he knew that Karen Felland was forty-eight years old, 
thirteen years younger than Hakon. Her blonde, highlighted hair was cut 
into a short, chin-skimming bob and her dark eyes were sharp. He’d seen her 
on the news a few times but those pictures failed to convey her energy and 
presence. Drew could see immediately what the PM liked so much about 
her. Hakon opened his mouth presumably to introduce Drew but his wife 
wasn’t waiting. 

“Who’s this, Hakon?” 

“Drew Rydstrom, darling. Laughton MacAllister.” Drew watched Karen 
Felland’s face closely. If he’d been forced to put money on it he’d have bet 
that she knew exacdy who he was and what he was doing with Hakon. But 
he was glad he didn’t actually have to. 

“G’day, Mrs Felland.” 

She took Drew’s hand and shook it firmly. 

“Did you know poor Mr Cummings?” 
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“Only indirectly.” 

Hakon intervened. “Drew’s company is in insurance investigation, look- 
ing into some recent hi-jacks.” 

Karen Felland raised her eyebrows and Drew noticed that there were 
precious few wrinkles around her eyes. 

“Weil, if you find anything useful you must make sure to see me. Mari- 
time Security and Counter Terrorism is my area of interest and I’m making 
an announcement about funding for anti-piracy measures next week.” 

Drew nodded. It wasn’t the time to tell her that Michael had told him 
that already. Michael knew everything about everyone. Often before the peo- 
ple involved did. But he had a feeling about Karen Felland. Like he was 
getting the run around. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Manon finally 
appearing and turned slightly towards her. 

“You ready now?” She opened her eyes at the impatience in his voice. 

“I havn’ been that long.” 

She didn’t want to tell him that she’d just felt the need to be physically 
sick. Drew rolled his eyes and stood back slightly to make the introduction. 

“Mrs Felland, this is Manon Wyn Roberts, my colleague.” 

Manon held out her hand and allowed Karen Felland to shake it in that 
faux-focussed manner which politicians were obviously taught at some boot 
camp somewhere, but the woman was looking up at Drew. 

“Karen, please call me Karen, Drew.” 

Manon was grateful the woman wasn’t about to try and engage her in 
conversation. In her experience a conversation with any senior politician was 
like eating a chocolate bar: you felt strangely euphoric whilst it lasted, but 
ultimately you ended up hating yourself for swallowing any of it. 

Fortunately it didn’t look as though Karen Felland had time for Manon. 
The minister nodded at her, then took a last minute update from her press 
girl before she turned towards the exit. Clearly the staff at the hotel had been 
prepared for the minister’s visit as there were two standing ready to open the 
main doors to the outside world for Karen and Hakon. 

Manon and Drew fell into step behind them. As the doors opened all 
hell broke loose outside. For a moment even Drew was dazzled until he re- 
alised they were facing the massed ranks of the British press corps. Without 
missing a beat Karen and Hakon Felland sailed down the steps towards their 
waiting car. Drew began to follow them a few steps behind, and then realised 
that he didn’t have Manon next to him. 

He turned around in exasperation and saw her standing where he’d left 
her in the hall. Her face was a mask of shock, the colour drained completely 
from it so that she looked almost translucent in the flashing lights from the 
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cameras. Her eyes were fixed and staring. Blank and yet at the same time 
concentrated. 

“Manon?” 

She tried to open her mouth but the sound of the shutters whirring 
wouldn’t let her. She could suddenly hear Rolf telling her to get under the 
blanket and into the footwell and the sound of the car accelerating fast and 
objects thudding into the doors. 

There was another barrage of flashes and she realised that Drew was 
in front of her. She knew she should say something but she couldn’t pro- 
cess the thought any further. She just looked at him as the terror gripped 
her. Manon felt her body beginning to shut down, she suddenly realised she 
couldn’t get enough air into her lungs. 

Drew had seen enough traumatized people to know the signs. He 
watched her brown eyes widening and decided he needed to get her out of 
there and fast. Looking to his left he saw a coat check room. 

“Come on, over here.” 

When she didn’t move he put his arm around her and she didn’t stop 
him. In fact there was no give at all. She was stiff and cold and he didn’t like 
the sound of her breathing. She still didn’t move or say anything so Drew 
lifted her and carried her against him out of the cold blast from the door and 
the noise of shouting journalists and flash bulbs. 

Manon felt him carry her and tried to participate but her body didn’t 
seem to belong to her any longer. She appeared to be suffering that inexora- 
ble, creeping paralysis again. And it was getting worse. It was like giant hands 
squeezing the air from her body. 

“Manon?” Drew stopped and made her look at him and saw the glazed 
expression in her eyes as she began to reach for breath. He grabbed a chair 
from the wall and sat her down and then tugged his overcoat off and put 
it around her. Even inside Drew’s warm coat Manon had started to shake 
violently. And she still didn’t seem able to speak. He knelt down in front of 
her and held her shoulders so she looked into his eyes again. 

“Manon, I reckon you’re having a panic attack that’s all. So I want you to 
put your head down between your knees for me and try to breathe normally 
OK? You’re going to be fine in just a minute.” 

She could hear Bradley Veaton telling her that Stella should have been 
having her baby about now. If only they could have saved that baby. She 
swallowed but her throat was so dry it stuck. 

Drew watched her nod very slightly but she didn’t move. Just continued 
to stare at him. As he listened to her breathing get shallower Drew came to 
the conclusion that she was beyond instructions. Standing up he pulled his 
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coat off her shoulders and threw it on the back of the chair, then stood in 
front of her and pushed her feet apart with his. 

Her neck under his hand was cold as he gendy pressed her head forward, 
hooking his hand under her ponytail. There was no resistance, just the vio- 
lent shaking. 

Manon’s mind had come to a halt. The fear of not being able to breathe 
had blotted out everything else. As her forehead reached her knees Drew 
walked around in front of her and pushed them apart further until her head 
was between them. He could still feel her shaking. 

“Just breathe, slowly okay?” 

After a minute or so in the silence he could hear her breathing stabilise 
and the violence of the shaking abated, but he wanted to make sure she was 
one hundred per cent before he let go of her. For the first time he really 
considered the kind of hell she must have gone through for a bunch of 
photographers to provoke this kind of reaction. 

Manon Wyn Roberts was a tough cookie: he had no doubt about that. 
But this wasn’t something she could control. Drew knew all about traumatic 
stress and this was a classic trigger incident. She probably had no idea she 
was suffering from it. 

He was more used to seeing it in theatres of war, not the three ring circus 
which was the British media. But God knew they were ruthless, far more 
calculating and heartless than they’d painted Manon. 

He was about to check if she was feeling better when he heard the door 
pushed open and looked up to see a large woman coming around it. Drew 
lifted a hand to calm her. 

“It’s OK, just a panic attack.” The woman nodded sadly. 

“Poor dear. Just sit in here with her until she feels better. My friend is a 
doctor if your wife would like to see him?” Manon’s muffled voice rang out 
from between her legs. 

“I’m not his bloody wife.” 

Drew tried not to laugh and looked back cheerfully at the rather sur- 
prised woman as she frowned and disappeared out of the door again. Then, 
with his hand still on Manon’s neck, he squatted down in front of her. 

“Feeling better, Mrs Rydstrom?” 

Manon heard his voice right in front of her and was suddenly acutely 
aware that she was sitting there in a short skirt and her legs apart. She felt 
sufficiendy better that it now constituted an invasion of privacy. 

“Fine. I’m fine now. Do you think you can get your face out from be- 
tween my legs please?” 

Drew smiled and leant his head to her ear as he let go of her and straight- 
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ened up. 

“Fair go, Manon, there’s nothing down there I haven’t seen already to- 
day.” 
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FIFTEEN 

in his face again 
until then. They 

already had permission from Verre Slater to get inside their network which 
was never as much fun. So Diego had been looking forward to hacking into 
that bastard Sebastiano Alesi’s network and malting the genius look like the 
fool he was. 

But it wasn’t turning out that way. Initially Diego had wondered if he was 
just being a bit sloppy because the incident with Manon had annoyed him, 
but even once he’d switched to full concentration Sebastiano ’s servers were 
keeping him out. 

He hardly noticed that Isabelle had materialised next to him. 

“They didn’t have the tagine thing so I got you a paella, is that OK?” 

Diego looked across at the ready-meal Isabelle was proffering and wrin- 
kled his nose slighdy. 

“Ees not paella. But ees okay.” 

“I’ll put it in the kitchen.” 

“Si, I go to smoke now.” Diego looked up as he saw Manon walk into 
the office. He caught her eye and turned quickly back to his monitor. What 
he had done to her that morning had made him uncomfortable in a way he 
wasn’t used to. 

Diego was generally fairly selfish and self-obsessed; that was pardy genet- 
ic and pardy the by-product of growing up with cancer. He didn’t empathise 
well so guilt wasn’t something with which he was much acquainted. He’d 
already been dressed down by Danny and Michael for the incident which 
he’d expected, but it seemed to still be bothering him, which he hadn’t. He’d 
have far preferred her to explode at him like she usually did; he didn’t like the 
cold hatred he felt emanating from her. 

Isabelle raised her eyebrows at Manon. 

“Is Drew back too?” 

“Said something about a conference call. He’s in his office.” 

“Right. Can you not disturb him for the next half an hour then please?” 
Isabelle looked around the office and realised that there were only Manon 
and Diego anyway. Diego leapt up and pulled his leather jacket around him 


Diego watched the Gyrescom server slam its cyber-door 
and felt the first stirrings of concern. 

It had been a regular day at the office for Diego up 


216 


with a flourish, like a Matador about to face a bull. 

“I go to smoke.” 

Manon felt her relief as Diego walked out of the office. She could do 
with having the place to herself if only for ten minutes. Drew had told her 
she should go home but she’d refused. The truth was that sitting in her flat 
all afternoon pushing the shit around her head really didn’t appeal to her. 
And the panic attack, if that was what it was, had scared her more than she 
cared to admit. She needed something else to concentrate on. But before 
that she needed a coffee and four headache pills at least. 

She caught a couple of smirks as she walked down the corridor to the 
kitchen and wondered how many people had been watching the TV in re- 
ception. Not that it mattered. It was the retelling that would take it around 
every office in London and half the world within days. She just hoped to 
God that there was no recording. Walking into the kitchen she saw Isabelle 
putting sandwiches into the fridge, who straightened up when she saw her. 

“Are you OK?” 

Manon shrugged slightly. “Coffee will make me feel better.” Isabelle tore 
the top off Diego’s paella and opened the microwave to put it inside. She 
tried to find the right words. 

“If it’s any consolation I think he feels bad about it. And that’s say- 
ing something for Diego.” She turned around and faced Manon fully and 
thought the woman looked very pale. But she’d lost none of her combative 
instinct. 

“That makes it alright does it?” 

“No. It doesn’t. But Michael and Danny have both had a word with him 
too.” 

“No wonder he feels bad if he’s been bollocked.” 

Isabelle rinsed her hands and wiped them dry and then stopped and 
looked hard at Manon. 

“Actually I think he enjoyed hacking into that cloud account with you, 
Manon, and he didn’t think through the consequences of what he was do- 
ing when he planted that camera. But that’s Diego. He doesn’t think things 
through most of the time,” she looked at Manon’s implacable stare and 
shrugged. “Whatever. I just thought you should know there hasn’t been any 
smirking or gloating about it.” 

Manon’s eyes settled on Isabelle’s retreating back but all she could see 
were the awful pictures on the monitor again. Now she was supposed to feel 
sorry for Diego? No matter how bad he was feeling it wasn’t bad enough for 
her. She heard the kettle switch off and looked at the rubbish Isabelle had 
managed to liberate from Col’s desk. Picking up the nearest Pot Noodle tub 
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she looked inside and the smell was like being punched in the face. Christ 
knew what Col had left in there but it was utterly rancid, flourishing with 
mould and other more liquid yellowish filth. At that moment the microwave 
pinged and Manon caught a waft of Diego’s paella. 

What she needed to do next was so transparently obvious that she didn’t 
even consciously make the decision. 

Lifting out the paella from the microwave she peeled back the film lid 
and grabbed a spoon from the drawer. Then she steeled herself and scraped 
out every bit of the evil smelling garbage from Col’s Pot Noodle and slopped 
it into the paella. Once she’d given it a little stir it immediately dissolved into 
the rice and prawns. In fact she wondered if it would be enough. A brief 
search of the fridge turned up some particularly rank smelling tuna and the 
remnants of a tub of rotting vegetable soup. So she added a helping of each 
for good measure. 

Then, having replaced the film lid and the paella into the microwave, she 
made herself a coffee and wandered back into the team room. And found 
she felt a hell of a lot better. 

Isabelle finished entering the IMO reception details for the following 
morning into Drew’s calendar and glanced at her desk phone. It was still on 
divert. Not for the first time she found herself wondering how he coped 
with being awake all night. Every night. What the hell he did. 

She knew he spoke several languages and his general knowledge was un- 
usually broad: she assumed both were the result of having at least six hours 
a day of useful time more than anyone else did. And of course there was 
his other hobby — women. Although considering the quantity Drew shagged 
she supposed it was closer to a sport. But even if he didn’t need to sleep, the 
women he took to bed did. Eventually. 

When the divert light disappeared she immediately picked up his lunch 
and knocked softly on the door as she went in. 

“Something from the trolley, Sir?” 

“Is that lunch? I’m bloody starving.” 

“I thought I’d pick you something up in case. Wasn’t there food at the 
wake?” She noticed that once again he hadn’t managed to divest himself of 
his jacket before collapsing into his chair. It seemed to be happening more 
frequently. Isabelle felt a small frisson of alarm. Drew stood and shrugged it 
off and Isabelle put her hand out for it. Having exchanged jacket for sand- 
wich Drew tore at the packaging. 

“Didn’t see any. Too busy anyway.” 

Isabelle carefully draped Drew’s jacket on the hanger and hooked it onto 
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the coat stand next to the door as she looked back at him. 

“Just saw Manon. She’s her usual cheery self, not that I can blame her 
today.” Drew looked at her out of the corner of his eye as she wandered 
across and sat in the chair opposite his desk. He took a bite of his sandwich 
and rolled his eyes as Isabelle picked a thread off her skirt. “Michael’s already 
had a go at him, and Danny. To be honest he does seem to be genuinely 
remorseful.” Drew swallowed and shook his head sadly. 

“I reckon Diego’s the least of her problems, Iz. We came up against a 
bunch of press and she went to bloody pieces. Panic attack.” 

“Shit. Really?” 

“She seems okay now. I told her to take this arvo but she was bloody 
determined to come back to the office.” Drew leant back in his chair and he 
could see Manon’s glazed eyes in his mind staring back at him. He shook his 
head of them but he couldn’t shake the gnawing worry. He had a feeling that 
Manon Wyn Roberts was heading for a meltdown. “She hasn’t said anything 
to you about Johnny Makin?” 

“I’d tell you if she did.” 

Drew finished his sandwich and leant under the desk to put the wrapper 
in the bin and then carefully brushed all the crumbs into his hand and threw 
them in too. Isabelle watched the ingrained routine and remembered Mai 
telling her about Drew’s childhood. From what he’d said Drew had looked 
after himself and his sister virtually single-handed from the age of eight. 
Isabelle couldn’t cope with her three year old nephew now, she couldn’t 
imagine doing it at age eight, particularly when there was also an alcoholic 
mother in the equation. 

It explained a lot about Drew’s intense need for order, his pathological 
dislike of mess and lateness. She’d originally assumed that it was his military 
background but now she thought it was more likely the coping mechanism 
he’d learnt as a little boy. Imposing some routine on his chaotic life had 
probably kept him sane. 

One thing was for sure, Drew wasn’t like any other senior executive she’d 
ever worked for. She’d known Michael indirectly for a long time so when 
he initially approached her about coming to Laughton’s she’d known it was 
likely to be interesting. However, she’d known Mai even longer, so when he’d 
vouched for Drew she’d had no hesitation. 

Now, after six months Drew was more friend than boss. His relaxed 
Aussie attitude and lack of stuffiness played a part, but it was deeper than 
that. She loved him and she loved working for him and being part of the 
team he and Michael had built. She found it inconceivable that Manon didn’t 
appreciate the incredible chance she was being offered. And if she didn’t 
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then she probably shouldn’t be there. Although she had a strong feeling 
Drew didn’t want to lose her. 

Isabelle sighed and made to get up. 

“Talking of people needing to go home, I think Danny could do with 
an afternoon on a sofa. He doesn’t look great either. But he won’t.” Drew 
turned to his PC and pulled up his email, scanning the new messages. 

“No, well sometimes you don’t want time to think, Iz. I reckon he’d 
rather be getting something on the bastards who killed his mate. Any news 
from Rolf on that by the way?” 

She stood and looked down at him. “No. No one’s turned up anywhere. 
And no bodies either.” 

Drew just nodded and reflected how incredibly fortunate it had been 
that Luce happened to live where she did. It reminded him that he needed 
to do something about his unscheduled exit. “Listen, any chance you can get 
some contact details for a Luce Fforde-Benson? She lives across from the 
Langham can’t remember the name of the street.” 

Isabelle arched an eyebrow “Goodness, are we sending roses to Snow 
White?” 

Drew looked rather sheepish. 

“No, more like an apology. I left in a bit of a hurry when Danny called.” 

He bit his lip as he looked back and Isabelle narrowed her eyes at him as 
she worked out what he was telling her. “You buggered off without saying 
goodbye?” 

“It was an emergency, Iz.” 

She shook her head at him and then headed towards the door. 

“I don’t think even Lucinda deserves you. Do you want to speak to her?” 

“No, I just wanted to say sorry. Can we send her something neutral?” 

“Like what?” 

“I don’t know. Tickets to the rugby?” 

“Oh for God’s sake, Drew. Leave it to me,” he grinned as she walked out 
of the office and spoke over her shoulder. “What do you want on the note? 
Bearing in mind that there isn’t really an adequate excuse.” Isabelle turned 
and looked at him as the grin disappeared and he frowned seriously. 

“Just say I had to pick up a Chinese.” 

Michael nodded as he looked around the team room. 

“If we accept that the logs have been altered my question is why?” 

Col forked the final mouthful of Pot Noodle into his mouth and chewed 
rapidly as he looked at Michael, swallowing hard as he spoke. 

“If the speed and position data doesn’t correspond to the logs we were 
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given originally then the ship could have been in a different place and going 
far more slowly. But I need the original logs to confirm that.” 

Col went to put his empty Pot Noodle container on his desk and then 
looked at Manon opposite him. He blinked rapidly and then very carefully 
and with obvious reluctance, he carefully placed the pot in the bin under the 
desk. Drew stifled a smile at this little rapprochement and watched as Manon 
smiled sweedy back at Col. Michael looked at the back of Diego’s head. 

“How far are you into the network?” 

Diego shrugged and prepared to turn around and face the rest of the 
team. He was pretty sure that his temperature was up. He’d been getting 
increasingly stressed about not being able to hack into the Gyrescom server 
since lunchtime and it was now close to three-thirty and there was a clear 
demarcation between his frustration and his other symptoms. 

When the sweat started and the slight weakness in his legs he felt the 
creeping terror. He thought back over the past week. Had he noticed any- 
thing else and mistakenly ascribed it to hangovers and being shagged out? 
He told himself every morning as he lit his first cigarette that he was living 
on borrowed time anyway so the fags were a small part of the gamble. But 
now, presented with the potential results of being dealt another bad hand 
he found himself angry that he hadn’t concentrated more on monitoring 
himself day to day. 

He took both a physical and mental deep breath. It wasn’t even as if he 
had any good news for them on Gyrescom. Just turning the chair around 
gave him a sudden hit of dizziness and he swallowed hard at the disorienta- 
tion. He saw Manon looking at him and could have sworn he saw a look of 
satisfaction in her eyes. Drew looked across at Diego and was immediately 
struck by how strange he looked. 

“Are you into those original logs yet?” 

Diego shook his head. “No. Ees well protected.” 

Manon swung her chair around to face Michael. “Drew and I were told 
by this guy at the memorial service today that some HCL sailor had tried to 
nick drugs off one of the ships and sell them and they’d killed him. From 
the sound of it there’s regularly drugs on these HCL ships and the pirates are 
targeting them. Hakon thinks this is more likely to be about drugs than pirate 
financing.” Tony raised his hands to slow Manon down and frowned at her. 

“’old up, Manon. If HCL are carrying Triad drugs on their ships why 
the bloody ‘ell would they get the pirates to attack them and take 'em off? 
I mean if you want yer drugs to go to Somalia why not just take ‘em off at 
the port nearby?” 

Col shrugged. “He’s right. It doesn’t make any sense. But it does give us 
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another opportunity in terms of tracing the cash flows. We know where the 
Triad drug money is usually laundered. Maybe we can reverse engineer the 
cashflow and see if it ends up back in Somalia?” 

Drew nodded thoughtfully. 

“Good. Do that,” he looked across at Tony. “I’m with you, mate. It 
doesn’t make any sense. They can’t be trying to avoid secures, every naval 
vessel in the area’s too bloody busy trying to stop the pirates attacking the 
merchant shipping to be arsed spot checking cargoes.” 

Diego gave an involuntary shiver and Manon clamped down on the glee. 
He was actually beginning to look quite sick. She turned to Drew again and 
tried to keep the cheerfulness out of her voice. 

“If Henry Tolling is a pirate financier then could the drugs be a sideline? 
Just a bit of extra on top of the ransom money?” 

Danny gave a short laugh. 

“I think that this would be a very, very dangerous enterprise. Taking 
drugs from the Triads is not advisable.” 

K nodded. “And I reiterate, Henry Tolling knew all about risk. I can see 
him putting together a pirate financing syndicate, but getting involved with 
drugs and Triads doesn’t seem to fit.” Drew realised that the more he looked 
at Diego the more unwell he seemed to be getting. He heard Isabelle sigh as 
she voiced what they were all thinking. 

“Nothing about this seems to fit at the moment. Everything we find out 
contradicts something else.” 

K sat up in his chair and looked around the room. 

“Well, I’m sorry to add to the confusion, but I’ve been looking at Gyres- 
com and it gets odder.” 

Drew rolled his eyes. “Bloody hell, what now?” K looked down at the 
notes on the desk and then back up at Drew under his eyebrows. Diego was 
struggling to concentrate on his face. He realised that his vision was blurring. 

“The company was started by Leonard Whitney about fifteen years ago 
and it’s been reasonably profitable, but nothing spectacular. I would say that 
an ambitious valuation of Gyrescom wouldn’t get you very far north of two 
million sterling.” 

Drew turned his head slightly and looked at K hard. 

“I’ve been there, mate, and it doesn’t look like a company worth a couple 
of mil. Their hub looks like something out of bloody Star Wars. And he said 
they’d been bought recently.” 

“He’s right. They were bought in a cash deal almost a year ago by an 
Italian company FL Lucente SrL. Now I’ve been trying to find out what they 
paid but it’s well hidden.” Tony jerked his head in the direction of Diego. 
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“Diego’ll get yer in, chum. Be on a computer somewhere won’ it?” 
Shaking his head K smiled at Diego. He thought he didn’t look himself. 
“Diego’s been busy, but it’s okay. I identified the company advisers who 
negotiated the transaction and I found their accounts. Professional fees are 
usually no more than around five per cent of the value of the deal so if you 
look at what the advisors were paid it means that Lucente must have paid at 
least eight million sterling for that company.” 

Michael frowned and idly wondered what was wrong with Diego. 
“That’s a massive overpayment. Were they laundering money through 
it?” 

K grimaced. “That’s where it gets even more interesting. FL Lucente 
SrL is part of a complicated company structure I’m still trying to unravel.” 
“You think it could be a front company?” 

“Possibly. Even probably.” 

Manon looked up at the ceiling and blew out a breath. “Alright, start 
from the beginning. We know that Stephen Desmond sent an email to Sarah 
Grelsham saying he had evidence for her and that wasn’t on the logs,” she 
turned her head and looked at Col, “that’s right in’ it?” 

Col’s voice was low. “That email definitely wasn’t on the logs we were 
sent. They deleted it.” 

Manon lifted her head up again and looked at Drew and Michael. “So 
that means they were reading his emails.” Drew’s mouth set in a grim line. 
“They knew he was dobbing them into Sarah Grelsham.” 

Manon nodded. “So maybe he’d already tried to raise the alarm and no 
one did anything. But they started watching him.” Isabelle nodded too. 

“Which is easy when you’re stuck on a ship.” She saw Manon suddenly 
look pointedly at Drew. 

“What did that guy Gil say to us? It’s like being in prison but without 
family visits.” 

Isabelle shrugged. “But it sounds like he knew what he had was a big 
deal. Why send an email like that?” She saw Drew turn around to her. 

“Satellite links are supposed to be secure. The one thing Stephen Des- 
mond thought was safe was an email off the ship over a satellite uplink. He 
had no idea they could get into it. No idea he was being watched.” 

K rubbed his hand across his face. “We’re sure he sent this evidence to 
her are we?” Manon shrugged. 

“That’s what his email said, wasn’t it? That’s got to be what they were 
looking for when they ransacked her flat anyway.” 

Drew raised his eyebrows at Diego. “Pull up that email of hers, mate. 
Let’s have another read.” Diego took a breath in through his nose and turned 
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the chair carefully back to face the screen in front of him. His head felt wool- 
ly and he had to really concentrate on each consecutive action as he logged 
into Sarah Grelsham’s concealed email account. He was so concentrated that 
he didn’t immediately notice the highlighted title of the new email at the top 
of the list. Manon saw it straightaway. 

“What’s that? Is that a new email?” 

Despite her loathing for Diego Manon found herself standing up and 
moving closer behind him so that she could read the email as he opened it. 
The email address was a typical jumble of letters and numbers, but the con- 
tents stunned them all into silence. Manon felt the adrenalin shoot through 
her as she read. 

“Dear Sarah, you will probably have heard by now that Steve Desmond was killed by 
pirates who boarded his ship. I know that Steve sent you the files he had about the HCL 
ships slowing down, and he has also sent a copy to my husband Lars. 

Lars wants to make sure that you have everythingyou need to make people listen 
about what’s going on. I have heard today that his ship has been boarded and he is being 
held hostage himself, so I want to see if we can meet and start making things happen. I 
can come up to London to meet you if that helps, or you’re welcome to come down here. 
Please send me an email and tell me what to do. 

Andrea Pedersen. ” 

It was Drew who broke the silence. 

“I know that name from somewhere,” he turned and looked at Col, 
“where did we get the name Lars Pedersen from, Col?” 

“No. I don’t know it.” 

Manon’s voice was short as she addressed Diego. “Google it.” He felt 
too ill to even argue with her and as the results dealt themselves down the 
screen Manon pointed at a couple. “Linkedln, that’ll tell us who he is — wait, 
what’s that? Click on that one.” 

Once again Diego obediently complied. As they all read the newspa- 
per report about the deaths of the teenage Ross and Adrian Pedersen in a 
friend’s speeding car Drew suddenly snapped his fingers. 

“Kreller Jonas, that’s where I know his name from. He’s Master of the 
ship Hakon told us was pirated today. Sounds like his wife hasn’t got the 
news yet, but they killed him.” 

Manon walked across and sat down in her chair heavily, shaking her 
head. “You realise that means every single person who’s had their hands on 
this evidence is now dead?” 

K raised his hands as if to slow her down. “Wait, are you saying that 
his death was deliberate? That HCL instructed the pirates to murder him?” 

Manon looked back at the screen. “Both of them. Stephen Desmond 


224 


died the same way, killed by pirates. And Sarah Grelsham was killed too 
remember, and Danny thinks that was on a ship.” 

Drew leant forward to Diego urgendy. “Diegs, did you find out when she 
got her ticket to Holland and when she was coming back.” 

Diego’s voice was reedier than usual when he replied. 

“I can find no ticket, not plane ticket or train ticket — ” 

“Ferries? What about ferries?” 

“ — No, man, ees more than thees. Dutch immigration say she never en- 
ter the country.” Drew’s icy eyes rounded in surprise before he narrowed 
them again. 

“So how the bloody hell did she get there then? Where was her cell- 
phone last time she made a call?” 

“I check thees, eet say somewhere in Kent, but I check the co-ordinates 
and there ees nothing there.” Manon stood up again and began to pace up 
and down. 

“Someone grabbed her didn’t they. And when she didn’t have the evi- 
dence they wanted they killed her and went after Pedersen instead. But he 
didn’t have it either. Because he’d already sent it to his wife.” 

Drew’s face was set as he looked at Diego. “Diegs mate, I need you to 
get me an address and a number for Andrea Pedersen, right now. It’s West 
Sussex somewhere according to that newspaper report.” 

“Si, you want to look at thees co-ordinates first?” Drew folded his arms 
and looked at the map of empty countryside where Sarah Grelsham ’s phone 
had last been triangulated by the network. “There ees nothing. No houses, 
no factories, nada. The nearest village is more than two miles away.” 

Michael walked forward and looked carefully at the map. 

“Zoom out can you, Diego?” 

As soon as the surrounding roads and towns were visible Drew knew 
exactly what he was looking at. And it wasn’t good. He turned back to Diego 
and decided there was definitely something wrong with him. But he simply 
didn’t have time for it. 

“The reason it isn’t on that map is because the building’s brand new. 
Sarah Grelsham’s last call came from Gyrescom. So I need us into their 
network. Yesterday.” 

As Diego concentrated on the screen again Drew looked around at 
Manon and nodded very slightly at her. 

“I reckon you’re right. Those files are bad news for anyone who has 
them. We need to get down to Andrea Pedersen. Before HCL work out 
where they are.” 


225 


SIXTEEN 

The jangling of the dog’s choke chain as his back leg desperately scratched 
the back of his ear made Andrea look around at him. Delighted to have at- 
tracted her attention after all the hours he’d been sitting patiently in his bas- 
ket in the kitchen, Tiny jumped up and wandered across, pushing his fat, wet 
snout against her hands. She fussed his head and then looked at her watch. 

“You’re right. It’s teatime isn’t it.” 

Bending down to look into Tiny’s eyes Andrea sighed. For some reason 
she just didn’t feel as though she had the strength to do anything. She looked 
back up at the telephone on its digital holster on the counter top, willing 
it to ring. At least if she knew it was bad news she could deal with it, but 
the silence was excruciating. She’d hoped to have had some response from 
Sarah Grelsham to take her mind off things but her email inbox remained 
stubbornly empty. There was nothing to do but think and worry. She had 
debated calling her sister in Southampton, but the memory of her colossal 
insensitivity when the boys died was still too fresh. 

For the second time that day the doorbell nearly gave her a heart attack 
and she jumped in shock at the sound of it, seeing her sudden terror re- 
flected back at her in black mirror of the kitchen window. The weather had 
slowly deteriorated since lunchtime and now the wind was howling around 
the solid Victorian house driving the rain off the sea in front of it and lash- 
ing it against the windows. 

When she opened the front door to see a tall, thin man in a black mack- 
intosh staring at her she had to squint against the rain. He seemed unmoved 
by the foul weather skirmishing around him, his voice quite level. 

“Mrs Pedersen?” 

It was sing-song, like Lars’ had been when she first met him. She knew 
instantly he was Kreller Jonas. 

“Oh God — Oh God he’s dead isn’t he?” 

Arvind walked up the couple of steps so that he was level with her. His 
face betrayed nothing. “I work for Kreller Jonas, may I come in and talk to 
you?” 

Andrea was somehow grateful for the lack of emotion in him: better 
than the policewoman who had told her the boys were dead. She’d ended up 
making her a cup of tea and she was sure it was supposed to be the other 
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way around. She took a deep breath and nodded at him, stepping back from 
the door to allow him and the rain into the hallway. As she shut the heavy 
door behind him Tiny poked his head out from behind her skirts, took one 
look at Arvind and yelped, disappearing down the hallway towards the sanc- 
tuary of the cellar again. For some reason without him Andrea felt terribly 
exposed. She looked back up at Arvind and gestured to the spacious sitting 
room to his left. 

“We can sit in here.” 

Arvind nodded his thanks and walked towards the doorway, his eyes 
scanning the downstairs rooms. At least it looked like a tidy house. They 
were always easier to search. But then if she co-operated that might not 
be necessary. Taking a seat on the overstaffed chintz sofa in front of the 
window he watched Andrea settle awkwardly on the edge of the armchair 
in front of him. Her clear blue eyes were fearful but concentrated. Arvind 
wondered how she was going to take it. He felt no empathy, no regret for 
what had happened to her and her family. Just mild curiosity at her impend- 
ing reaction. 

“Mrs Pedersen, I am afraid that I do have bad news for you. We have 
been told that your husband Captain Pedersen was killed.” He continued to 
look steadily at her as Andrea swallowed and the tears filled her eyes. She 
took a sudden shuddering breath and her throat was choked as she spoke 
to him. 

“Thank you for coming to tell me in person.” 

Arvind’s mouth moved in the semblance of a smile. “Captain Pedersen 
was considered very highly by everyone at Kreller Jonas. It was the least that 
we could do.” 

She didn’t want to know but she had to. 

“Can you tell me what happened?” 

Arvind’s expression didn’t alter. 

“We don’t have a lot of the details yet — ” 

“So it could be wrong? He might still be alive?” He could hear the pa- 
thetic note of hope in her voice. Behind the cold grey eyes Arvind had no 
pity as he snuffed it out. 

“No. He is definitely dead.” 

The finality of it seemed to puncture Andrea. She sank back into the 
armchair and her hand crept up to her mouth as she began shaking her head 
slowly. For a moment she thought she was going to dissolve completely but 
the sight of the man standing up in front of her brought her back. 

“Mrs Pedersen, can I make you a cup of coffee?” Arvind saw her nod 
dumbly and wave at the door and swiftly intervened. “I can find everything. 
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Please, take a moment to yourself.” 

Arvind worked methodically around the kitchen preparing coffee, paus- 
ing only to unplug the telephone from the wall. He didn’t want any inter- 
ruptions. Turning around from the telephone he saw Andrea appear in the 
doorway. She had obviously been crying but she had control of herself. 

“Do you mind if we sit in here? I don’t really use the sitting room very 
much.” 

Arvind watched silently as she trudged into the kitchen and collapsed 
into one of the padded chairs around the large pine kitchen table. He hes- 
itated slightly as his precise brain recalculated how he was going to get the 
sedative into her coffee. But when he questioned her the length of time it 
took her to respond indicated she was in a world of her own. 

“Do you have milk? Any sugar?” 

“Just a bit of milk if you’ve made instant.” Andrea returned to her empty 
contemplation of the kitchen table as Arvind got the milk from the fridge 
and added it to her coffee, together with the colourless fluid in the small 
ampoule from his pocket. When he turned back to her she hadn’t moved. 
Even when he placed the coffee in front of her she took a couple of seconds 
to register it. 

“Here you go.” 

“Thank you,” she warmed her hands around the cup but didn’t sip it. 
Arvind settled opposite her and waited. Until she’d drunk the coffee nothing 
could proceed. After a minute or so of silence she looked into his grey eyes. 
“Will you please tell me all you know?” 

Arvind took a sip of his coffee and looked pointedly at the cup in her 
hands. 

“Drink this while it’s hot.” 

His accent was so like Lars’ she needed to blot it out. Obediently she 
took a slurp of the coffee. The bitterness seemed to help somehow so she 
took another. He’d put too much milk in, but that made it cooler at least. 
Replacing the cup on the table she looked up at him more steadily. 

“Alright, now will you please tell me?” He realised she’d probably already 
had enough: it wasn’t an exact science and she was a large woman, but it 
seemed to affect them faster. He may not have very much time. 

“All we know is that the security team and Captain Pedersen were bar- 
ricaded into the bridge. We think that they tried to break out of it and they 
were fired on by the pirates.” 

“So Lars was shot?” The look on the man’s face caused her to take an- 
other fortifying gulp of the coffee. 
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Arvind decided that shock might just unlock what he needed. 

“No. They cut off his head.” 

Andrea’s world tilted slightly and she felt the nausea rising. Gripping the 
table hard she closed her eyes but the action seemed to increase her insta- 
bility. So she opened them again and tried to concentrate on the grey eyes 
of the thin man opposite. It occurred to her that this bluntness was wrong, 
that this man was not like the family liaison officers and policemen and the 
other professional friends of the bereaved. Whatever hint of compassion 
she thought she’d seen in his face had evaporated. His voice seemed more 
staccato when he spoke to her again. 

“Did your husband tell you he had suspicions about sabotage on Kreller 
Jonas vessels?” 

Andrea frowned and tried to push herself more upright in the chair, but 
it was an effort. As she struggled to focus on the man she realised that, be- 
yond the shock and the horror there was something wrong with her. Arvind 
saw the incomprehension in her eyes and stood up, rounding the table to- 
wards her. When she tried to ask him for help she realised she was slurring. 

“Can’t. . .1 don’t feel. . .” 

Arvind raised his hand and slapped her firmly across the face, watching 
the shock and the fear wake her up again. Andrea gasped and shrank back 
from him her eyes narrowing as his face blurred in front of her. 

“Did he send you papers? Did he send you a package or ask you to give 
it to someone else.” 

“It’s in the.. .the study. On the desk.” 

Arvind looked down the hallway and straightened up. Andrea was dully 
aware of him walking out of the room but her grasp on events was loos- 
ening. Her peripheral vision was now permanently blurred and every sound 
seemed to be coming from some distance away. All she could think was that 
she needed help, and urgendy. She could see the phone sitting on the counter 
only feet away but the second she tried to stand up her knees gave way and 
she slid down the chair leg onto the floor. 

From his vantage point behind the cellar door Tiny whimpered at the 
sight of her. Andrea didn’t even hear him. Slowly, painfully she dragged her- 
self across the stripped wooden floor towards the other side of the room. 
Reaching for the lip of the counter she summoned all her strength and lev- 
ered her large frame up until she could peer over the edge. She knew she 
probably only had one chance to grab the telephone. 

With a supreme effort she lunged forward, knocking the phone out of 
its cradle. By some miracle it fell end over end and toppled off as she col- 
lapsed back onto the floor and came to rest in her ample lap. The euphoria 
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and the fear caused tears to rise in her eyes as she forced her recalcitrant 
fingers to stab at the ‘9’ button. 

In the study Arvind scanned through Stephen Desmond’s letter quickly 
and then bent down to look at the CPU under the desk and the pen drive 
slotted into it. Straightening up he reached for the mouse and pulled up the 
contents of the pen drive folder on the PC. Then, satisfied he had what he 
needed, Arvind pocketed the pen drive and shoved the letter back into its 
UPS envelope. 

By the time he walked back into the kitchen the combination of the drug 
and the gutting realisation that he’d disconnected the phone had already 
caused Andrea to slump listlessly against the cupboard. Moving economi- 
cally around the kitchen Arvind washed up both the coffee mugs and left 
them on the drainer. In case anything survived he didn’t want evidence left. 

Andrea watched him helplessly, waiting for him to pick up the knife or 
feel his hands around her throat but her grip on consciousness was tenuous 
now. She felt him grab her and the sensation of being dragged, but as Arvind 
deposited her in front of the open door of the gas range she was unable to 
stop him. So the only one to watch him turn the dials to full, switch off the 
lights and walk unhurriedly back up the hall to the front door was the terri- 
fied mongrel cowering behind the cellar door. 

Manon listened to Andrea Pedersen’s telephone ringing out and shook 
her head. Talcing her mobile phone from her ear she looked out of the 
windscreen of the Range Rover again into the darkness just as the heavens 
opened with new ferocity. The windscreen wipers switched automatically to 
double duty but she noticed Drew didn’t slow down. She saw him glance 
briefly across at her. 

“Still nothing?” 

“No. No answer. Christ knows where she is in weather like this. It’s 
pissing down out there.” 

Drew sighed tensely. “You would have thought she’d be waiting by the 
phone for news.” 

“Unless she already got it?” 

Spotting an opportunity to make some progress Drew kicked the Range 
Rover down and it roared out and past two slower vehicles on the single 
carriageway. Manon was amazed he could see to drive let alone overtake 
anything. He shook his head. 

“Iz checked with Kreller Jonas. They can’t get hold of her either. The 
mobile number’s ringing out. Anyway, we aren’t far off now. It’s a private 
road, on your side. Keep your eyes open.” 
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The wind was even stronger as they neared the coast and in the blackness 
and the driving rain Manon could barely see the end of the bonnet let alone 
find a turning. She leant forward and squinted into the darkness. Drew leant 
forward too. 

“According to the satnav we’re just about on it — ” 

“There — THERE!” Manon felt the jolt as Drew slammed on the brakes 
and swung the big car hard over to make the tight turn. She saw the xe- 
non headlights strafe the concrete pillar in the hedge and held her breath, 
convinced they were going to smash into it, but by some miracle they didn’t. 
She heard Drew muttering. 

“Another bloody coat of paint and that would have been expensive. 
Right, it’s the only place down here.” 

Even in the Range Rover the strength of the gusting wind coming in 
off the sea to their left buffeted them. The private road was unmetalled and 
coarsely strewn with large chips, smaller gravel and potholes. Drew slowed 
right down easing the car into the darkness ahead of him. He had an odd 
feeling about Andrea Pedersen and where she was. Like something wasn’t 
right. Not that he’d discussed it with Manon. She hadn’t exacdy been in a 
talkative mood. 

In the nearly two hours it had taken them to drive down from London 
she’d spent most of the time on her laptop or phone reading through the 
contents of Sarah Grelsham’s cloud account. In one respect he was pleased 
she was being conscientious, but he also had the feeling she was deliberately 
avoiding talking to him. Which, considering the knickers incident and the 
panic attack he couldn’t entirely blame her for. But he knew it had been an 
ideal opportunity to tackle her about Johnny Makin. And the fact that he just 
hadn’t been able to find the right way to broach it concerned him. 

He wasn’t sure why but there seemed to be something about Manon that 
was giving him a problem. He had a suspicion he was feeling sorry for her. 
But not as sorry as he felt for Andrea Pedersen. Losing her only sons must 
have been a nightmare. To lose her husband as well was unimaginably bad. 

But if HCL got to her before he did that could be the least of her wor- 
ries. 


Andrea felt the warmth and the coarseness cut through the fog of her 
mind and she realised the dog was licking her. She could increasingly sense 
the coldness of the floor through her skirt and then the noxious pain of the 
gas in her sinuses hit her. She knew she had to get out, but the darkness was 
disorientating. 

Struggling onto her side she crawled towards where she thought the 


231 


door was and on up the hallway. Every couple of feet she had to stop as the 
effects of the gas intensified. Listening to the roaring of the wind outside 
all Andrea could focus on was getting to the front door and getting it open. 
Because she knew that if she didn’t do it quickly she’d never get there at all. 

The stinging rain in her face and the howling of the wind in her ears 
was so intense that Manon could hardly think straight for a moment as she 
climbed out of the Range Rover and followed Drew towards the dark out- 
line of the house in front of them. Despite the blackness of the night the 
lonely house didn’t appear to have a light on anywhere. Looking up at it 
Drew felt his hackles rise. When Manon made a bee line for the front door 
Drew put a hand out to stop her. 

“Wait. Just hang on.” 

Manon hugged her flapping jacket around her and shook her head at 
him. “What? It’s pissing down with rain, Drew. It doesn’t look like she’s 
in anyway.” He raised his voice so she could hear him over the wind as he 
pointed to the open fronted garage to the side of the house. 

“Two cars. And she isn’t going to walk far in this weather.” 

Manon looked around at the hatchback and the larger saloon in the 
garage and felt a frisson of concern. When Drew began to walk around 
the side of the house she followed him silently. Emerging at the back of it 
Drew’s eyes scanned all the windows for signs of light or life but there was 
nothing. Looking back at Manon behind him he suddenly nodded at the bag 
over her shoulder. 

“You got your phone?” 

She looked at him combatively. No matter how far up the ladder you got 
men still assumed you were a secretary. “What’s wrong with your phone?” 

He rolled his eyes impatiently. “I don’t have her number.” With a jolt of 
discomfort Manon suddenly realised what he was thinking and reached into 
her bag, pulling up Andrea Pedersen’s number. She was quickly businesslike. 

“I’ll ring it, you listen.” 

Drew put his head close to the big window at the back of the house. 
“Is it ringing?” Manon just nodded back at him. There was nothing but the 
howling of the wind. Drew looked back grimly. “She’s waiting for news. No 
way she’s unplugged the phone. Right. We need to get inside.” 

Manon followed him as Drew set off back towards the front of the 
house. When they reached it the front door was heavy and solid. Rapping the 
doorknocker hard Drew shouted above the sound of the wind. 

“MRS PEDERSEN? MRS PEDERSEN, ANYONE THERE?” Inside 
the hallway Andrea Pedersen tried to call out but her throat was so raw it 
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turned into a cough. Andrea gasped for breath and the pain in her sinuses 
increased as the gas continued to seep out of the kitchen towards her. She 
coughed again and laid her head on the floor as the dog nosed at her in 
concern. 

Tiny had spent eight happy years walking on the beach, chasing sticks 
and licking his bollocks in the sunshine and something told him that unless 
she got up there wouldn’t be any more. So when he nosed at Andrea once 
again and she didn’t move Tiny finally earnt his keep. Throwing back his 
shaggy head he let out a series of frantic barks. 

Drew stopped instandy, glanced at Manon and then sized up the door. 

“Move back a bit.” 

Manon felt her way carefully back down the couple of steps and watched 
as Drew aimed a series of vicious and powerful kicks at the door, then turned 
and slammed his shoulder against it. 

The door gave in a splintering of wood as Drew skidded into the tiled 
hallway. The dog immediately turned tail and fled back towards the safety of 
the cellar and the motion concentrated Drew on the outline of a figure lying 
on the floor. At the same time he registered something didn’t smell right. 

In the second or so it took him to work out what it was Manon had fol- 
lowed him into the hallway. As her hand reached for the light switch he was 
already turning back, diving to stop her but he wasn’t fast enough. There was 
a flash and then as the gas ignited the shock wave threw both of them off 
their feet. Drew collected Manon in mid-air, his arm around her waist as the 
force of the blast sailed them out of the open front door, depositing them 
on the wet gravel of the driveway. 

Face down on the ground, ears ringing, Manon felt the showering glass 
from the blown out windows tinkling around them together with the falling 
rain and the weight of Drew’s body protecting her. She screwed her eyes 
up and hunched her shoulders against the ground. As soon as the sound of 
the glass subsided it was replaced by the unmistakable sound of crackling 
flames. She felt Drew’s weight roll off her and he pulled her around to face 
him. 

“You hurt?” He could see the shock in her face but she quickly got hold 
of herself. 

“No, I think I’m okay,” she watched Drew leap to his feet and allowed 
him to help her scramble to hers. His eyes were focused on the mess of 
the house: the elegant paned windows smashed, their wooden glazing bars 
blown out and split. She could see the torn curtains flapping at her through 
them as she turned to Drew. 

“I think there’s someone in there, in the hall.” 
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He was already pulling off his heavy overcoat 

“I know.” 

Then without a moment’s hesitation he tore up the steps and into the 
burning house. Manon stood open mouthed as he disappeared and emerged 
thirty seconds later with a large woman in his arms. As he deposited her 
gendy on the ground and leant his cheek to her mouth Manon knelt down 
next to Andrea Pedersen. 

“Mrs Pedersen? Mrs Pedersen, can you hear me?” 

Drew felt for the pulse in her neck. “She’s alive.” 

Andrea Pedersen felt the world reasserting itself and the rain on her face 
and the clean air. Her eyes flickered open and she took a great lungful of it 
before the coughing started. Lifting her upright Drew watched the fear in 
her face. 

“It’s okay, you’re safe. We’ll get the paramedics now.” He watched in 
surprise as she started looking around her in panic. 

“My dog. Where’s my dog?” She suddenly grabbed his arm in despera- 
tion. “I have to get him.” 

Drew began to lift her up. “Come on, we need to get clear.” Manon no- 
ticed the speed with which the fire seemed to be spreading and reached out 
for Andrea’s other arm. 

“He’s right, it could explode again.” But Andrea shook Manon off and 
looked in agony into Drew’s face. Her scratchy voice was painful to listen to. 

“No — NO. Tiny’s in there, I have to get him out. Don’t you under- 
stand. . . I have to.” Drew smelt the smoke drifting out to them and watched 
the utter desperation in Andrea Pedersen’s face. 

“Mrs Pedersen, he’s gone. But he wouldn’t have known anything about 
it. Now you have to get clear.” Andrea grabbed the arms of Drew’s suit and 
twisted the material in her fists. 

“NO. He’s in the cellar. He’ll be in the cellar. I can’t leave him to die. I 
can’t. . .1 can’t lose him. . . ” 

Manon reached out for Andrea Pedersen again ready to drag her to safe- 
ty if necessary. She was astonished to see Drew pause. In the driving rain 
and the light of the flames behind him she could see clear as day what he 
was thinking. He took a breath and concentrated hard on Andrea Pedersen. 

“Where’s the cellar?” 

“In the kitchen, straight down the hall there’s a big heavy door and — ” 

“Is there a back door into the kitchen? Can I get there without going 
down the hall?” Andrea just nodded and began trying to get up. Dfting her 
against him Drew carried her back down the side of the big house. Stunned, 
Manon just watched as they began to disappear away from her. Then she 
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shook her head in disbelief and followed them over the crunching glass 
along the side of the house until they emerged into the very large spacious 
garden at the rear. 

It was clear immediately that the kitchen was where the gas had been at 
its most concentrated. There was a gaping hole in the thick wall and through 
it a jet of flame was clearly visible, fuelling the gathering fire. Drew peered 
into the devastation and then around the garden. “Are you on mains gas?” 

Andrea Pedersen was in a bad state, but sheer desperation and adrena- 
lin was keeping her going. “No, LPG, the tank’s over there.” Drew swung 
around to where she was pointing and saw a large tank mounted in a corner 
of the driveway. 

“Where’s the cut off? There’s got to be a cut-off switch.” He’d expected 
her to look at him blankly but he’d forgotten she was a seafarer’s wife. Long 
years at home having to deal with every eventuality meant Andrea knew 
exacdy where everything was. 

“On the wall, here.” 

Drew deposited Andrea on the low wooden bench at the edge of the 
garden and headed for the metal lever against the wall of the kitchen. As he 
knelt down and busied himself with it Manon could see the jet of flame ebb 
and disappear altogether. She called out to him. 

“That’s it. It’s stopped, it’s off.” 

Drew stood and walked around to look through the hole in the wall. The 
kitchen was fully ablaze now, flames beginning to lick up the walls and across 
the ceiling. Manon could see the heavy cellar door open across the room. She 
bit her lip. Even if that dog had survived the explosion there was no way to 
get to him now. It was only about fifteen feet but the floor was a sea of fire. 
She glanced up at Drew and prepared for him to give Andrea the bad news, 
but he looked urgendy at her. 

“Will he come to me?” 

Andrea shook her head as the tears started to roll down her face. “I don’t 
know... If he’s scared...” 

Manon almost shouted at him. 

“WHAT?” 

Drew ignored Manon and shook his head slighdy as he looked at An- 
drea. 

“I reckon he’ll be scared alright. . . What’s he called?” 

“Tiny.” 

“Tiny. . . Alright then. I’ll see if I can find him. Now you need to go with 
Manon here and stand as far back as you can OK?” He watched Andrea 
Pedersen’s terrified blue eyes search his and nodded into them. She didn’t 
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even know his name but there was something in this complete stranger’s face 
that reassured her. Gave her courage. She swallowed hard and nodded back. 
Drew took in the shock on Manon’s face as he pushed Andrea towards her. 

“Don’t let her come anywhere near this house, no matter what happens.” 

Manon just gaped at him. “Are you completely fucking INSANE?” 

They stared at each other for a moment as the rain fell around them. 
Drew’s voice was terse. 

“Just call the bloody fire service and get her the hell away from here will 
you?” Then he turned and started kicking viciously at the back door, already 
hanging off its hinges. 

Realising the conversation was over Manon put her arm around Andrea 
and lifted her off the bench, beginning to ease her backwards away from the 
house as the woman staggered against her. She tried to keep her voice even 
but the knowledge of what Drew was walking into and the acrid smoke in 
the air made her gravelly voice even rougher than usual. “Come on, let him 
get on with it. There’s nothing we can do to help. I need you to give the fire 
service the address and the postcode OK?” 

Manon reached for her bag and her phone and began dialling. She looked 
up to see the door finally give way under Drew’s onslaught and the roar of 
flame as the oxygen surged into the kitchen feeding the fire. 

Drew turned away from the heat and covered his face briefly and then 
peered through the shimmering heat. For a moment he almost reconsidered. 
Aside from the area direcdy inside the door the fifteen feet between him and 
the dark oak of the cellar door was completely alight. But the cellar door was 
ajar. Drew let out a loud whistle. 

“Tiny? Come on, little mate.” He hadn’t really expected any response. 
But to his astonishment he saw a nose and an eye appear around the cellar 
door. “Good dog, come on, mate, Tiny?” He watched the terrified dog put 
first one paw and then the other out onto the burning floor before retreating 
back into the cellar again. 

Galvanised, Drew reached for the heavy kitchen door lying on the floor 
in front of him. Shoving it further into the room he created a path across 
the flaming floorboards. It didn’t quite reach the cellar door but it wasn’t far 
off. Drew could feel the heat intensifying as he stood up and straightened his 
shoulders and then, ducking his head he dashed across the kitchen towards 
the cellar. 

Hitting the door and shoving it aside he almost fell over Tiny and then 
headlong down the steps behind it. Grabbing the handrail Drew swore loud- 
ly and, as his eyes accustomed to the darkness of the cellar, realised that Tiny 
was standing in front of him shivering. Quite what he intended to do if the 
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dog bolted back down the stairs he had no idea. But although Tiny was a 
coward he wasn’t stupid. And he didn’t want to be there any more than Drew 
did. He whined and Drew raised his eyebrows. 

“I reckon it’s time to go, little mate. You coming?” 

As soon as Drew bent down to him the big dog leapt into his arms and 
Drew struggled to stay upright once more as he did. Holding him tight- 
ly he elbowed the door open again and peered out. The high wind wasn’t 
doing them any favours, fuelling the fire through the hole in the wall and 
the blown out windows. It had already begun devouring the padding in the 
kitchen chairs and the vinyl worksurfaces releasing heavy choking fumes that 
grabbed at Drew’s throat and stung his eyes. 

He coughed and heard a crack as the old wooden lintel above the kitchen 
door began to give way. He knew that could mean the back wall was coming 
down and he didn’t fancy getting out through a pile of rubble. The sound 
of another series of popping explosions from the other side of the room 
decided him. 

Pulling his suit jacket around the dog’s head and covering his mouth with 
his arm Drew tore across the burning kitchen, his feet clattering over the 
kitchen door beneath as the flames licked up around him singeing the hair 
on his hands. The doorway was now more like the ring of fire he’d watched 
motorcyclists jump through on the TV as a child. And he’d run out of door 
underneath him. There was nothing to do but close his eyes and launch them 
both at where he thought the gap was. 

From her vantage point in the garden Manon saw the doorway catch fire 
and felt Andrea grab at her hand as the fear grabbed at her throat. 

“Oh God, how’s he going to get out?” 

Manon had no idea what to say to her. For the first time she began to 
imagine what she’d do if Drew didn’t get out. “They’ll have fire crews here 
any minute. They’ll have breathing apparatus and. 

She trailed off as she realised how fierce the heat was now. She couldn’t 
imagine even the firemen were going to get inside any longer. The feel of 
Andrea squeezing her hand was surprisingly welcome, and for some reason 
squeezing it back made her feel better. Although the rain was falling stead- 
ily neither moved to find shelter, both their faces and eyes trained on the 
burning house. So when Drew suddenly appeared silhouetted against the 
raging inferno, running through the sheet of flame towards them, both were 
instantly sagging in relief against each other. 

As Drew opened his jacket and dropped Tiny to his feet the dog barked 
joyously and bounded towards Andrea who fell to her knees and opened her 
arms to him. Manon left them hugging each other and continued across to 
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where Drew was standing, bent over with his hands on his thighs breathing 
heavily. 

This close to the house the heat was so intense she couldn’t imagine what 
it had been like to be inside. She noticed that Drew appeared to be smoking 
gendy as the rain fell on him. Drew watched her warily, but her voice seemed 
to have lost its edge. 

“Are you in one piece?” 

He straightened up. 

“I reckon so.” The rain had abated slighdy, but it was still falling steadily 
as Manon shook her head at him. 

“What the hell were you thinking?” 

“The dog was still alive.” 

She took a step towards him and looked up into his face curiously. “Don’ 
get me wrong, what you did was brave and I’m not denying that. But it’s a 
dog, Drew. It’s still a fucking dog.” 

She watched him shrug slighdy. “I like dogs.” 

“As much as people?” 

“On balance, it’s pretty even.” Drew looked at Andrea Pedersen holding 
onto Tiny so tighdy his eyes were bulging. His voice dropped and Manon 
had to strain to hear him as the wind took his words. “Listen, that woman 
lost her husband and her house today. Last year she lost her kids. So that may 
just be a fucking dog to you and me, but it’s all she’s got left. And I didn’t 
want her to lose him too if there was a chance to get him out.” 

Manon turned and watched the utter delight with which Andrea was 
rufding the dog’s fur and kissing him and then back at Drew and the blazing 
inferno behind him. As she did so the heat and flickering light shaped her 
face against the darkness and stray raindrops sparkled briefly against her 
hair. Drew found himself struck by her stillness. And then, quite abruptly, 
by her beauty. 

The fire made her voice even smokier than usual. 

“Well, she isn’t the only one who lost something today. Because if the 
files we wanted were in that house not even you’re getting them out now,” 
Manon watched Drew’s icy blue eyes narrow at her and couldn’t quite iden- 
tify what was different in them, “so unless Diego gets us into Gyrescom I’d 
say we’re fucked.” 

Having felt so rough that he hadn’t even acknowledged Drew and Manon 
leaving, Diego had spent the afternoon purposefully facing his screen, his 
legs crossed under him, sunk into the leather of his chair with the keyboard 
balanced on his lap as he went head to head again with the Gyrescom server. 
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Knowing he was busy no one disturbed him as they left, so it was in that 
same position that Michael found him when he looked in on his way home 
at seven o’clock. 

And immediately called an ambulance. 
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SEVENTEEN 


Manon looked up as Drew placed the tray of drinks on the scratched wood- 
en table between her and Andrea Pedersen. On it were three large glasses of 
red wine and a big stainless steel mixing bowl full of water. Drew snapped 
his fingers at Tiny the dog sitting on the banquette next to Andrea and 
picked up the bowl. “Come on, little mate, on the floor with it.” 

As Drew bent to put it on the floor and the big dog jumped down 
Manon surveyed the pub. It was a traditional place with eye-watering carpet 
and several contemplative male regulars propping up the bar. But they clearly 
knew Andrea well there, and it had been her suggestion. 

She certainly hadn’t been prepared to go to A&E with the paramedics to 
get checked out, despite their exhortations. Not once Drew had told her they 
were working for Lloyd’s of London. 

The woman had glanced around at the fire engines dousing her burn- 
ing house with water and then asked to borrow Drew’s phone. When she’d 
returned to them both, red-eyed but determined, it didn’t take a genius to 
know she’d been talking to Kreller Jonas. A look at the number she’d dialled 
confirmed it. 

Drew sat down next to Manon and gently placed a glass of wine in front 
of Andrea as the sound of the dog slurping at the water floated up to them. 
Having taken a large sip of the wine Andrea Pedersen fixed them both in her 
clear blue eyes. Manon was impressed by her composure. Lars Pedersen had 
suffered a far from peaceful death and she’d come close to dying herself that 
evening but there were no histrionics. 

In her mid-fifties she wore a big roll-necked sweater over her dark, flared 
skirt and she hadn’t bothered to disguise the grey in her short brown hair. 
She wasn’t conventionally pretty but there was a strength about her face 
that was attractive. Manon thought the word was probably handsome, but it 
seemed an unnecessarily cruel one. For some reason she liked her. From the 
tone of Drew’s voice she sensed that he did too. 

“Mrs Pedersen, can I get you some food or something?” He took 
Manon’s wine off the tray and put it in front of her, looking in concern at 
Andrea who shook her head. 

“No, I couldn’t eat. This is what I need,” she took another large sip of 
the wine and replaced the glass on the table. Drew watched Andrea swallow 


240 


and the woman’s voice was quieter when she spoke again. “You are here 
because of Steve Desmond aren’t you? And the journalist?” 

Drew was surprised at how soft Manon’s voice was. 

“Sarah Grelsham? Yes. We are.” 

“I’d been expecting to hear from her...” 

She trailed off and Manon softened her voice further. “You emailed her 
today didn’t you?” Andrea nodded slowly. 

“So you work with her then?” Manon hesitated, not sure whether to tell 
her that Sarah Grelsham was dead. Drew’s voice was low and reassuring. 

“Mrs Pedersen — ” 

‘You saved my life,” Andrea smiled sadly at him, “I think the least I can 
do is let you call me Andrea.” 

“Okay, Andrea,” Drew gave her a slight smile in return but it was fleeting, 
“I want to be clear with you. We aren’t journalists, and we aren’t employed 
directly by Lloyd’s. We’re corporate investigators appointed by them to look 
into some allegations of possible fraud,” he paused and watched her nod 
back at him, “we’re looking into claims that ships have been experiencing 
engine problems before they’re hi-jacked. Sarah Grelsham was investigating 
the same thing and we reckon that’s how she got hold of Stephen Desmond 
and your husband. So anything you can tell us we’d really like to hear. But 
you don’t have to tell us anything at all if you don’t want to.” 

It was clear from Andrea’s expression that she was ready to tell them 
everything. Manon may have thought Drew was insane to save her dog but it 
had cemented a bond of trust and gratitude between them that nothing else 
could possibly have done. 

“I’ll tell you everything I know.” 

“Why don’t we start with what happened tonight?” Andrea shrugged 
helplessly. 

“I can’t remember much. I know this man came to see me. I’m such an 
idiot. I should have asked him for identification but when he turned up on 
the doorstep I was so desperate for news,” she sighed heavily. “I didn’t think 
about it. I just let him walk straight in.” 

“Describe him for me.” Drew leant his elbows on the table as Andrea 
stopped and looked blank for a second, then her eyes turned to the side and 
she stared at the dirty cream skirting board on the floor to the right of them. 

“I — I can’t picture him,” she looked back between Drew and Manon in 
slight panic. “Oh God, I can’t remember him.” 

Manon shook her head reassuringly. “Don’t worry, you’ve had a hell of 
a shock, it’ll come back. What was his name?” 

Andrea closed her eyes briefly and sighed again. 
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“I didn’t ask him. He just said he worked for Kreller Jonas and I let him 
in.. .stupid of me.” There was a commotion as Tiny finished his water and 
leapt heavily back onto the banquette next to Andrea, nosing at her face. She 
smiled and kissed his wet muzzle. 

“If it wasn’t for you, lovely, and that big friend of yours over there then 
I would have got my just desserts wouldn’t I?” Her face hardened, “But I 
didn’t leave the gas on. I know that. I hardly use the cooker at all. I’m dieting 
and there are a load of ready meals in the freezer and I always microwave 
them. There’s no way I caused that explosion.” 

Drew noted the conviction in Andrea’s face and didn’t doubt her. But 
she was clearly struggling with the events of the evening. In his experience 
the less people were able to remember the more scared they got and the less 
use they became. He needed her to tell them what she was able to remember 
and build up her confidence. 

“No, I don’t reckon you did either, Andrea. But we need to sort out what 
caused someone else to do it. I think that’s to do with Stephen Desmond.” 
He picked up the red wine and took a mouthful. It was the usual pub rub- 
bish, but just about drinkable. 

“Steve and Lars have tried to get Lloyd’s to listen to them about this. 
They weren’t interested.” 

Manon was as gentle as Drew had ever heard her. “Well, they’re listening 
now, I promise you.” Andrea visibly relaxed again and Drew wondered why 
the bloody hell Manon had never shown this kind of empathy in interviews 
before. She was usually combative at best and arrogant at worst. He watched 
her look encouragingly at the older woman as Andrea continued. 

“For years Steve and Lars were at Kreller Jonas together. They knew each 
other before that when they sailed together with another company,” Andrea 
smiled and shook her head, “they were both young then and they had the 
time of their lives. Before they met me and Sally and settled down. Anyway, 
they were both pleased to be at the same company again although they were 
on different ships most of the time.” She paused as the dog yawned and 
settled down next to her on the leather banquette and put his big head in her 
lap. Drew sat back in his chair and picked up his wine. 

“Then Steve Desmond went to HCL?” Andrea looked surprised. 

“Yes, but that was well after all the problems at Kreller Jonas.” 

Both Drew and Manon were completely still as Andrea looked between 
them. Manon’s voice was slow. 

“Don’t you mean the problems at HCL?” 

Andrea’s eyebrows rose and she shook her head very slighdy. “No. 
Kreller Jonas. Steve told Lars that they’d found the ship slowing down even 
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though they weren’t touching the engines. He reported it but the engine logs 
and the data didn’t show anything. Steve was so convinced that it was hap- 
pening, but Lars told him, if the ship was slowing then it would show in the 
data, it isn’t something you can hide. Or that’s what he thought,” she looked 
suddenly frustrated, “he did wonder himself if Steve was losing his marbles, 
of course he felt terrible about it afterwards.” 

“After what?” Drew’s voice was sharp and Andrea Pedersen’s clear blue 
eyes narrowed. 

“After it happened to Lars.” 

“The same thing?” 

“Exacdy the same. The ship would suddenly lose power but none of 
the monitoring data that went ashore showed anything wrong. And there 
were other things too. Odd things would suddenly happen to the systems 
on board. Once he said that all the electronic NOAD forms, the notice of 
arrival and departure that he’d personally sent on the email the previous day 
disappeared completely. They told him he couldn’t have sent them properly 
but he knew he had.” 

Manon frowned. “So what happened? How did they stop it?” 

“Kreller Jonas said something about some bugs in the engine manage- 
ment system software but Steve spoke to one of his friends who works for 
the company who supplied it and he said there was nothing wrong with it. 
But then it suddenly just seemed to stop happening.” 

Drew leant his arms onto the table and looked closely at Andrea. “And 
you’re absolutely sure that this was at Kreller Jonas?” 

“Yes. It was before Steve left to go to HCL. It was why he picked up on 
it so quickly when he was told it happened to one of the ships there. But by 
then it was much more serious. Because they were pirated.” The pain flashed 
into Andrea Pedersen’s eyes and she swallowed hard and reached out for the 
wine in front of her. She composed herself but Manon saw the tremor in her 
hand as she sipped at her drink. 

Her mind ran around the disjointed series of facts they were now pre- 
sented with as she tried to fit things together. Engines being slowed prior 
to pirates boarding was one thing: but what had happened at Kreller Jonas 
sounded random. Manon watched Andrea replace her glass and caught her 
eye again. 

“The ships that suddenly slowed down at Kreller Jonas, what happened 
to them?” 

“Nothing, according to Lars and Steve these incidents didn’t seem to 
have any pattern or result in anything. That’s pardy why they both forgot 
about it. But then Steve was told by one of the engineers on an HCL vessel 
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that the ship had slowed before it was attacked. And several of the crew 
knew that cargo had been unloaded but the manifest was exactly the same 
when it was checked later. Steve started looking into it and then he spoke 
to Lars.” 

Drew decided it was time to find out whether their suspicions about 
where Desmond sent the package were correct. “Steve Desmond was send- 
ing all the evidence he had to Lars. Any idea if it ever turned up?” Andrea 
began nodding and then bit her lip and swallowed. 

“It was all there. Logs, emails, all the evidence that Steve collected, and 
his suspicions. It arrived this morning.” Manon felt the thud in her stomach 
as she watched Andrea’s expression. Next to her Drew felt the same thing. 
Manon had been absolutely right. It had perished along with everything else 
in that fire. They were never getting their hands on it. “I’m not sure, but I 
think he took it.” 

“What?” Manon’s eyes widened. 

“I think he asked me about it. But I just can’t remember.” 

As Andrea shrugged helplessly Drew realised he had to try and unlock 
things for her, and for them. If the man who’d been there knew about the 
package then he wasn’t Kreller Jonas. Identifying him could be the break 
they needed. Manon felt Drew sit up straighter next to her and looked across 
wondering what was coming. 

“Andrea, I’m going to try and help you remember a bit more about this 
bloke and what happened today. Might sound weird what I ask you to do, 
but will you give it a try?” 

“Alright, what do you want me to do?” 

Drew’s voice was reassuringly smooth. “Just close your eyes. Makes it 
easier to focus.” Obediently Andrea closed her eyes as she shrugged. 

“I don’t think it’s going to help... I — ” 

“What did you make to eat last night?” 

She opened her eyes and looked at him in surprise. “But he didn’t come 
last night. That was before — ” 

“I thought you were going to give this a bloody try, Andrea?” She sighed 
heavily and closed her eyes again, this time sitting back against the red leather 
banquette. Drew glanced across at Manon and then concentrated on Andrea 
again. “Alright, tell me about last night.” 

Eyes still closed Andrea frowned. “I had a curry, a low calorie one. Then 
there was some documentary about the Renaissance on the television. Went 
to bed.” 

“Did you check all the windows.” 

“Yes, I always check.” 
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“Every one?” 

Drew watched the muscles in her face relax slightly as she thought 
through the routine. Checking them off one by one. 

“I. ..yes, I’m sure I did.” Manon saw Drew watching and reading the 
woman intendy and tried to follow what he was doing. 

“Do you always do them in the same order?” 

“Yes, I suppose I do.” 

“What order do you do them in?” As Andrea took him through her 
night-time routine Drew sensed she’d relaxed and immediately asked anoth- 
er question. “So you remember locking the front door last night?” 

“Yes, I definitely locked that, I remember.” 

“And what about the first time you opened it again today.” 

“The UPS man. There was a UPS man there with the package.” 

Manon noticed how steady and mellifluous Drew’s voice had become. 
“What about me, Andrea? What do I look like?” 

“Tall. You’re tall and very broad shouldered and handsome and you have 
the oddest blue eyes.” Manon saw Drew suppress a smile. 

“What am I wearing?” 

“Oh.. .a suit and” — Andrea suddenly found her mind’s eye was focus- 
sing — “your tie’s silver with a diagonal blue stripe and you’ve got an expen- 
sive watch.” 

“Was the man this afternoon wearing a suit?” 

Andrea didn’t hesitate. 

“Yes. A black suit and his tie was grey.” 

Drew immediately switched timeframes. It was part of the cognitive in- 
terviewing process, getting witnesses to remember things backwards or out 
of order, freeing up the mind from the straightjacket of chronology allowed 
the random access of information normal linear recall didn’t. 

“Where were you when you heard me calling you?” 

Andrea swallowed. The background noise of the pub and the piped 
musak receded. She was back there, lying on the floor of the hallway. “In the 
hall. I was trying to get to the front door.” 

“Where were you before that?” 

“He put me in front of the cooker, when he came back he put me in 
front of the cooker.” 

“What can you smell?” 

“Gas. And coffee. He made us coffee. He told me,” she suddenly choked 
and swallowed hard, “he told me they’d.. .that Lars had been. Oh God.” Her 
eyes suddenly snapped open and she stared at Drew in shock. Then she be- 
gan talking crisply and firmly. “He was tall, not as tall as you, but more than 
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six feet. He looked like a funeral director and he was skinny. His collar didn’t 
fit properly and he had very hollow cheeks and short hair, like it was shaven 
and growing back. And he had a Scandinavian accent, Norwegian I think. 
His eyes were, blank, greyish, no colour in them.” 

Manon watched Andrea’s concentrated face and was fascinated again 
by how Drew did it. She’d seen it a few times now and to her it was as im- 
pressive as Col’s feats of memory. Danny had told her that Drew had been 
trained in cognitive interviewing. Combined with his ability to read body 
language it meant he could seem like a mind reader at times. Drew leant 
forward urgently. 

“What did he ask you?” 

“He asked me if Lars had told me he suspected sabotage on Kreller 
Jonas vessels. But I started to feel strange.” 

“He made you coffee?” Drew watched the realisation dawn in Andrea’s 
face. 

“Yes he did. He drugged me didn’t he? He drugged me and then he 
went to get the files. Oh God, I told him where they were. It’s my fault.. .now 
they’re gone.” 

Manon shook her head. “No, it isn’t your fault. But if you can remember 
what was in the files?” Drew watched Andrea look back at him and saw her 
mind working. 

“What did they think was going on, Andrea?” She raised her chin. 

“Steve thought that the HCL ships being attacked were smuggling drugs 
and the pirate attacks were cover for HCL to get the drugs off the ship and 
share the insurance money.” 

“What about the ship Steve was killed on, the Ming Ue. Were they car- 
rying drugs?” 

“I have absolutely no idea,” Andrea shook her head, “but Lars and Steve 
were convinced that there was a connection to the insurers, which is why 
Lars told Steve to take the evidence to Lloyd’s. There was someone on one 
of the Committees that Lars knew.” 

Drew saw Manon sit forward intently too and noticed that she hadn’t 
touched her wine. 

“Did Lars ever actually read those files?” 

This time Andrea Pedersen couldn’t stop the grief spreading across her 
face. “No. When he heard Steve was killed he decided he was coming ashore. 
He was going to make sure that Lloyd’s looked at it if he had to take it 
there himself. But he never got the chance to.” Her voice broke slightly and 
Manon was surprised to see Drew reach out and hold Andrea’s hand in his. 

Manon could see the intensity in his face as Andrea looked into his eyes, 
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her tears welling up as he concentrated on her. Drew’s voice was deep and 
firm. 

“No. But he knew that if anything happened to him you would. So I 
reckon you’ve done the bloke bloody proud, Andrea.” Manon watched her 
squee2e at Drew’s hand and close her eyes and when she opened them they 
reflected the determination in Drew’s. “And if he was right then we’ll make 
the bastards who are doing this suffer. I promise you that.” 

As the Range Rover pulled up outside the railway station Manon turned 
and looked at Andrea and Tiny next to each other on the back seat. “So long, 
Andrea, and you, Tiny.” She put her hand out and gave Tiny a pat and the big 
dog smeared his wet nose across her palm. Andrea frowned uncomfortably. 

“You shouldn’t have to go on the train; I’m the one who should go on 
the train. You and Drew should go back to London.” Manon looked at Drew 
who had already turned in his seat and was fixing Andrea in a hard stare. 

“Not up for discussion. Manon here can take care of herself, believe me. 
And you should be in hospital. So if you won’t let me take you there, I’m 
taking you to Southampton.” 

Andrea sighed and subsided and Manon took the opportunity to climb 
out of the car. As she walked around the bonnet and towards the station 
entrance she was surprised to see that Drew had got out too. 

“This could go a lot deeper than we realised.” 

“But why target Kreller Jonas ships?” 

“Do they use the Gyrescom hub too?” 

“No idea,” Manon shook her head, “have to look at it in the morning.” 

“Okay, check it first thing and then let’s review everything and get our 
ducks in a row before we meet Cheung at IMO tomorrow lunchtime.” 

It suddenly reminded Manon that she had to meet her father first. 

“Actually, I’ve got something on first thing. But I’ll be in after.” 

Drew sensed she didn’t want to explain any further. Which could well 
mean it was an appointment with Johnny Makin. And the day they’d had was 
enough on its own to drive her into his arms. He hesitated and decided to 
try and pep her up a bit. 

‘You don’t mind taking the train?” Manon looked at him in surprise. 

“Why would I mind?” Drew shrugged briefly. 

“Been a hell of a day,” he dropped his eyes away from her to the pave- 
ment. “But finding that cloud account was smart,” Manon watched him look 
back at her and straighten his shoulders, “and if you hadn’t found it, odds 
are we wouldn’t have found Andrea in time.” 

Smart Manon maybe but it really had been a hell of a day and with the 
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prospect of her father looming over her she was ill-equipped to handle com- 
pliments. She needed an argument. But she didn’t seem able to summon the 
energy to bait him. So she found herself just staring back. After a moment 
Drew blew out a breath. 

“Aright then, I’ll see you in the morning.” 

“S’long.” 

Drew climbed back into the car and pulled the seatbelt across him as he 
watched Manon disappear into the station. But the look on her face wouldn’t 
leave him. Even after he dropped Andrea at her sister’s in Southampton, 
awoke from his half-hour sleep parked in the service station to find Michael’s 
message, and then drove fast back to London. And not even during the dark 
watches of the night he spent perched anxiously at Diego’s hospital bedside. 

As she walked into the little Italian place around the corner from New 
Scotland Yard Manon realised that it wasn’t just her father she was likely to 
run into. Selling bacon sandwiches in the morning, sit-down and take away 
lunches, and then beer and supper in the evening Mario and his family had 
catered for successive generations of Metropolitan police officers, and it was 
usually full of them. 

She had no idea what the place was actually called any more but everyone 
knew it as Mario’s. She wondered what they’d do when the everyone finally 
moved to the new HQ on the Embankment. 

It was typical of her father that he hadn’t considered how difficult it 
might be for her to walk into somewhere so firmly in Met territory. Or 
maybe he did and wanted to make her admit she didn’t want to go in there. 
Either way she wasn’t giving him the satisfaction. 

At least Mario and the boys behind the bar hadn’t given her any hassle, 
which was a blessing because she had no doubt that her father would. In fact 
they were friendlier than she’d expected, telling her she looked good which 
she appreciated because she’d actually made an effort to look reasonable 
seeing as she had the reception at the IMO. Plus it didn’t hurt to show her 
father she was in good shape. She couldn’t imagine anything would piss him 
off more at the moment. The navy blue pin striped skirt suit was tighter than 
she remembered it but she didn’t think she’d put on any weight and she’d 
attracted a couple of looks from men on the street so she decided she must 
look alright. 

Sitting at a table by the window Manon looked out at the busy street and 
braced herself. Quite why her mother’s death had destroyed the relationship 
between her and her father so profoundly she had never been able to fath- 
om. It hadn’t done the same to her younger brother Rhydian, in fact they’d 
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seemed to get closer. She’d been ten and her brother eight when her mother 
had killed herself. She’d known her parents weren’t happy and as she’d got 
older she’d wondered how responsible her father had been for that desperate 
act. But her anger was more directed at her mother. For being so incredibly 
selfish as to leave her. 

“Why din’ you answer your phone yesterday?” 

She looked up to see her father’s stern face looking questioningly at her. 
“I didn’ do it deliberately. I had the ringer switched off.” 

Harri Wyn Roberts raised his eyebrows briefly and looked around as he 
took a seat opposite her. His light brown hair was thinning on top but he’d 
managed to maintain his moustache. He was approaching sixty now but his 
face was that of a younger man. Rhydian was beginning to look just like 
him, minus the moustache. She took a mental deep breath and evened her 
voice out. 

“Do you want a coffee?” 

“No. I havn’ got long.” 

Manon could see the grimness in his face. It was usually accompanied 
by disappointment. She was sure it wouldn’t be long before she witnessed 
their tearful reunion. Harri suddenly shook his head and his Welsh accent 
was fierce. 

“Is it true what I’ve ‘eard then?” 

Manon rolled her eyes and opened her hands helplessly. 

“What? How the bloody hell am I supposed to know what you’ve heard?” 
He looked her sharply in the eye. “There’s no need for that language, 
Manon.” 

She bit her lip and tried to keep a lid on it. She’d congratulated herself on 
not drinking an entire bottle of Tequila in preparation for this meeting when 
she’d finally got home from Sussex the previous evening. She wasn’t going 
to let that hard-won advantage go so easily 
“Have you changed your statement?” 

Manon opened her mouth in astonishment. Her father mistook it for an 
affirmative and she saw his cheeks flush as he thumped the table, making her 
jump. “When, Manon? When are you going to learn? That man is as bent as 
they come and he needs getting rid of. You may not feel you’re Met the way 
I do, the way your brother does, but you know the way we and everyone here 
feels about him. He’s not one of us and he never was.” 

Slightly stunned by the onslaught Manon just shook her head. 

“How do you know about me changing my statement?” 

“So, you ‘ave then?” 

“No, I din’ say that.” 
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“But you’re planning to?” 

Manon shrugged and couldn’t find the words. She didn’t know what to 
do. She needed someone to talk to who could help her decide. But Harri 
Wyn Roberts was not that person. He narrowed his eyes at her and she felt 
that little shiver of fear that no matter how old she got, never faded. When 
he spoke to her again she realised that her fear was completely justified. His 
words were very precise. 

“Right. Well that’s your choice made. If you want Greg Hart then ‘ave 
him but don’t think you’ll ‘ave anything else.” He jerked his head at the New 
Scotland Yard building across the road, “Neither Rhydian or I are going to 
defend you in there any longer, what you did was bad enough, Manon. If 
you now let that man get off what’s cornin’ to ‘im then my advice to you is to 
stay as far away as possible from anything to do with the Met in the future.” 

His viciousness emboldened her. 

“If he’s reinstated then I’ll be back anyway.” 

Harri shook his head nastily. “You’ll never be back. Not after what you 
did. And that’s what you deserve. I’ve had enough thrown at me over this 
and so’s your brother. We’ve both had enough.” 

“If Rhyds is pissed off with me then he’s got my number. I’ll see him at 
the wedding anyway.” It was about fifteen seconds in when she realised the 
silence had become uncomfortable. That little ball of dread started to form 
in her guts but she didn’t know why. Her father’s tone was flat. 

“You aren’t goin’.” 

“What?” 

“The wedding. They want you to stay away. Megan’s been up crying over 
it and I’m not havin’ you ruin things for them.” She just looked at him 
with her mouth open. Suddenly it made sense. The lack of invitation, the 
failure of her brother to return any calls. In fact it was completely bloody 
obvious. She wanted not to care but she realised that she cared big time. In 
fact she was so shocked at what she was hearing she was beginning to feel 
light-headed. 

“So what, you’re ex-communicating me from the family now?” 

“You did that all by yourself. Rhyds and Megan don’t want you at their 
wedding and it’s their choice. You had a choice too and you chose Gregory 
Hart.” 

The anger and the hurt abrupdy rose up in her. 

“You may not like him but he loves me and I love him.” 

Harri’s face was suddenly like stone. “Well you two won’t miss any of 
us then will you?” He got up from the table and Manon looked at him in 
disbelief. 
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“That’s it is it?” She laughed shortly and then couldn’t seem to stop. Her 
shoulders began shaking slightly as Harri looked at her in disgust. 

“You think this is funny do you?” Manon shook her head hard but the 
look on her father’s face seemed to make her laugh harder. 

“No, not even slightly.” 

Harri’s voice rose. “I don’t know what’s the matter with you, girl,” he 
turned away and then turned back angrily, “and don’t make this worse by 
ringin’ Megan and giving her a hard time. That poor child’s already been 
through enough thanks to you. Leave her alone. In fact just leave us all 
alone.” 

Then he turned on his heel and walked rapidly out of the door. 

Manon sat there for a good few minutes after her father left just looking 
at the table and trying to stop laughing. When her phone lit up she didn’t 
recognise the number, but by that point she was really past caring. 

“Manon? It’s Johnny here, Johnny Makin.” 

The laughter suddenly left her. 

“What do you want?” 

“I think you know. I wondered if you’d had a chance to consider what 
we discussed.” 

“I’ve thought about it.” 

“Have you come to a decision? I need to know Manon because time is 
moving on. More importantly Greg needs to know. It’s his future and yours. 
Your future together, Manon.” 

“Or my ticket to a cell.” 

“Look, I’ve done some more work on this and I really think that we can 
avoid that.” 

He paused and Manon looked out of the window at the couple walking 
along with their arms around each other. Her father had made it clear she 
didn’t have anything else now Greg was all she had left. If she didn’t do this 
then there was a real possibility that she’d lose him permanendy too. She 
listened to Johnny sigh. 

“And if we avoid prison what do you really have to lose? Laughton Ma- 
cAllister? You hardly belong there, Manon, you have some integrity left un- 
like the rest of them.” 

Integrity was an interesting choice of word considering he was asking 
her to lie under oath. Manon felt suddenly completely exhausted by the 
whole thing. She could barely even find the energy to speak to Johnny Makin 
again. So she didn’t. Pulling the phone away from her ear she stabbed at the 
button to disconnect the call. 

The phone told her it was shortly after nine o’clock as she switched it 
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off. She’d already told Drew she’d be late in. They didn’t have to be at the 
IMO reception until eleven thirty. And Mario had a twenty- four hour license. 

So she walked up to the bar and asked for a drink. 

Drew glanced at his watch again and wondered where the hell Manon 
was. He looked up to see Hakon approaching him. 

“Is she here, Drew?” 

“No. I’ll give her a call.” 

“Well we need to go in and sit down now. The presentations are about 
to start.” 

Drew followed Hakon into the spacious room and took a seat next to 
him in the back row. He listened to Manon’s phone ring out and got the 
voicemail. He didn’t bother leaving her a message. Instead he called Isabelle. 
He could tell she was surprised to hear from him. 

“What’s going on? Is Diego alright?” 

“No worries, it’s Manon, she hasn’t turned up and her phone isn’t an- 
swering.” 

“What? I’ll keep trying her.” 

“Find her and get her here ASAFP.” Isabelle raised her eyebrows at the 
tone of Drew’s voice. As soon as fucking possible’ was about his highest 
level of priority. 

“I will.” 

“Alright I’ll keep the phone on silent. Text me when you find her.” Drew 
ended the call and switched the phone to silent. Hakon leant into him as he 
sat back in the seat and folded his arms. 

“There, that is Cheung Fei in the second row And two seats across from 
him is his daughter Bao Yu.” Drew craned to get a better view of them both 
but it wasn’t easy. Hakon dropped his voice as someone walked to the po- 
dium and started speaking, “I will introduce you properly at the reception.” 

“Thanks, mate.” Drew glanced around again at the big entrance doors to 
the room in case Manon had snuck in but they were firmly closed. Having 
already spent the night at the hospital with Diego he could really do without 
Manon going AWOL. 

But as he sighed and turned back towards the podium Drew realised that 
he was more than annoyed. He was worried about her. 
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EIGHTEEN 


Bao Yu watched her husband Jian looking imperiously at the two tall men in 
front of him and wondered where he’d disappeared to the previous evening. 
She noticed idly that he looked very handsome in the new suit he’d been so 
anxious to wear today. Before they were married his obsessions had seemed 
like a childish, innocent excitement; so refreshing after the relentless serious- 
ness of life as a Cheung. But after a few years of marriage she could see it 
for what it was. Pure vanity. 

She had been warned by many, including her father that Jian was a light- 
weight but she’d decided that she worked hard enough and if she wanted a 
trophy husband then she’d earnt it. Plus, having so recently lost her mother 
she’d been in a rebellious mood. 

Yu wasn’t stupid enough to think he was marrying her for anything other 
than the money and the power she conferred upon him. But she also knew 
that she was an attractive woman and lovers would never be in short supply 
when he became bored with her. What she hadn’t anticipated was that she’d 
become so bored with him. The self-obsession and relentless selfishness 
were enervating. 

At the beginning she’d wanted to start a family straight away, but he’d 
told her they should wait and have some fun first. Now she was grateful 
she’d listened. Her father may be many things but she knew he loved her 
unquestioningly. And her children deserved the same. Li Jian was incapable 
of loving anyone other than himself. And she had a strong suspicion, at the 
expense of anyone else. 

Yu smiled as she felt her father rejoin her. He had never been one for 
public events or meetings but in the past seven or eight years since her moth- 
er and her brother Liang’s death he had become a virtual recluse. It was a rare 
thing indeed to see him in public, rarer still outside Hong Kong. But it had 
been her idea to come and he would do anything for her. The feeling was 
mutual. The only other event he regularly appeared at was the annual charity 
party on the yacht. And even then it was a fleeting appearance. She saw the 
gentleness in his eyes as he smiled at her. It faded as she realised Li Jian had 
approached them. 

“Good news, Father, the men from Laraine Investments are here.” Jian’s 
voice was forced and Cheung’s face hardened. Hearing the word ‘father’ issu- 
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ing from the lips of such a loathsome sycophant irked him beyond measure. 
But he swallowed it down yet again and reminded himself that the man had 
been Yu’s choice. Even so, that didn’t mean he had to give him his own way. 

“Good news for whom?” 

Li Jian’s smile remained fixed to his face but his guts churned with anx- 
iety. He had as good as promised the men from Laraine that they could get 
the bid wrapped up before the weekend. He willed Cheung to relent. The 
prospect of losing face in front of these Americans was unsupportable. 

“We can confirm matters — ” 

“If I had wanted to do that I would not have cancelled the meeting you 
arranged with them for tomorrow.” 

“I understand that tomorrow was not convenient, Father, so I have 
brought the men here for you to give your agreement.” Yu watched the 
colour gather on Jian’s face and marvelled that after all this time he was still 
so incapable of understanding when to stop badgering Fei. She had already 
told Jian the investment wasn’t happening. Why and how he thought that 
backing Fei into a corner at the IMO reception would change anything she 
couldn’t fathom. 

Fei had already made clear to Jian it was her decision not his. But Jian 
didn’t seem capable of accepting that. She could really do without the rant- 
ing and sulking about her father not respecting him which she knew would 
inevitably follow. Particularly after what had happened to Chen Li. She was 
surprised just how raw the loss of her Uncle was. Not that Li Jian had been 
any comfort. Fei raised his hand to halt the flow of Jian’s words. 

“I will not meet these men. Do not presume to know my mind and do 
not make arrangements without my permission.” Li Jian opened his mouth 
and Yu prepared to intervene but was distracted by a large, heavily built man 
at her shoulder. She immediately recognised Bernard Davison, secretary of 
one of the ship owner organisations of which HCL was a member. He 
beamed at her. 

‘You managed to get the big guy here then? We are honoured to have 
the both of you.” He held his hand out, shaking Fei’s warmly and then leant 
forward to kiss Bao Yu. As the three began speaking animatedly Li Jian 
found himself entirely sidelined. He didn’t understand what they were talk- 
ing about anyway: ships and shipping bored him almost as much as every 
other area of the Cheung group’s activities. Power was what interested him. 

He glanced around and saw to his chagrin that the men from Laraine 
were hovering where he’d left them. He decided to ignore them and hope 
they went away. Because the prospect of telling them Fei wouldn’t agree the 
bid left him shaky with fury. Not that he would show it. Li Jian prided him- 
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self on his ability to charm and to flatter, and to conceal his rampant ambi- 
tion. It had got him Bao Yu. And now it had got him an even more powerful 
partner: one that not even she and her ignorant father could subdue. One 
that was going to finally allow him to join the ranks of the Puppet Masters. 

Thinking about it calmed Li Jian sufficiently that he managed to step 
forward and feign interest in the conversation. Noticing Cheung look at him 
Li Jian ran his hand around Bao Yu’s waist. He felt her try to ease away from 
him, but he held on and registered the grimness on Cheung’s face with sat- 
isfaction. Yu may be playing at Chief Executive, but she was still his wife. 

And shortly that was all she would be. 

Manon had come to the conclusion at about drink number six that she 
should probably stop. The gradual realisation that she was catastrophically 
late had kicked in at around the same time. She’d grabbed for her bag and 
crashed out of Mario’s, virtually tripping up the nearest cab and falling into 
the back of it in a mess of legs and high heeled shoes. 

By the time she got to IMO the pleasant numbness had become more 
nervous energy. She had no idea how she’d managed to lose track of time 
so comprehensively and, having switched her phone back on and listened to 
the progressively terser messages, she found she wasn’t looking forward to 
explaining herself to Drew. 

Having almost fallen over getting into the lift she tried to pull her suit 
straight as she walked into the large entertaining space and looked around. 
Standing with Hakon at the edge of the room Drew saw her immediately 
and Hakon followed his eyes. “Ah, Drew, there she is. And very good she 
looks today. I envy you spending time with a colleague who’s that nice to 
look at. Too many ex-seafarers in shipping and they are not so nice to look 
at.” 

But Drew was already walking purposefully towards Manon. Hakon was 
right: she had made an effort today, but that didn’t excuse being bloody late. 
And scaring him. As he reached her she looked around and sagged a little in 
relief, rolling her eyes. 

“Oh Christ, Drew, I’m sorry but I’ve ‘ad hell of a mornin’.” She reached 
out and grabbed the arm of his suit and wobbled slightly. He was taken 
aback that she had voluntarily touched him. But that was before he realised 
to his astonishment, that she was pissed. He opened his eyes wide at her. 

“Have you been drinking?” 

She stopped and frowned at him and then gave him a slightly unfocused 
smile. 

“Jus’ one. But I’m fine, really.” 
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She turned slightly as a waiter approached and relieved him of a glass of 
white wine before Drew could stop her. 

“I don’t think that’s a good idea, Manon.” 

She took a slug of the white wine and looked hard at the glass. 

“Why? Wha’s wrong with it?” 

Drew closed his eyes briefly and thought that in other circumstances it 
would have been pretty funny. When he opened them again he felt a pressure 
against him and realised that she was leaning on him to stay upright. He’d 
never seen Manon anything other than cold, stand-offish and prickly so it 
was with a morbid kind of fascination that he watched her brace herself 
against his arm, take her foot out of her shoe and wriggle her toes in her 
tights in front of her. Then she leant into him conspiratorially. 

“These bloody shoes hurt like hell,” she tried to put her foot back in and 
knocked her shoe over. He watched her toe fishing about for her shoe on the 
floor as she tried to hold her wine upright at the same time. It was like watch- 
ing a slow motion road accident. Her voice was slurred when she frowned 
and hissed at him, “Did you take my shoe? I’ve lost my bloody shoe.” 

Looking around him he bent down and put the shoe in front of her and 
then watched as she tried to aim her foot into it, the tip of her tongue poking 
out, the concentration on her face absolute. It made his mind up. 

“Alright, that’s it, Manon, we’re leaving.” 

“Nooo, I want to see — ” But she was cut off by Hakon approaching 
behind Drew’s shoulder. Registering the man and woman he had with him 
Drew cursed silently that he hadn’t got Manon out. It was like standing next 
to a grenade with the bloody pin out. He had no idea when or if she was 
going to blow. But there wasn’t time to do anything other than manage the 
situation now. 

Hakon’s smile held no warmth as he made the introductions. “Cheung 
Fei and his daughter Bao Yu of Han Chan Dnes, this is Drew Rydstrom and 
Manon Wyn Roberts of Laughton MacAllister in London.” Bao Yu looked 
small and delicate but Drew had the feeling that was deceptive. There was a 
toughness in her eyes as she held out her hand to him. 

“Laughton MacAllister? I don’t think I know it. Are you brokers or — ” 

“No, Corporate Advisers.” 

“Do you specialise in any particular area?” Bao Yu looked at Manon 
enquiringly as she shook her hand. 

“At the moment pest control.” Manon’s voice was cold. Bao Yu’s smile 
turned to a slight frown and she laughed a little as she looked back at Drew. 
He shook his head dismissively and held his hand out to Cheung Fei. He 
noticed that Yu was observing Manon closely. Probably because she was 
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beginning to look distinctly unfocused. 

“G’day, Mr Cheung.” 

“Mr Rydstrom, what pests are you controlling? The bankers?” 

Drew’s face was set. “There’s more than one kind of corporate raider, 
Mr Cheung. There are a lot of pirates out there.” 

Cheung paused and raised his eyebrows but he didn’t rise to the bait. 
“Well, I too am now only an adviser,” he turned proudly to Bao Yu, “my 
daughter is now Chief Executive and an excellent job she is doing. You know 
they call her the Asian Tigress?” 

Nodding at Bao Yu’s modest smile Drew took in the Western accent and 
manners and the designer business suit and tried to work out if she was just 
a PR stunt as they suspected. She shook her head slightly. 

“Please, like all fathers mine sees all of my achievements and none of my 
shortcomings.” Yu looked to Manon as if for confirmation but what she got 
instead was a little snort of derision. Manon narrowed her eyes as Yu shot a 
look across at her father and Fei looked back at Manon curiously. In his late 
sixties Fei was well padded with very little hair and small, feral eyes. His voice 
was slow as he addressed her. 

“Bao Yu is an excellent Chief Executive.” 

Drew saw his opening and spoke before Manon could reply. “It must 
have been hard to hand over the reins though. CEOs find it difficult to let 
go, particularly when they’ve built the business themselves.” 

“It depends on who you are handing over to. When your successor has 
all the qualities to be successful it is not hard to let go.” Nodding at Bao Yu 
Drew raised his eyebrows. 

“In my experience the most important is ruthlessness. Are you ruthless 
enough, Ms Bao? Can you take the big decisions?” 

‘Yes, that is not a problem for me. I come from a family of strong men.” 
He watched Bao Yu smile smoothly. It was time to put a shot across her 
bows. If she was as close to Chen Li as Danny seemed to think then sanc- 
tioning his murder couldn’t have been easy. 

“Like Chen Li?” There was silence as the smile fell from Bao Yu’s face 
and she swallowed quickly before getting hold of herself again. “I heard he 
was murdered in Chinatown. I hope they find the person responsible.” Drew 
fixed Bao Yu in his icy stare and tried to read what was coming back at him. 
There was no doubt that had shaken her. But beyond that he couldn’t be sure 
what he was seeing. Her voice was steady when she replied. 

“Thank you. He was a wise and honourable man.” 

As Manon opened her mouth to speak the others looked towards her. 
For Manon the delay between opening her mouth and actually speaking was 
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entirely acceptable. For the rest of the assembled company it was verging 
on excruciating. Drew was about to intervene when Manon finally managed 
to get a line out. Drew rapidly wished she hadn’t. Her voice was thick and 
slow and it was apparent she was also about three minutes behind in the 
conversation. 

“Well Chief Executives are four times more likely to be psychopaths 
than anyone else. So if she’s inherited your qualities, Mr Cheung, then she’ll 
be fine.” Bao Yu looked back in astonishment and Drew gritted his teeth. 
There was no way he could use this meeting for any useful purpose now. It 
was a case of damage limitation. He could see Hakon was wondering what 
was going on as Drew shook his head in apology. 

“Manon’s on some medication at the moment, I think the wine may have 
caused a few problems.” Manon’s fogged mind grappled with why Drew was 
even being civil to these people. She remembered Gil telling them about the 
poor sailor sent home with no wages and the guy chopped up by the Triads. 
And Danny, poor Danny. Not to mention the grief-stricken Andrea. The an- 
ger shot through her at the sight of this man and his smug bloody daughter. 
She saw Fei nod at Drew’s attempt to excuse her behaviour but Yu wasn’t to 
be so easily pacified. Her voice was harsher. 

“We are in difficult times for shipping and yet we are strong and prof- 
itable. Sometimes hard decisions have to be made, but efficiency is the key. 
Modernisation and business process efficiency.” 

Manon snorted. ‘Weah, i’s amazin’ how much profit you can make when 
you don’t bother paying your bloody crews. Where I come from we learnt a 
long time ago how to deal with people like you.” 

Cheung’s voice was light but measured as he raised his eyebrows at 
Manon. 

“And what kind of people do you think we are, Ms Wyn Roberts?” 

Manon swayed slightly again as Drew shored her up. He could see 
Hakon frowning at him. 

“In Wales we had generations of miners who risked their lives every day 
for sod all money. And the mine owners didn’ care whether they lived or 
died. Lots of them died. And the people who owned the mines just made 
more money. They didn’ care.” Drew immediately tried to interject as he saw 
both Yu and Fei’s eyes widen, but Yu shot back in obvious anger. 

“Just because we are Chinese do not presume that we are exploitative. I 
was educated in England and I have a degree from Oxford University and an 
MBA from Harvard. Just because we are not held to ransom by our unions 
like UK companies — ” 

This time Manon was far quicker off the mark. 
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“Ransom? Now there’s an interestin’ choice of word.” 

Drew saw Hakon tense and realised he had to get her out of there and 
fast. 

“It’s been a pleasure, but I’m afraid I need to take my colleague for a 
bit of a lie down.” But Manon wasn’t finished. She looked angrily at Drew 
and then her back suddenly bowed and she had to take a step back in order 
to stay upright. Drew leant into her and grabbed her arm to make sure she 
remained vertical and caught Hakon’s eye. He could see by the look in the 
older man’s face he’d realised just how out of hand Manon was. She took a 
noisy breath and rounded on Cheung again. 

“At least the unions make you treat sailors with dig. . .with ding. . .” Drew 
closed his eyes as Manon desperately tried to get the word out. Then she 
took a breath, “With respect. Christ you’d think the pirates were bad enough 
without havin’ to work for a bloody company like yours. I was at Patrick 
Cumming’s funeral yesterday and there wasn’t one person from HCL there. 
What kind of heartless fuckers are you?” 

That was enough. 

Drew shook his head at the open mouthed stares of both Fei and Yu, put 
his arm firmly around Manon’s waist, held her against him and turned her 
away from the others. He could hear Hakon trying to salvage the situation. 

“As Drew says I think Manon is on some medication at the moment, ob- 
viously the wine has affected her quite badly, she’s usually very pleasant. . .” 

Drew gritted his teeth as he marched Manon in her high heels across 
the shiny marble floor, her feet barely touching the ground as she struggled 
against him fruitlessly. “Will you just bloody let me go, Drew? It’s about time 
those bastards got told what people think of them.” 

“Y’know I think they heard you. I think everyone in the bloody room 
heard. For Christ’s sake, Manon, how much have you had to drink? It’s only 
just past midday.” 

She tried to look up at him and stumbled slightly as he tightened his 
hold around her and headed for the lifts. Once inside he pushed the button 
and let go of her as she slumped back against the wall. She took a deep 
breath and frowned at him. She was beginning to lose the rosy glow of ex- 
treme drunkenness. The world was getting greyer and less comfortable. And 
Drew’s eyes were getting colder too. 

As the lift bottomed out Manon felt the physical sensation of displace- 
ment shudder up her whole body. It was sufficiently destabilising that she 
felt the need to grab hold of the rail on the wall of the lift behind her. When 
the doors opened she was still reluctant to let go. Drew walked out of the lift 
and then turned to look at her. The tone of his voice suddenly made her feel 
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entirely small and vulnerable. 

“Manon, get out of the bloody lift.” 

She slowly pulled herself upright and walked unsteadily towards him. 
Unfortunately the same piece of raised ironwork on the lift which had so 
nearly sent her flat on her face on the way into the reception caught her out 
again. It was only Drew’s quick reactions that stopped her hitting the floor. 
As she looked up at him she had the sense that she was in big trouble. She bit 
her lip and tried to focus on him as she smoothed down her suit. 

“Fairplay, I may have had a couple of drinks this morning.” 

Although it had always been a bit of a joke between Mai and Drew that 
Terri was psychic there had been a number of occasions when she’d been 
uncannily prescient. But when Drew saw her number on his phone as he 
marched Manon through reception he reflected that her timing was just as 
bad as anyone else’s. 

“I’m busy, sweetheart, have to call you back.” It wasn’t often that Drew 
gave Terri that kind of answer so he fully expected her to sign off immedi- 
ately. But it sounded like Terri was determined to speak to him. 

“Where’s Malcolm?” 

“Oz, you know that.” 

“Where? He’s gone to Australia? When the hell did he go there?” Drew 
realised it was neither the time nor the place to continue this kind of con- 
versation. 

“Nearly a week ago. Listen, Terri, I have to go. I’ll call you back later.” 

“Drew!” He could hear her begin to shout at him as he turned the phone 
off. He rolled his eyes at Isabelle as he walked past her desk, Manon in tow. 
He already had one impossible woman to deal with, now they were forming 
a disorderly queue. 

“Give us some peace, Iz, will you?” 

“Of course.” Isabelle looked at Manon and could tell straightaway that 
she was three sheets to the wind. She wondered what the hell had happened. 
Manon just followed Drew, slightly unsteadily, into his office. She heard Is- 
abelle invisibly shut the door behind her. Drew was standing in front of the 
window with his back to her and the set of his shoulders told her she was in 
deep shit. Then she remembered that she was already wading through solids 
as it was. There wasn’t much Drew Rydstrom could do that would make it 
worse. Between Greg and her father and Johnny Makin and of course the 
family of which she was no longer part, she wasn’t sure what else there was 
left to lose. 

He turned around from the window and stared at her until she felt un- 
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comfortable. So she shrugged and walked carefully to the chair in front of 
his desk and sat down. 

“Alright, I’m sorry.” 

“Not good enough.” 

She waved her hand at him and then put it on her forehead. 

“Well, what do you want me to say?” 

“I want a bloody explanation. That was our chance to ask some useful 
questions of those two and you decide to get arseholed and make an exhi- 
bition of yourself.” He sounded just too like her father for comfort. Manon 
stared at him and he could see the anger in her. 

“Just because you want to do the smarmy corporate small-talk doesn’t 
mean I have to.” 

Drew opened his eyes in disbelief. “Yes. You bloody do. What the hell 
do you think — ” 

“Instead of drinking wine with them we should be raiding their offices.” 

Drew’s voice was heavy with sarcasm. “Oh that’d be right. Because we’ll 
get everything we need that way. Haven’t you learnt a bloody thing in the last 
three months?” 

She stood up and swayed and her voice was harsh. “There’s nothing this 
place can teach me that’s worth knowing.” 

“Is that why you’ve been speaking to Johnny Makin?” She stopped dead 
and just looked at him with her mouth open. Drew’s voice was slightly quiet- 
er as he continued. “I know he called you, I’ve got a fair idea what he wanted 
too.” Manon sat back heavily onto the chair, “You know what’s going to 
happen if you change your statement?” 

Her voice sounded stronger than she felt as she replied. 

“I can get my life back.” 

“No, Greg Hart gets his life back. You get to go to jail.” 

“It might not come to that.” 

“Horseshit. Ask K. He’ll tell you. You carry the can for Hart and that’s 
exacdy where you’ll end up.” 

“Johnny Makin doesn’t think so.” Drew heard the defiance in her voice 
and silently cursed himself for not doing something about this before. 

“You’ve seen him then?” Manon realised that there was no point in sub- 
terfuge. They were going to know soon enough. 

‘Yes. He says with a good defence team I could get off.” 

“And what if you don’t?” Manon stopped. She didn’t want to tell him 
that the thought of it terrified her beyond the capacity for rational speech. 
That she would even consider taking the risk was a measure of how much 
she loved Greg. And how much she wanted her job back. 
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“What if he finds someone else while you’re inside, Manon?” 

“He wouldn’t do that. What happened with us is. . . It’s special.” 

“You sure about that?” She was momentarily speechless. He continued 
before she could say anything anyway, “What’s he promised you then?” 

She looked away from Drew and down at the blue carpet tiles. “If the 
case against Greg doesn’t go ahead then he’ll be reinstated. We can be to- 
gether and then once things have settled down he can get me reinstated.” 
Drew’s eyes widened at her and he turned his head slighdy in disbelief. She 
looked back at his silence and watched his eyes become clear as glass. 

“Are you the full quid?” 

“What the hell do you know about it anyway?” Manon felt the anger flow 
through her, “You know nothing about Greg.” 

“Wrong. I know all I need to know. Any bloke who asks a woman to go 
to jail for him is a bastard. Ask yourself a simple question. If he loved you 
would he ask you to do that?” 

She had. And she didn’t have an answer. 

“It’s the only way we can be together, the only way we can fix things.” 
“And what about Laughton’s?” 

She looked at him as if he was crazy. “Laughton’s? What about it?” Drew 
watched the derisive frown spread across her face. He’d known she hadn’t 
really felt part of the team in the three months she’d been there, but he’d 
hoped for more than this. “The only reason I took this job was because Greg 
said Michael could keep me away from the CPS and it would give him time 
to sort things out. It’s not like I was ever stayin’.” 

The look on Drew’s face made her regret her honesty. She realised that 
it wasn’t the smartest thing to say to her boss but she was very far from 
sober. She also realised that subconsciously she’d already made her decision. 
Watching her it was suddenly clear to Drew that he’d always been fighting a 
losing battle with Manon. He was about to open his mouth again when Isa- 
belle knocked on the door and put her head around it apologetically. 

“I’m really sorry to disturb you but I’ve got Diego on the phone.” The 
thought of Diego suddenly cheered Manon up and she gave a snort of 
laughter. 

“Has he got off the bog yet then? I bet he’s had a long night,” she looked 
back at the shock on Isabelle’s face and followed her stare across to Drew’s, 
“What? Why are you looking like that?” 

“What did you do?” 

Manon folded her arms and looked satisfied. “Gave him a taste of his 
own medicine. Or in this case hopefully anti-diarrhoea medicine. I just put 
some of Col’s old Pot Noodle in his paella that’s all. See how he likes a case 
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of the shits for twenty-four hours.” She could tell by the Siberian coldness 
in Drew’s eyes that something was badly wrong. He looked back at Isabelle 
and his voice was quiet. 

“Tell him I’ll call him back. He still at the hospital?” 

She nodded. “Keeping him in tonight as well.” Manon watched the door 
shut behind Isabelle. 

“He’s in hospital? For a dose of the shits?” She saw Drew’s jaw clench. 

“There’s a reason Diego’s as good as he is on a computer. He’s had can- 
cer on and off his whole life. Spent most of his time as a kid lying on a bed 
with tubes coming out of him with nothing to do but play with a PC. He’s 
in remission now but all the radiotherapy and chemotherapy fucked him up 
pretty badly. That shit you fed him wiped him out yesterday. He’s back in 
hospital trying to get over it.” 

The most awful feeling of guilt rose up in Manon. 

“I din’ know that.” 

Her voice was hoarser than usual as she shook her head at Drew. His 
was hard. 

“Because you never bloody asked did you? But then you reckon there’s 
nothing worth learning in this place.” The look on his face was a mixture 
of disgust and disappointment. It could have been her father. The fury was 
illimitable. She as good as shouted at him as he turned away from her. 

“He put a CAMERA up my fucking SKIRT.” 

She was shocked to her core when Drew turned and roared at her. 

“YOU bloody near KILLED the bastard.” 

Having shrank back at the fury in his voice she swallowed and squared 
back up to him. 

“That was an accident. I didn’t mean to do that. Not like what you did 
to the skinny Chinaman, or what K did to the World bloody Bank and what 
Diego did to that stockbrokers with his fucking virus,” she shook her head 
at him. “No, I didn’t bloody ask because unlike you I don’t want to be one 
of Michael’s. . . dirty half-do2en.” 

“Oh, that’d be right, Manon, you’re only here as a result of your great 
work for charity aren’t you? Listen, you want to go then be my bloody guest 
but I promise you, that mongrel Hart is only shelving around until he gets 
what he wants, and there is no way he’ll ever get you back in the Fraud 
Squad. You’ve already fucked everything up over him once, don’t let the 
bloke make you do it again for Christ’s sake.” 

“You’re wrong. He will get me my job back.” 

Drew’s eyes bored into her and his voice was like an echo from a tomb. 

“Manon, you cannot go back. No one can. All you can do is make the 
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best of what you have left.” Manon suddenly saw the pain in the depths of 
Drew’s eyes. She was momentarily sorry. But there was nothing she could do 
about it, because Drew was wrong. Unlike the rest of the thieves and liars 
she was going back. Somehow. To do otherwise was unthinkable. Her voice 
was quiet but precise as she replied. 

“This place may be all you have left, Drew, but I don’t give up that easily.” 

There was a long moment as the two of them stared at each other. Even- 
tually he just nodded at her. 

“Fine. I’ll let Mike know. I reckon you’ve done enough to get yourself 
fired, if that’s what you want?” 

She swallowed and swayed slighdy and realised she was beginning to feel 
mightily sick. It occurred to Drew that they shouldn’t be having this conver- 
sation while she was still pissed. But he also knew what he was hearing from 
her was the truth. She wasn’t going to regret anything in the morning. He 
was surprised just how bitter the disappointment of losing her was. Standing 
in front of him she suddenly seemed a little unsure as to what she was going 
to do next. So he straightened his shoulders and blew out a breath. 

“Okay, you’re fired, Manon.” For some reason she really didn’t like the 
way it sounded. But it was clearly time to say goodbye. She lifted her chin and 
realised that a very small part of her would miss Drew Rydstrom. 

“Don’t bother with a reference, Drew.” 

By five o’clock the sky outside was dark but Manon’s mood was darker. 
As the hours passed and the veil of alcohol lifted gendy, Manon had begun 
to realise exactly how dire her situation was. Looking around at the drab 
mess of her flat she wondered where she was going to find her rent from. 
Not that it would be an issue if she was shordy to be staying at Her Majesty’s 
Pleasure. 

The prospect chilled her to the bone. It was almost as chilling as hearing 
Drew tell her that Greg would find someone else while she was in prison. 
Because as sure as she had always been of Greg she couldn’t help acknowl- 
edging that Drew had a point. It was hard to understand how a man that 
professed to love her could ask her to make this kind of sacrifice. And not 
even in person. Manon decided that what she’d been contemplating all after- 
noon had to be done. She was going to have to take the risk and call Greg. 

She picked her phone up off the floor and looked at the keypad. She 
knew the number off by heart. The thought of hearing his voice gave her a 
sudden sexual rush. There had been no one in the months since their affair 
had imploded. The sex she’d had before she’d met him hadn’t been bad but 
neither had it been exceptional. Perhaps because he was older, or they were 
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sober, or just because she loved him she wasn’t sure, but with him it had been 
the best she’d ever had. It was one of the things which had subtly served to 
confirm her feelings for him. 

She was about to dial when she heard the doorbell. She hesitated. Either 
the main front door had been left open or someone had a key. It wasn’t as 
if there was anyone in her family likely to be visiting. Then she realised who 
it probably was. Drew hated losing and he knew she’d been pissed when 
she walked out. Drew’s style was to let you cool down before he tackled you 
about something. She decided that if he’d come all this way she should at 
least open the door. 

She pulled her skirt straight and looked back at the mess. She knew he 
loathed mess but plumping up a cushion wasn’t really going to cut it. The 
bell rang again and she walked across to the door. 

“Alright, Christ, anyone would think you missed me.” She pulled open 
the front door and stopped dead in shock at the sight of the man in front of 
her. Greg Hart stepped forward and immediately pulled her into his arms. 

“I have. And I’m about to show you exacdy how much.” 

Michael rested his ankle on his knee, picked a piece of fluff off his trou- 
ser turn up and nodded silendy. “We did all we could.” 

“Did we?” 

Michael looked up at Drew and raised his eyebrows. “I did my best to 
protect her from this and so did you.” 

“She isn’t bloody thinking straight.” 

“Which makes her dangerous. And I don’t need you or anyone else dis- 
tracted or compromised at the moment.” 

“The only person she’s a danger to is herself,” Drew tossed his head 
dismissively. 

“It doesn’t matter. She isn’t your problem anymore. Drew. We’ve got 
bigger ones anyway. How long until Diego’s better?” Drew sat back in his 
chair and picked up his Montblanc fountain pen, idly turning it end over end 
on the desk. 

“They reckon he’ll be out tomorrow, but I don’t think him being crook 
is the reason he’s not into Gyrescom yet. That network is giving him real 
problems.” He heard Michael sigh and knew what was coming. 

“We have to get into their system and see the original logs, and anything 
else hidden in there. Particularly if K’s right about it being a front company.” 
Michael watched as Drew turned and leaned his arms on the desk, looking 
hard at him. 

“We go after these blokes and they aren’t going to fuck about, Mike. 
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Look what they did to Sarah Grelsham. Danny’s already hurt. They’ll do 
the same to any of us no worries. Now that’s not a problem for me, but 
this lot have had it pretty easy up until now. Worst we’ve come up against 
was a suicidal hedge fund manager with a second world war revolver. This 
is different.” 

Michael remembered when he’d first met him in the stinking hot inter- 
view room of that Nigerian prison. Beaten and bloodied but utterly com- 
posed. Of course he’d known about him for a very long time before that. 
When Pip St John Hawes had told him there was an opportunity to get him 
to London there had been those who cautioned him against Drew. Not that 
Michael needed telling: he’d read all the files. He knew what was fact and 
what was fiction too but even if you subtracted the fiction what was left was 
still enough to make anyone wary. 

Despite that Michael knew what a shrewd operator Dick Piper was, and 
if he’d managed to build SKD on the broad shoulders of Drew Rydstrom 
then Michael was sure he could do the same at Laughton’s. And God knew 
he needed him. He hadn’t expected to like him quite so much though. 

“You’re right. We have been fortunate up until now. But it was never go- 
ing to last. That’s why I wanted you.” Drew reminded himself that Michael 
didn’t need any lessons in just how ruthlessly the Puppet Masters operated. 
And he was beginning to glimpse their familiar silhouette in the Lloyd’s case. 

“If Lloyd’s and Verre Slater are sanctioning going after Cheung and the 
Triads then they reckon there’s something bigger here. Could be a Puppet 
Master pulling Cheung’s strings?” Michael looked back evenly. 

“If they suspect a Puppet Master in the background then it would ex- 
plain why they came to us.” 

Drew held Michael’s eyes. He had a gut feeling that something didn’t 
stack up. He couldn’t imagine the likes of Lord Covermere even knew what 
a Puppet Master was. Unless Lloyd’s weren’t the ultimate client. He decided 
to test his theory. 

“Assuming it was Lloyd’s who came to us?” 

Michael looked steadily and silently at the raw intelligence in Drew’s 
gaze. He’d been expecting Drew to work out there was another client, but 
he wasn’t in a position to reveal their identity. When Michael didn’t reply 
immediately the understanding was unspoken. The identity of this client 
was above Drew’s pay grade. But whoever was paying Laughton’s to go after 
a Puppet Master had better have deep pockets and a strong stomach. He 
narrowed his eyes at Michael. 

“A client’s a client. I don’t need to see a birth certificate. As long as they 
know what they’re getting into, and they can clear up after us.” Michael re- 
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garded him calmly. Drew had no idea how much they knew Even Michael 
had been slighdy rattled to receive a phone call demanding an explanation 
for Manon’s behaviour before Drew had even had a chance to fill him in. 

“That I can guarantee. But I’m afraid it’s the only one I can give you,” 
Drew watched Michael stand up and walk slowly towards the door, speaking 
as he went, “So we need to get things moving in the right direction and fast.” 

It was every bit as good as Manon remembered it. Better in fact. She 
listened to Greg’s orgasm and wondered how she’d existed without him. But 
none of it mattered any more. Not now he’d come back to her. He rolled off 
onto the pillow next to her and took a deep breath. 

“God, I’m not used to this anymore.” She smiled and turned her head, 
raising an eyebrow at him. 

“Well I’m out of practice too.” 

Greg kissed her lightly and then watched as she leant up on her elbow 
and looked down at him. Her thick blonde hair had been released from its 
ponytail early on in their lovemaking and it fell around her face. Johnny had 
told him he’d found her cold, but he just wasn’t pressing the right buttons. 

Difficult women were Greg Hart’s speciality and he had mastered his 
craft. Stella Sevigny had been his most public conquest but prior to that 
he’d tamed a succession of shrews. The minute Manon Wyn Roberts had 
burst into his office shouting about Diego da Souza being handed over to 
Michael Leithead he’d known he had to tame her. It was ironic really. When 
he’d first met her father Harri he’d wanted to fuck him too, but in an entirely 
different way. 

A lot of the most difficult of Greg’s women had bad relationships with 
their fathers and Manon was a prime example. Why Harri hated her so much 
he had no idea, but once you understood what it did to Manon’s sense of 
self, and understood how to manipulate that, then you had her. He knew 
exactly how to handle her now. He shook his head slightly and held her 
cheek in his hand. 

“You are so, so beautiful. Have you been okay, chick?” 

Manon felt a sudden need to cry so she laughed instead. “Not really. I 
didn’t know when I’d see you again.” 

He frowned painfully at her. “Oh, come here, love,” she listened to his 
soft Yorkshire accent as Greg pulled her down towards him and she put her 
head on his chest, running her fingers over his dark chest hair as she listened 
to his heart beat beneath it. She realised that she was actually happy. For the 
first time in almost half a year. She sighed deeply and Greg squeezed his arm 
around her. “What?” 
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“Nothing. Just life is a lot better than it was this morning.” 

Greg decided that two decent climaxes should have calmed her suffi- 
ciendy that he could get what he came for. 

“I don’t want to be apart from you again, chick.” 

As the words sunk in Manon sat up next to him. She could feel the smile 
beginning on her face as the relief flooded through her. Her trust and her 
love had been completely validated. Whatever happened now they’d face it 
together. The bullshit Johnny Makin had been pedalling was way off the 
mark. 

She swallowed down the lump in her throat. How had she ever thought 
that this man who loved her would allow her to go to prison. She gave a 
short laugh. 

“You know Johnny Makin asked me to meet him?” 

Greg raised his eyebrows and she nodded in confirmation. “What did 
he say?” 

“That if I changed my statement he could keep me out of prison,” she 
watched the horrified frown begin on Greg’s face and rolled her eyes, “I 
know.” Greg shook his head and sat up too. He ran his hand through his 
short, dark, grey-flecked hair and then pulled her into his arms. She hugged 
him back as she heard him in her ear. 

“Christ. What made him say that?” He pulled back from her as she 
shrugged and smiled and he looked seriously into her eyes. “He’s no right 
saying that to you. It’s summat we have to be prepared for. There aren’t any 
guarantees.” 

For a moment Manon thought she’d misheard him. Greg mistook her 
silence for compliance. “I know Johnny thinks he’s the best but we can’t go 
into this assuming he’ll get you off. He probably just wanted to make you 
feel better about it. He doesn’t know you like I do. He has no idea how tough 
you are.” She was struck dumb. Just stared at Greg. “And brave. There isn’t 
another woman in the world I know who could cope with this, but I know 
you can.” 

When her voice returned it was uneven and rustier than usual. 

“You sent Johnny to see me?” 

“There was no way I could see you myself, chick, was there?” He smiled 
at her, reached out and cupped her breast in his hand. “I wanted to. Christ I 
wanted to see you. I haven’t been able to think about anything else.” 

Manon tried to force a smile onto her face but it wouldn’t come. She 
shivered involuntarily and Greg was immediately solicitous. “You’re cold. It’s 
freezing in here mind. I hope that isn’t why these are so hard, I thought I’d 
had summat to do with that.” He gendy pinched at her nipple and kissed her 
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and she let him. But it was like everything was happening in slow motion. 

As he grabbed up the duvet and wrapped it around her shoulders she 
grappled with the right question. Then she realised that the question wasn’t 
the problem. It was the answer. She decided it had to be ail or nothing. 

“If you don’t want to be apart from me why is Johnny asking me to go 
to prison?” Greg opened his eyes in concern. 

“Look I didn’t mean to be so black and white about it. There is a chance 
that you won’t go to prison, Johnny’s right. But I just mean that we should 
be ready in case it happens. The thought of you being inside on your own 
just. . .” He closed his eyes and shook his head. “I don’t want to think about 
it, but if you can face it then I can face the time without you. It’ll be worth 
it in the end.” 

“And what happens in the end?” 

Greg paused and readied his trump card. 

“I know this isn’t the most romantic of settings but...” He waited for 
Manon to tell him that seeing him in her doorway was the most romantic 
thing that had ever happened to her. He was just a little discomfited when 
she didn’t. “You know I love you, chick. From the first moment you shouted 
at me I knew we’d be together,” he winked at her and took her hand, rubbing 
at her ring finger. “There’s a lot of heartache ahead yet, but when it’s all over 
I want to marry you.” 

When he didn’t see the anticipated tears of joy he frowned at her. He 
knew it had been a while since he’d seen her but she was behaving oddly. 
Then he realised the spectre of Stella was probably hanging over her. 

“I know we’ll have a bit of a hard time from the tabloids, but we’ve got 
plenty of time to get prepared for that. We can head off to Yorkshire and 
keep a low-profile while I get my feet back under the desk. And then, when 
you walk back into the Met, it’ll be as my wife.” 

“What about my job?” 

“What about it? You won’t have to work, chick. Anyway, I want your 
undivided attention.” He leant forward and tried to pull her towards him 
but she resisted. 

‘You said you’d get my job back for me.” 

His blue eyes looked troubled for a moment. 

“No. I didn’t, chick.” 

“You did. You told me that if I went to Laughton’s then you’d make sure 
you brought me back to the Fraud Squad when things settled down.” 

Greg laughed slightly and waved his hand. “Christ there was so much 
going on. At the time maybe I thought there was a chance but that was be- 
fore...” Greg stopped and closed his eyes briefly in pain. He waited for her 
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to see he was remembering the loss of Stella and the baby, reach out and 
comfort him but there was no reaction. 

Watching him Manon suddenly realised what he was doing. How he was 
attempting to manipulate her. Perhaps the time away from him had given her 
this new objectivity, or the shock of the betrayal. But once she had realised 
she found the entire paradigm of their relationship shifting. She discovered 
that the view from her new angle was far clearer. When she spoke so was 
her voice. 

“Where am I supposed to work then?” 

“I told you, chick, you don’t have to work. I’ll take care of you. All of the 
legal fees, everything. If we can just get through this then I don’t want you 
being away from me all the time anyway.” 

“But I want to work. I’m a bloody good detective.” 

Greg realised that he wasn’t getting through to her. In his frustration he 
allowed too much sharpness into his voice. 

“Look, we’re getting ahead of ourselves. I don’t want to spend the time 
we’ve got now arguing. It could be a long time before we can be together 
again. Johnny says that if the press get the slightest sniff that we’ve been 
together then it could be very damaging for me.” 

She nodded slowly at him. “Might affect you getting your job back.” 
“Exactly,” he smiled ruefully at her, “and I want to support you in the 
style you deserve. I want to give you the best of everything. Talking of 
which.” Greg kissed her and tried to push her back down onto the bed, 
speaking against her mouth, “Manon. I’ve dreamt about being with you 
again. You are the sexiest girl and you have the sexiest voice I’ve ever heard. 
Talk to me, chick.” 

She whispered in his ear. 

“Bradley Veaton was here yesterday. I think he’s been watching this flat.” 
If she had put twelve thousand volts through him she doubted she could 
have got more of a reaction. Greg was up off the bed and at the window 
peering gingerly around the curtain before she’d even sat up. His face was 
panicked. 

“Veaton? Why the hell didn’t you tell me before? Do you realise what 
this could mean?” 

Manon watched him with an odd detachment. She decided that mongrel 
was a good word for him. He turned back to her and started gathering up his 
clothes and dressing, “I knew this was risky. Shit, if he’s outside — ” 
“Probably better if you don’t come here again.” 

“No. No you’re right there,” Greg shook his head as he pulled his socks 
on, “we’ll just use Johnny. And don’t call me, no texts either.” 
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She shook her head too. “You won’t hear from me, Greg. I promise.” 
He grabbed up his jacket and leant into her on the bed, kissing her briefly 
on the mouth. 

“I love you, chick. It won’t be long and this will all be over.” 

Manon heard the door to the flat shut behind him and decided that was 
precisely what it was. 
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NINETEEN 

Diego threw himself back against the pillows and swore loudly and com- 
prehensively in Spanish. Drew regarded him from the foot of the bed and 
folded his arms. 

“I reckon you’re bloody lucky my Spanish is so bad, mate. But whatever 
you said it doesn’t change the fact that you’re staying here tonight.” 

Diego gestured around the spacious hospital room. 

“I do not listen to thees Doctors.” 

“I know, so you’re going to bloodywell listen to me.” Diego subsided and 
watched Drew walk around and look at the screen of the laptop on the bed 
next to him, “Any joy?” He didn’t need to ask what with. He knew it was the 
only thing Diego had been working on for the best part of two days. 

“No. I have not seen security like thees before.” 

“Never?” 

Diego shook his head and Drew knew he wasn’t going to like what was 
coming. Diego didn’t like telling him any better. His voice was low. 

“Drew man, ees possible that we will not get een.” Diego cursed that 
bastard Sebastiano yet again as Drew rubbed his hand across his mouth. He 
hated to lose, but he hated to let Drew down in equal measure. 

“What are our options if you can’t hack it?” 

“I would have to be in the building, within the network to upload a 
backdoor virus.” 

“They know who you are, mate, you can’t go in there. Not now Cheung’s 
had a go at Danny. They know we’re looking at them,” he turned his head 
and looked at Diego out of the corner of his eye, “can you teach me what I 
need to do to get it uploaded?” 

“They know you too, man, and anyway how are we going to get the code 
into the building? They take everything, your phones, USB sticks, everything 
that can carry a virus before you even get through the main scanners in 
reception. Ees beetch.” 

“Shit. I forgot about that.” Diego hadn’t. He’d been going around it in 
his head for hours. In fact all in all it had been a crappy couple of days. He 
looked at Drew and rolled his eyes and Drew put his hands on his hips and 
stared at the floor, “So where do they get this kind of security from, Diegs?” 

“I do not know.” Drew suddenly nodded at the PC. 
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“You’re online, give that Sebastiano Alesi bloke a Google and see what 
we get.” 

Diego’s eyes ran down the page and he shook his head. 

“Nai/a.” 

“What about an image search?” Drew saw Diego grimace slightly as he 
worked. There’d been a moment the previous evening when he’d wondered 
if everything was going to be alright. It was pardy why he’d stayed so long. 
He knew Diego didn’t have anyone else. And there was nothing more lonely 
than a hospital room. Too much time to think. 

“No photos of thees Sebastiano Alesi,” Diego pulled himself up in the 
bed and looked curiously at Drew. “They tell me you know eet was food 
poisoning. How do you know thees?” 

Drew braced himself. 

“Manon put something in your lunch, mate,” he watched the outrage 
gather on Diego’s face and waved his hand at him. “Diegs, before you go 
troppo on me, she’s gone. I fired her.” 

Diego was so shocked his mouth actually fell open. “You fire Manon?” 
Drew shrugged and turned to look out of the window. “She didn’t want 
to be here. Turned up at the IMO reception so pissed she could hardly stand 
up. And after what she did to you — ” 

“She just put something een my food for a joke.” 

He turned back and was astonished to see Diego looking puzzled. 
“Diegs, she nearly killed you.” 

“No. Shee did not mean thees. I make a joke on her so she make a joke 
on me.” 

Drew shook his head in disbelief. ‘You should be bloody rapt. You hate 
her guts.” He remembered Michael’s attitude to Manon: it was probably time 
he took a leaf out of that particular book. Diego watched his face harden, 
“Anyway, Manon’s not our problem anymore.” 

Diego’s eyes held Drew’s for a moment before he spoke quiedy. 

“I theenk Manon help us to solve thees problems.” 

“Mate, it was as much her choice to go.” Diego opened his mouth but 
Drew shook his head, “Alright then, so Gyrescom has been bought by Lu- 
cente which we think is a front company. They’ve paid way more than the 
business is worth. Then they’ve put in a whole new software team to write 
code they’re selling for a few bucks a month and spent a fortune upgrading 
the hub and the security. What the hell for?” 

“I do not know, I only know that thees security is like nothing I have 
seen.” As he always did when he came to a dead end Drew picked the prob- 
lem up and turned it through a hundred and eighty degrees. 
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“Look at it from Sebastiano’s point of view. Why would he want to set 
up such a high level of security?” 

“Hee want to keep me out, man.” 

“But he has no idea you’re trying to get in. This is defence not attack. 
He’s protecting something in that network.” 

“You theenk thees logs?” 

“Why protect historic data you could just delete? Just because we’re fo- 
cussed on the logs doesn’t mean they are.” Diego nodded slowly and then 
closed his eyes in frustration. Drew mistook it for tiredness, “Listen, I want 
you back tomorrow as soon as they let you out so get some shut-eye. We can 
talk about this in the morning.” Diego watched Drew pick up his bag from 
the floor by the bed and straighten his shoulders as he spoke, “You need 
anything?” 

“A hard and dirty fuck.” 

Drew shook his head firmly. 

“Nah, you’d have to buy me dinner first.” 

Diego grinned. “There ees a black nurse weeth beeg titties. I theenk she 
would taste sweet.” 

“Make sure you brush your teeth when you’ve finished.” 

As he was walking out of the door Diego called him. 

“Drew, man. I know I said that Manon wasn’t good enough but I din’ 
mean thees. She ees good.” 

Drew turned and looked back at him and Diego could see the frustra- 
tion in his face. “I know she’s good enough, mate. Problem is she thinks we 
aren’t.” 

Once the initial shock wore off Manon managed to cry. She did the 
racking, howling sobs curled into the foetal position on the bed. Mourning 
the loss of him. And then a calmer person seemed to take over. Manon Wyn 
Roberts had spent almost six months in a state of emotional overload. But 
it seemed that the shock of discovering that Greg Hart was indeed a total 
bastard had rebooted her. Her mind felt clearer than it had for a very long 
time. In fact, thinking back she couldn’t remember having this clarity of 
thought since she’d started sleeping with Greg. Suddenly Drew’s warning 
about fucking it all up over a man had new resonance. 

She made herself a coffee and sat down to think. Manon was blessed 
with a logical and enquiring mind. It didn’t take her long to evaluate her op- 
tions. Pardy because she didn’t have many. But the primary objective had to 
be self-preservation. She may have walked out of Laughton’s but she hadn’t 
changed her statement yet. Which meant she probably still had Michael’s 
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protection. That should keep her out of the hands of the CPS. So job num- 
ber one was to tell Johnny Makin to go fuck himself. She found she was quite 
looking forward to that. 

The second part was harder. It was clear that Greg wasn’t going to get 
her job back for her and her father had made it equally clear that she’d 
find no welcome in the family hillside. That meant the priority was earning 
enough to pay the rent. She took a deep breath as she realised what she had 
to do. Closing her eyes she wished to God she hadn’t come out with all the 
crap she had to Drew. Because now, somehow she had to get him to give her 
the job back. If only until she could work out where else to go. 

Manon looked up at the Tequila bottle on the sideboard by the front 
door. She’d bought it on her way home in preparation for the evening’s usual 
festivities. Getting hammered alone. She didn’t feel the need of it in the way 
she had. In fact she felt oddly better. She supposed when you hit rock bot- 
tom the only way was up. But there was one thing which was still bothering 
her. She felt bloody awful about Diego. 

She’d had a cousin who’d fought cancer from childhood and she knew 
how the hours of solitude and painful procedures had worn him down. Un- 
derstanding that explained so much about Diego. She’d always wondered 
why Drew didn’t give him a harder time but she could understand why now. 
Her cousin had died ten years earlier, and he’d told her that he was almost 
relieved to go, he’d been through so much. The thought that she’d put Diego 
back in hospital wouldn’t leave her. A devious little sod he may be, but he 
hadn’t deserved that. So she decided to do something about it. Tomorrow 
she’d have to go and prostrate herself in front of Drew. 

But tonight she needed to make peace with Diego. 

Drew was pouring a scotch when his phone lit up and he saw Terri’s 
number. He looked around his spotless kitchen and wondered whether he 
could ignore it. He was comprehensively not in the mood for a bollocking 
from Terri. In the end he decided to get it over with. 

“Drew? I thought you were supposed to be calling me back?” 

“Busy day.” He hoped she’d pick up on the shortness but it didn’t have 
the desired effect. 

“Why the hell has Malcolm gone to Australia?” 

“Ask him, Terri, not me.” 

“Well he won’t call me back either,” Drew took a swallow of scotch and 
waited. He had the feeling whatever he said during this conversation was 
going to get him deeper in the shit. So he wasn’t giving her any more ammu- 
nition than was absolutely necessary. It was yes and no answers from here on 
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in. “Drew? Are you there?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you spoken to Malcolm.” 

“No.” 

“Did he tell you when he’s coming back?” 

“No.” 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Ooohhh for fuck’s sake,” Drew rubbed at a mark on the counter top 
and listened to Terri’s impotent rage on the other end of the phone. She 
hated it when Drew and Malcolm closed ranks. They went from suave jok- 
ers to monosyllabic automatons in the blink of an eye. Rationally she knew 
that when Drew was in this mood she wouldn’t get anything out of him, 
but she wasn’t feeling rational. So she decided to keep going. “Just because 
you don’t have any responsibilities it doesn’t mean Malcolm doesn’t. We’re 
getting married, Drew, everything’s changed now. He can’t just take off to 
Australia without anyone knowing.” 

“No.” 

“What do you mean no? Do you mean he can’t?” 

“Yes.” 

There was a silence and Drew took another swallow of scotch and wait- 
ed. When he heard her voice again the tone of it surprised him. It was low 
and it was uncharacteristically vicious. 

“You think this is funny don’t you? All of you think this is funny. Stupid, 
common, ugly Terri who doesn’t know which knife and fork to use, well 
I’ve got news for all of you bastards. I’m marrying him, I’ll be Mrs St John 
Hawes and when I am you’re all going to have to start treating me with a bit 
of respect.” Drew was so surprised he forgot the yes and no answers. 

“What the bloody hell are you on about, Terri?” 

‘You, and all his friends and that bitch Tricky. You think it’s funny to 
cover up for him when he fucks off somewhere without telling me, or fucks 
someone without telling me,” Drew suddenly felt very uncomfortable about 
Mandy the natural blonde, “well at least you have the decency not to deny 
it. It’s going to stop. Drew. Things are going to change and you’d better get 
used to it.” 

He sighed and evened his voice. “Listen, he’s just gone down to Sydney 
to help out a mate who’s setting up a flying school. He’ll be back in a couple 
of days. And you know he’s no bloody good at returning calls,” he sensed 
that he had mollified her slightly so he kept going, “you’ve got to cut Mai a 
bit of slack, sweetheart. Things might change but he won’t.” 
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Her voice was flat “Yes, he will. We’re getting married and that changes 
everything.” Looking back Drew would remember that moment as the death 
knell for Mai and Terri. Far more than what was to come. 

“I’ll give him a shout and ask him to call you okay?” 

“Don’t ask him, tell him. Drew.” Before he could reply Terri put the 
phone down on him. He tossed the phone back onto the bench and took 
another mouthful of the scotch. If this was the new Terri then he wasn’t 
surprised Mai had fucked off to Oz. 

He hadn’t seen that much of her since they’d all come back to London. 
She’d spent most of her time at the hospital with Mai while he was recover- 
ing. So apart from a couple of weekends when he’d gone up to Crynant Hall 
he hadn’t seen the progress of the engagement at close quarters. But he’d 
seen more of Mai. He’d turn up at odd times and with odd women, spend 
a night and disappear again. An escape for a couple of days. But it looked 
like London wasn’t far enough anymore. And he couldn’t get much farther 
than Oz. 

Drew picked up the phone and dialled Mai’s mobile. He wasn’t surprised 
when he got the answer phone. “Mai, mate, just had Terri on the phone and 
she’s as mad as a bloody frog in a sock. So do us all a favour and call her back 
before she chews me out again. And you can call me back too,” he was about 
to ring off when he paused and frowned, then spoke into the phone again, 
“and Malcolm, I mean it about Terri. Bloody ropeable.” 

Drew felt a great hit of tiredness and looked at the clock. He needed 
to sleep and fast. He drained his scotch, and walked across the hall to his 
bedroom. He didn’t bother turning the light on, just loosened his tie, jacked 
his shoes off with his feet and collapsed onto the bed. Lifting his phone up 
Drew set the timer for thirty minutes and switched the rest of the functions 
off. Then he let out a breath and pushed his shoulders back into the bed. 

Inside two minutes he was deeply asleep. His exhausted mind plummet- 
ing past the normal layers of unconsciousness searching for the nourish- 
ment of the REM cycle. The chemicals and receptors lit up deep in Drew’s 
brain, and the gate began to open. His body remained utterly still but his 
mind went into overdrive. 

At twenty minutes in the gate swung wide and Drew’s whole body jolted, 
his hands balled into fists, muscles in his legs tensing as he ran. At twen- 
ty-three minutes the shouting started as the nightmare entered its final phase. 
At precisely twenty-eight minutes and eleven seconds Drew Rydstrom leapt 
up off the bed and threw himself headlong onto the floor, crashing back 
into consciousness with sweat and tears running down his face and the 
sound of bloodcurdling screams ringing in his ears. 


277 


His eyes snapped open and he crawled back against the wall, looking 
around him as he realised the screaming was him. The flat was dark and 
silent as he acclimatised to consciousness, his breathing finally beginning to 
slow. 

So when the alarm on his phone went off he had to peel himself down 
from the ceiling. 

Manon looked around at the plush reception area and realised that she 
had no idea how the other half lived. The private hospital was on Harley 
Street and it smelt more like a hotel. But the differences were more than 
olfactory. She imagined the reaction if she had turned up unannounced at 
an NHS ward at half past nine in the evening and asked to see someone she 
wasn’t related to. Things were rather different here. An entirely pleasant and 
accommodating receptionist had offered her a comfortable seat and some 
tea while she went to check if Diego was awake and able to see her. 

She crossed her legs and pushed the Tesco bag containing sixty fags and 
a bottle of Tequila around the side of the chair. There wasn’t anyone else 
there, but she still felt conscious that Tesco’s wasn’t the kind of label she 
should be wearing. She wondered if Diego was going to tell them to throw 
her out. When another smiling nurse put her head around the door and 
asked if she’d like to follow her to Diego’s room Manon suddenly realised 
that she’d better decide what she was going to say to him. 

Walking in she was immediately struck by the size of the room. It looked 
bigger than her flat, and then she saw Diego sitting cross-legged on a high 
bed in the corner. He looked better than she’d expected but there were dark 
circles under his eyes. The nurse withdrew and closed the door behind her 
and Manon watched Diego raise his eyebrows at her. 

“I theenk I am dreaming when they tell me you are here.” 

“More like a nightmare.” 

He nodded down at the Tesco bag. “What deed you bring me?” 

She looked at the bag too and shrugged. “Thought I’d give you some- 
thing to go with the apology. Diego, I’m really sorry, I din’ know you’d get 
so bad.” 

Diego frowned dismissively as he motioned for her to bring him the 
bag. “Fuck thees apology.. .ees that Tequila?” She put the bag on the bed in 
front of him and pulled out the Tequila and the fags. Diego fell upon them 
in delight, “You even bring matches,” his eyes darted up to Manon’s and 
narrowed conspiratorially, “I weel open the window, you lock the door. Then 
pour us Tequila and we talk.” 
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*** 


“So, you think there’s something in the network they don’t want us to 
have? Nothing to do with the logs?” Manon watched Diego swallow down 
the last of his Tequila and reached for the botde on the floor next to her 
chair to refill it. She was slumped low in it with her feet up on the end of 
Diego’s bed and when he leant forward with his glass she realised they’d 
already killed two thirds of a botde. He held the glass steady as she poured 
and then sat back again. 

“Eet was Drew who suggested thees. He was here tonight.” Diego won- 
dered if she was going to tell him that Drew had fired her. She looked very 
different than she usually did in the office. For a start her jeans and turtle - 
neck sweater clung to her far more than the boxy chain store trouser suits 
she usually wore, but most striking was the cloud of hair loose around her 
face. Her tight ponytail had disappeared and with it the severity of her face. 
She looked both younger and more mature. More interesting. 

Not that Diego had ever really disliked Manon that much. It was more a 
reaction to her dislike of him. Sure he had been angry that she busted him 
but Diego’s arrogance was such that if he was ultimately bested by someone 
he had no choice but to accord them the respect that outwitting him auto- 
matically conferred. He watched her take another drink and suck her teeth 
as she swallowed, then she looked back at him. 

“Actually Drew fired me today.” 

Diego raised his eyebrows slightly. “He say you get peesed at IMO re- 
ception.” 

She nodded. “Got pissed before the IMO reception and turned up late. 
And gave Cheung a mouthful,” she looked at her drink, “not that I regret 
that actually. Fuel-ting arsehole deserved to hear it.” 

Diego stretched out his legs and looked at her. “He hides something at 
Gyrescom. I know thees.” 

Manon put her glass on the bedside table and got up, stretching her back 
out. “So come on, there has to be a way in to plant this virus.” 

He shook his head. “I have been through this weeth Drew.” 

She walked around and looked out of the window. “Well let’s go through 
it again. Maybe Drew missed something.” Diego snorted. 

“Drew, he miss nada. They have card entry systems which control all 
physical access to the hub and also to levels of access on the network. They 
take everything from you on which I could store a virus.” 

“So these cards, do you put them into something to read them?” 

“No, eet ees RFID scan.” 

“Like the app you wrote for your phone?” 
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She watched Diego’s face suddenly clear. 

“Eef we encode a chip weeth the virus then we don’ need a PC. The 
network will read the virus itself. As eet scans thees chip.” 

“So you get the system to infect itself?” 

Diego was nodding slowly working out the detail. “Yes, we will be inside 
the firewall. The scanners will automatically read the code if I modify eet 
weeth headers it recognises. Thees will work for us,” then she watched the 
annoyance fill his face, “but we still have no way to get thees chip through 
security.” 

Manon paced up and down at the end of the bed “What about putting 
it in a watch?” 

“They take thees.” 

“Alright then, could you put it in your shoe or something like that?” 

“They claim scanners will pick up any RFID on your body, but eet does 
not always work from too far away. Eef we want to be sure then we need to 
have thees chip as close to the scanner as we can.” 

“So you couldn’t swallow it or — ” Manon stopped and raised an eyebrow 
at him and he shook his head slowly. 

“Or put eet up your ass.” She smiled slightly at him and he grinned back. 
Then he thought for a moment. “But ees possible we could implant thees 
chip. Put it into the wrist, somewhere close to the surface where the scanner 
could read eet, but Gyrescom would not know eet was there.” Manon looked 
carefully at him. 

“You’d infect someone with the computer virus? Could you actually do 
that?” 

“Ees just encoding a chip. I would need to modify the code a leede, but 
that is not a big job. But I am not a doctor. He would have to implant the 
chip.” 

“How big is it?” 

Diego shrugged and held his finger and thumb up in front of her. “No 
more than thees.” Manon opened her hands and looked around the room 
as she laughed. 

“Well let’s bloody do it then, Diego.” 

‘You?” His eyes opened wide at her. 

“Well it can’t be you or Drew, and women attract less suspicion than 
men.” 

“You know that thees are maybe Triads?” Diego watched the steel in 
Manon’s brown eyes as she leant her hands on the end of his bed. 

“These fuckers tried to kill Danny. I don’t want them winning.” Diego 
turned his head warily at her. 
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“Drew weel not allow thees.” 

“I don’t work for Drew anymore.” 

“Then he weel keel me.” 

“He’ll have to join the queue.” 

He wondered if Manon really appreciated how dangerous what she was 
proposing would be. “Manon, you are on your own in there. Eef the system 
detects the code as eet’s being read and they discover thees chip — ” 

“Do you think you can do it?” 

“Yes, I theenk so.” Manon nodded and straightened up from the bed. 

“Well then I’m just going to have to trust you aren’t I?” 

Isabelle watched Drew stride towards her at the desk shrugging off his 
big navy overcoat and thought he looked tense. But then it had been quite 
a couple of days, between Danny and Manon and Diego. And judging by 
what she knew was waiting for Drew it wasn’t likely to ease up anytime soon. 

“G’day, Iz, you okay?” 

“Fine, they want to see you in the team room.” He turned and looked 
back down the corridor. 

“Why?” 

“They think they’ve got a way to upload the virus to Gyrescom, but — ” 
Before she could finish Drew was already half way down the hall. Isabelle 
shook her head slighdy and followed him. She’d been hoping to at least warn 
him about what they were proposing. 

Drew was so intent on knowing what Diego had come up with that he 
didn’t even register that Manon was leaning on the desk next to Danny. 

“Diegs?” Diego span around in his chair and gave a sly smile. 

“The system works on RFID chips. We encode a chip weeth the virus 
and then the system weel scan it in, and infect eetself.” 

“Ripper, mate, but how do we get the chip in?” Diego looked across as 
Manon stood up from Danny’s desk. Drew followed Diego’s eyes and met 
Manon’s. He frowned slightly, both at the shock of seeing her and then at 
how different she seemed to look. Her long hair made her so much softer 
and she was wearing jeans and a turtleneck and long black boots which made 
her look taller. She bit her lip and then raised her eyebrows. 

“Diego’s going to implant the chip in my wrist. Give me the virus and 
then I can give it to the network.” 

There was absolute silence as Drew and Manon looked at each other. 
Every eye in the room was concentrated on them. Michael’s particularly. The 
thoughts cannoned through Drew’s mind. He had a feeling this could work, 
but he knew what might happen if it didn’t. Isabelle could see the tension 
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she’d recognised intensifying on Drew’s face. He held Manon’s eyes for a 
second longer, looked around the room briefly and then back at her. 

“No.” 

Drew bit out the word and then turned on his heel and disappeared out 
of the door. Diego shook his head. “I tell you, Manon, I tell you he say no. 
He weel not let you go in there alone. That ees not Drew’s way.” Manon felt 
Danny’s hand on her arm and looked down at him. 

“It is dangerous. Look what happened to me. And I was only drinking 
green tea.” 

She looked hard at Diego. “You need to talk to him.” Diego rolled his 
eyes and Michael stood up but it was Tony who spoke. Manon was surprised 
at how solemn his expression was. 

“I’ll ‘ave a word.” 

Tony walked slowly out of the team room and down the corridor to- 
wards Drew’s office. When he reached it the door was shut but he didn’t 
bother knocking. Drew looked up from his desk as Tony walked in. 

“What?” 

“Jills wants you to come for Sunday lunch. An’ Tilly’s doing somefink 
about Christenings at school so she has to ask you some questions about 
being ‘er Godfather.” As Tony knew he would, Drew softened up at the 
mention of Tony’s youngest daughter, his God-daughter. 

“No worries. Liam alright now?” Tony sighed and sat down opposite 
him. 

‘Yeah, it was just a hard tackle. Some bugger went off half-cocked wiv- 
vout finking,” Tony stared at him so he couldn’t miss the inference and Drew 
closed his eyes. “You should be doin’ a bleedin’ jig chum. They come up wiv 
that together y’know.” 

“I can’t send her in there. Look what happened to that bloody journalist. 
She never came out again.” 

“We’re prepared. You can be right outside,” Drew suddenly stood up and 
paced around the desk and Tony turned in his chair to watch him go, “they 
both fink they can do it.” 

Drew turned and raised his eyebrows. “So you think I’m being over-cau- 
tious?” Tony sat forward and leant his arms on his thighs. 

“Knowing what you know there ain’t no such ting as over-cautious. But 
if we’re prepared then.. .An’ we need to get into that network don’t we?” 

Drew was gruff “I know There’s something they don’t want us to find. 
I just don’t want her in there on her own.” 

Tony shrugged. “Why not let 'em explain? Wiv you an’ me an a fast car 
outside we can keep ‘er safe whatever Gyrescom’ve got in there.” 
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They both looked up as Michael appeared in the doorway, closely fol- 
lowed by Diego and Manon. Michael’s voice brooked no argument. 

“Drew, you need to listen to them.” 

They trooped in and Drew leant against his desk watching them. He 
concentrated on Diego. “What if the system picks up the virus and alerts 
them while she’s in there.” 

“I have compressed the code down and added headers that weel make 
the system theenk ees security update. She weel be inside the firewall and the 
detection systems are all looking for outside threats.” 

“Can you guarantee it’ll work?” 

Diego hesitated and Manon’s voice was soft as her dark brown eyes con- 
centrated on Drew. 

“You know he can’t guarantee it.” 

Drew turned to her and his eyes were flat. “How do you get in?” 

“Tell them I’m an MOD security inspector. They have to have regular 
checks and they’re due one for these new premises. They’ll have to give me 
the tour then. Diego can create a fake profile for me on the MOD website 
in case they check. I’ve got a list of questions.” Drew shook his head and 
looked between them both. 

“So when did you come up with this? Yesterday you were busy trying to 
bloody kill each other.” 

Diego shrugged. “She came to the hospital to see me.” Drew’s eyes wid- 
ened as he looked at Manon. 

‘You did bloody what?” 

It was Manon’s turn to shrug. “I din’ mean to make him so sick.” 

“Shee bring cigarettes and Tequila.” 

Drew threw his hands up in the air and looked back at her. “To the 
hospital?” 

“Well, I din’ know what else to take him.” 

Manon looked back at him sheepishly and Drew had a sudden unac- 
countable urge to laugh. He swallowed it down and his voice was softer. “So 
you really think this can work?” Manon’s voice was softer too. 

“With his code and my charm?” 

Drew saw Michael looking at him and realised he actually didn’t have 
much of a choice. And they all seemed determined to make this happen. So 
he nodded slowly and looked at Diego sternly. 

‘You’d better be bloody right about this, Diegs.” 

As Diego whooped and headed out of the office closely followed by 
Tony, Manon caught Michael’s eye and hesitated. Drew may have agreed to 
the plan but her position at Laughton’s still required some clarification. 
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“Have you both got a minute?” Michael watched Manon look between 
the two of them and nodded. 

“Of course.” 

She walked across to the door and closed it quietly and then turned to 
face the two men. Drew folded his arms again and wondered what was com- 
ing. He was still trying to work out what had caused this astonishing change 
in her because the more he looked at her, the more different she seemed to 
him. What hadn’t changed was the determination in her face. 

“Johnny Makin, Greg’s lawyer, contacted me.” 

Michael’s voice was measured. “We knew he’d been in touch.” 

“Then last night Greg turned up at my flat and tried to — ” She hesitated 
and for a split second Drew thought she was going to say that he’d hit her. 
He was surprised at the murderous rage the thought of it provoked in him. 
Then she got hold of herself and carried on. “He tried to persuade me to 
change my statement to damage the case against him,” Manon paused long 
enough for both of the men in front of her to understand the nature of that 
persuasion, then looked hard at Michael. “I promised that I wouldn’t see him 
and I wanted you to know that I didn’t plan to. And that I won’t be seeing 
him ever again.” 

Michael raised his eyebrows and kept his face neutral but inside he was 
jumping for joy. “I appreciate your honesty but technically you don’t work 
here anymore, Manon.” Drew saw her bite her lip. 

“I know. But I wanted to ask you if there was any way you’d consid- 
er maybe converting the firing into a warning?” Michael continued to look 
steadily at her and Drew looked down at the floor and wondered when Mi- 
chael was going to put her out of her misery. He looked up to see her watch- 
ing him, “I fucked up. But I’m asking for another chance.” 

Michael suddenly smiled. “Of course we want you back.” As the corre- 
sponding smile spread across Manon’s face he walked towards her, grasping 
her arm tightly as he passed her and leaning into her slightly, “Now be care- 
ful.” 

As Michael left the room and shut the door behind him Manon found 
Drew was watching her silently. She realised she owed him an apology. 

“I’m sorry.” 

He sighed deeply. “Me too. I was pretty hard on you.” 

She laughed shordy and without humour and looked around the office. 
“No. I needed to hear it,” she looked back, “and you were right by the way. 
Greg Hart is a mongrel.” 

Drew shook his head sagely. 

“No. That bloke is ankles,” Manon frowned at him and he raised his 
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eyebrows. “Three feet lower than a cunt.” 

She burst out laughing and he laughed too as she subsided and shook her 
head again. “Oh that’s fucking brilliant. I love that.” She took a breath and 
he narrowed his eyes at her. 

“Mike’s right you know You do need to be careful. These people don’t 
fuck about.” She looked back steadily. 

“I’ll be careful.” Drew saw the muscles around her eyes tighten slighdy 
and the sudden vulnerability in them. “And anyway, you’ll be outside won’t 
you?” 

He nodded slowly and realised that finally, nearly four months after ar- 
riving, Manon Wyn Roberts had joined the team. She watched as he pulled 
himself off the desk and stood up fully in front of her, straightening his 
shoulders. Just looking at him made her feel safer. His voice was slow and 
definite. 

“Non, you so much as think about needing me and I’ll be there.” 
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TWENTV 


When he heard his phone ringing for the fourth time since midnight Drew 
didn’t need to look at it to know who it was. The first conversation with Terri 
had been around half past one in the morning and it had left him troubled. 
She started off ranting that Mai was in his flat with another woman and she 
was sending the police around to get him but he’d managed to talk her down 
from that one. 

The next call had been a couple of hours later and by this time she’d 
been tearful and convinced that Mai had left her and wasn’t coming back. 
Standing helplessly in his kitchen feeling utterly ill-equipped to deal with her 
Drew had said whatever he thought she wanted to hear just to get her off the 
phone. Then he’d immediately called Mai and left him another terse message 
to ring Terri and sort her out. 

When she’d called again at six he’d ignored the phone but she’d started 
ringing the landline so eventually he’d answered it. By then she seemed to 
have sunk into a black depression and both her tone and her mood were 
more sinister. Nothing he said would reassure her that Mai wasn’t at that 
very moment making love to another woman for whom he was preparing 
to leave Terri. When she confided to him darkly that she could feel them 
together Drew decided he’d had enough, told her he had to sleep and pulled 
the phone out of the wall. 

As he walked into one of the lifts at Laughton MacAllister and saw her 
name written across his mobile he cursed Malcolm for not dealing with her. 
Terri was his bloody responsibility and Drew had done his bit. He didn’t 
have time for Mai’s romantic fallout. Not today of all days when he was pre- 
paring to send Manon into Gyrescom. He ditched the call but within a few 
seconds the phone trilled at him that he had a voicemail. 

Drew stepped out of the lift, nodded at the girls on reception and made 
his way up the corridor towards his office. He could hear Isabelle speaking 
on the phone as he turned the corner and she looked up as she saw him, 
raising her eyebrows. 

“Oh, hang on, Terri, I think — ” Drew shook his head violently and drew 
his finger across his neck and then stabbed it at Isabelle murderously. She 
opened her eyes at him as he rolled his and continued, “Oh, sorry about that, 
no, I thought it was him. I’ll ask him to call you when he gets in.” 
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Pushing open the door to his office Drew was surprised to find Nick 
Dalrymple bending over Manon. He’d assumed Manon would go over to 
Harley Street to get the chip implanted. 

“G’day, mate. Didn’t think you got up this early. Am I interrupting?” 
Nick straightened up and turned towards him raising his eyebrows. 

“Yes. Actually.” 

Drew shrugged off his overcoat and was about to put it on the hanger 
when Isabelle appeared behind him and relieved him of it, she looked en- 
quiringly at him. “And a very good morning to you too.” 

Drew sighed. “Sorry. But fair go, she’s been ringing me all bloody night 
whingeing about Mai leaving her. If I speak to her again I’m going to say 
something everyone’ll end up regretting.” 

Isabelle sighed too. ‘Yes. Apparendy she’s read some Tarot cards or 
something.” Drew’s phone started ringing again and he stopped and closed 
his eyes then pulled it out of his jacket and tossed it to Isabelle. 

“Iz...” She caught the phone deftly and smiled efficiendy. 

“I’ll deal with it. You look like you could do with a coffee.” 

Drew looked at Nick. 

“Got time? I’m buying.” 

Nick’s eyes fiicked down to his expensive watch briefiy. “No sorry, got a 
patient in forty minutes And I was going to check on Danny while I’m here.” 
As Isabelle disappeared Nick bent down again over Manon’s wrist. Drew 
walked across and leant forward to look. She was sitting obediently in Drew’s 
chair, her right arm lying on top of a blue drape Nick had put over his desk. 
Nick’s portable light was concentrated on the area where he’d inserted the 
chip. There were a couple of used antiseptic wipes and some bloodied swabs 
lying alongside her. Drew pulled a satisfied face and looked into her eyes. 

“Wouldn’t know there was anything there.” 

Manon raised her eyebrows wryly. 

“No, and I’ll bet you hardly felt a thing,” she saw the concern begin to 
gather on Drew’s face and she shook her head dismissively, “it’s alright, it’s 
fine.” 

As Nick checked the tiny stitch once more Manon caught a draught of 
his aftershave and thought how glamorous he was. He wasn’t like any GP 
she’d ever met before. But then he did practice in Harley Street. He straight- 
ened up and his bright eyes crinkled as he smiled at her. He had a rich, deep, 
home-counties drawl and his pin striped suit made him look more like a 
banker than a doctor. Nick was a good few inches shorter than Drew but 
he had the same easy charm and looked as though he kept himself fit. She 
imagined that he had a lot of rich wives on his books. 
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“Might be a bit sore later on but I’ll give you a prescription for an expen- 
sive lunch on Drew. That should take the edge off.” 

She smiled back and watched as he began clearing the detritus off 
Drew’s desk into the bin and then peeled off his gloves and threw them in 
too. Manon stood up and pulled down the sleeve of her cream silk blouse, 
flexing her elbow. Drew immediately noticed. 

“Thought you said it didn’t hurt.” 

“It doesn’t. Just my elbow’s stiff that’s all.” 

Nick looked at her again. “That’s two lunches then,” he shot a glance at 
Drew and then pulled a face, “actually why don’t I take you? He’s a miserable 
old bastard.” 

Drew fixed Nick in his icy stare and his voice was precise. “I am not old.” 
Manon looked at her wrist. Nick had told her he’d trained as a surgeon 
and judging by the job he’d done he should have stuck with it. She just hoped 
he did as good a job talcing it out. She found she didn’t want to think ahead 
to that. In fact the slight apprehension of having Diego’s infected chip in- 
serted had given her something to focus on. Now it was done she had no 
choice but to start contemplating what she was about to do next. She delib- 
erately pushed it out of her mind. 

“Thanks, Nick, it’s really neat.” 

“My pleasure. And I mean it about lunch by the way.” She heard Drew 
sit down heavily in his chair and look back at them. 

“Nick, leave the bloody sheila alone. I’ll buy you lunch, Non. At least 
you’re safe with me.” 

Nick turned back to Manon. He had no idea what they were up to and 
had no intention of asking. But he had the feeling that good luck was in 
order. “Let me know when you want it taken out. And take care of yourself.” 
“Thanks, Nick. S’long.” Catching Drew’s eye again she took a breath, 
“what time do you want to leave?” 

“Thirty minutes.” 

“Alright.” 

Drew watched Manon close the door behind her and realised that Nick 
was looking at him closely. 

“What have you done to her, Drew?” 

“I fired her.” 

Nick nodded appreciatively. “Seems to be working out well,” he rested 
his arms on the back of the chair in front of Drew’s desk and his voice be- 
came shrewder, “and how are you?” 

“Me? No worries, mate.” 

Nick’s face was suddenly serious. “Any improvement in the frequency?” 
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Drew shrugged and looked out of the window 

“About the same.” 

Pausing, Nick chose his words carefully. “Don’t cut back any more on 
the sleep,” he returned Drew’s icy stare and sighed, “I know you don’t want 
to hear this but I’m your Doctor so I’m going to say it again. There may be 
long term side effects. I know it’s working for you now but — ” 

“But what?” 

Nick’s expression hardened. “There are better ways to control this.” 

“It ain’t broke, so don’t try and fix it.” 

Nick Dalrymple thought he was wrong on both counts. Drew was com- 
prehensively broken. And he wasn’t at ail sure it was fixable. But there was no 
point arguing. He straightened up and walked across to his jacket on the coat 
stand, collecting his bag from the floor by the desk as he went. He pulled on 
his jacket and shot the cuffs. 

“I’ll see Danny on the way out. And I’m hoping to have a holiday next 
week if you can keep yourselves out of trouble.” 

“Going away?” 

“Yes, Vanessa’s got something booked for us and the kids in Dubai. I 
just go where I’m told.” 

Drew felt the familiar envy but smiled anyway. “Give Ness my love, 
mate.” 

Nick nodded as he pulled open the door. “Make sure you take Manon to 
lunch, Drew. And try not to fall asleep in the soup.” 

Leonard Whitney pulled himself off the wall of the lift as the doors 
opened onto the underground car park of the luxury block of flats. He’d 
been so taken with the light and spacious warehouse flat when they’d bought 
it a few months earlier, but he’d quickly begun to miss the greenery of the 
suburbs they’d left. 

Leonard’s shoes slapped across the smooth concrete, the metallic noise 
pinging around the pillars of the car park as he reached into his pocket for 
his car keys. The lights and indicators flashed as Leonard unlocked the car 
and opened the drivers’ door, throwing his bag onto the passenger seat as he 
climbed in. It had taken an effort to get to that point. The prospect of now 
starting the engine and driving presented an equal challenge. 

Leonard had led a comparatively easy life, or so he now realised. There 
had been stress when he started the business, times when he’d taken a few 
risks with credit card debt to fund its expansion but nothing like this. Noth- 
ing compared to the sick, breathless hatred of himself he felt when he 
looked in the mirror. 
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The battered face of that terrified, desperate woman he had left to her 
fate simply refused to leave him. The alcohol blotted it out temporarily, but 
the churning fear was never far away. Even Hazel his monumentally self-ob- 
sessed wife had noticed the deterioration in him. But that was in large part 
because he couldn’t bring himself to touch her any more. 

Pulling the car to a halt in front of the vehicle lift he slid down the 
window, pushed the button and waited as the lift doors slid fully apart. He 
reminded himself that he had to go into work. The MOD woman was due 
today and he couldn’t afford for that to go badly: couldn’t afford for anyone 
to start looking closely at Gyrescom now. 

He’d been slightly concerned about his offshore assets being traced, but 
now he had far, far bigger problems. Now they were torturing women and, 
God knew what else in the basement he had no idea what he could be com- 
plicit in. The thought of it made him long for the botde of scotch in his 
office. Guiding the bonnet of the sports car inside the lift he switched off 
the engine and reached out again through the window, pushing the button to 
ascend. Then, as the door closed behind him and the mechanism began to 
raise him and his beloved car towards street level, Leonard closed his eyes, 
leant his head back against the seat and promised himself a drink the second 
he made it to his office. 

As Drew trawled the Range Rover past the entrance to the Gyrescom 
site and continued up the country lane Manon looked into the door mirror. 
She could see Tony and Diego in the rear seats. Diego was concentrated on 
the laptop in front of him but Tony caught her eye and winked at her. She 
smiled back slightly and then squinted against the sudden shaft of sunlight 
as the fluffy clouds chased each other swiftly across the sky. 

She pulled down the visor of the Range Rover and noticed the vanity 
mirror in it. Flipping the cover up Manon looked at her reflection. It was 
surprising what a difference a pair of glasses could make. But they were 
annoying her already. 

“Christ, these glasses are a pain in the arse.” 

Drew swung the car into a small lay-by on the right and parked up next 
to a metal five-bar gate. Then he turned in his seat and looked hard at her. 
“They work though. Iz was right, it doesn’t look like you at all.” 

When someone had delicately mentioned that Manon’s wasn’t the least 
recognisable face in Britain Isabelle’s solution had been immediate and very 
effective. The square-framed glasses together with her loose hair had trans- 
formed Manon’s appearance. Tony was cheerful as ever. 

“You look like a sexy librarian. But don’t tell my Jills I said that.” Manon 
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saw him grinning at her but not even he could neutralise the growing fear. 
Judging by Drew’s face he was worried enough for the both of them. She 
heard Diego swear quietly in the back of the car and turned to look at him. 

“You alright?” 

“Si, don’t worry. Everything ees fine,” he leant forward between the seats 
and held his phone out, “put your hand here.” Manon obediently waved her 
hand past the mobile phone, Nick’s handiwork hidden completely by the 
gold bracelet on her wrist, and she saw the display light up. 

“Is it working?” 

Diego concentrated on the phone and then the laptop. “Si, ees working,” 
he looked sideways at Drew, “I still don’ see why I can’t put a camera on her.” 
Drew shook his head. 

“If that virus triggers an alarm it’s going to take them a while to work 
out Non’s got a chip implanted in her. That should give her a chance to get 
out. If she’s wearing a camera or a wire they’ll find that in a heartbeat.” Drew 
looked closely at Manon. “Agreed?” 

She just nodded. The thought of having them all watching and listening 
to her every move via a camera was attractive and comforting but she knew 
Drew was absolutely right. She realised that some of her nervousness must 
have shown on her face because Drew’s voice was softer. 

“Diegs and I have been in there remember. The tour you get won’t be 
much different from the one we had, so we’re going to have a good idea 
where you are in that building. We don’t need a camera.” 

Diego’s voice held a note of trepidation. “I have done all that I can do. 
Thees code is as good as I can make eet.” Manon was surprised to find she 
was a bit hoarse when she spoke. 

“Alright. So I just need to keep my hand as close as I can to the scanner, 
as many times as I can?” Diego concentrated on her face. 

“Remember, they will geeve you badge weeth a chip on eet. The scanners 
will pick up both chips. The main entrance scanner ees fine because eet does 
not make noise. But the hub scanner, he makes a noise. Be ready for thees.” 

Manon took a deep breath and looked ahead of her out of the wind- 
screen. It was a vista of bucolic Kentish loveliness. Black and white cows 
grazed in the field beyond the metal five-bar gate, their tails swiping lazily at 
the tormenting flies. It was a timeless scene, but Manon’s time was up. 

She was about to reach for the door handle when Drew leant across in 
front of her and popped open the glove box. As she watched he withdrew 
a 9mm automatic pistol and shut it again. If she hadn’t recognised the gun 
as the one the MOD police used she would have known it was a Sig Sauer 
P226 because it was stamped all over the thing. But there was something else 
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stamped on this one too. An anchor engraved half-way up the barrel. 

It was stockier and looked heavier than the Glock she’d been trained on 
and issued with during her short stint on secondment to the SCD10 covert 
policing section. Drew turned the utilitarian pistol in his hand, pulling the 
slide back and dropping the magazine out and checking the bullets in the 
clip. Then he pushed it back up into the base of the handle and released the 
slide. She looked up into his face and he opened his eyes at her. 

“They’re going to take your phone, Non, so once you’re inside you’re on 
your own. There’s no way around that one.” Manon nodded. Her own phone 
was too much of a risk anyway. She had an anonymous contract phone in the 
prop handbag Isabelle had given her that morning. 

“It’s alright. I know that.” 

Drew mentally ran over everything yet again. “Got your story straight?” 

“Yes, got all that. If they check the website there’s a profile on there too. 
I’ve told them I haven’t got more than an hour maximum.” 

“Be better if it was half that.” 

“Isn’t long enough for this kind of inspection. They’ll think something’s 
wrong straight away. Anyway, the longer I’m there the more opportunities 
I get to infect their network.” They were quiet for a second and then Drew 
reached for the door handle. 

“Righto. You’ve a got a couple of minutes walk there so you’d better get 
going.” As he opened the door and got out Manon looked back at Tony and 
Diego. Tony’s smile was full of encouragement and reassurance. Diego just 
looked a bit sick. She suddenly hoped to God he was as good as he thought 
he was. 

“S’long then.” 

‘You’ll be fine darlin’. We’ll be back in London in no time.” 

Manon looked at Diego. He didn’t say anything and neither did she. 
Drew came around to her door and opened it, letting the cold air into the car. 
She got out and dragged her handbag onto her shoulder. As Drew pulled his 
jacket straight she wondered where he’d put the gun. He looked around the 
deserted lane, then down at her. 

“Sixty minutes. No longer. After that I’m coming in to get you. And if 
anything goes wrong, anything at all, you get out.” 

“I will.” 

“And if you can’t, just find some way to let us know. I’ll be watching and 
I’ll be there inside five minutes.” Manon was about to walk away when she 
felt his hand grasp her arm gently but firmly. His cold blue eyes seemed to 
have thawed a litde as she looked into them. ‘You don’t have to do this, Non. 
We can find another way in. You can get in the car now and we’ll go back.” 
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She smiled slightly at him and shook her head. 

“You can’t go back. Drew, remember? So let me make the best of what 
I’ve got left.” 

“Don’t be a hero, Non. Promise me?” 

“I promise.” 

Then she turned and walked purposefully down the country lane, her 
heels clicking over the weathered road surface. 

Drew didn’t get back into the car. Instead he just stood and watched her 
walk away from him. No matter how many times and how many ways he’d 
rationalised it, it felt utterly wrong. As she approached the bottom of the 
hill he made a decision. If she turned around then he was calling it off. He 
concentrated on the back of her head as she paused slightly. Then, without a 
backward glance, she turned the bend and disappeared out of sight. 

And Drew took a deep breath, straightened his shoulders and hoped to 
God he hadn’t just made a catastrophic error. 

Manon hadn’t appreciated just how tense she was until she shook Leon- 
ard Whitney’s hand and felt the action judder back through her body. But 
the adrenalin was good. It made her chippy and short with him which was 
precisely what she needed to be. 

In fact, once she’d got into character she found it easier than she ex- 
pected. It wasn’t as though she had to do anything other than make sure 
she waved her infected wrist as many times as she could in front of every 
scanner she passed through. And her cover was ideal. As someone ostensibly 
there to check the robustness of their security systems her focus on them 
raised no suspicion at all. 

When they reached the large room where the development team were 
busy working Manon felt rather than saw Leonard Whitney tense. Follow- 
ing his eyes she saw a tall good-looking Latin man who could only be the 
Sebastiano whom Diego loathed with such passion. Leonard’s discomfort 
seemed to grow visibly as he introduced them. “Sebastiano, this is Christine 
from the MOD.” 

Sebastiano ’s expression indicated that he had zero interest in who she 
worked for. He fixed his intense rich brown eyes on Manon as he approached 
her. “Christina. I am Sebastiano Alesi. I run all the technical here.” Manon 
held out her hand to shake Sebastiano ’s and got the feeling her glasses were 
doing it for him too. But the last thing she wanted was to be held up so she 
looked away dismissively. 

“Right, hello. Sorry but I’m on a tight schedule today.” She was relieved 
when Leonard hovered his hand at her back and gendy guided her away from 
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Sebastiano and towards the hub. Sebastiano watched them go and decided 
he might discover some urgent business in the hub too. He was about to 
follow them when he heard his phone trill at him that he had an SMS. Pulling 
it out of his pocket Sebastiano glanced down at the screen and then gave it 
his full attention. 

Because whatever business he had with the sexy girl in the glasses was 
nowhere near as urgent as this. 

After half an hour with him Manon had discovered a couple of things 
about Leonard Whitney. The first was that he was extremely on edge about 
something. The second was that he had clearly taken a drink or two. There 
was more than a hint of it on his breath and his reactions seemed slower 
than they should be. For Manon it was a blessing. 

Although Diego had warned her about the double beep when she passed 
the hub scanner she’d completely forgotten. As she walked through the huge 
loop of shining white plastic the system did exactly as Diego predicted. Pick- 
ing up both the chip on her entry badge and the one in her wrist the scanner 
beeped twice in quick succession. Manon froze and turned to see Leonard 
looking at her wide eyed. 

She felt her legs tremble as if readying themselves to bolt as the fear 
scalded her. Then the ability that Drew had recognised in her, to read people, 
came to her rescue. She suddenly saw clearly that Leonard was as scared as 
she was. He thought she was there checking the security. And the best form 
of defence was attack. 

“Is it supposed to do that?” She raised her eyebrows and saw Leonard 
swallow. 

“Ummm...I think it sometimes does — ” 

“I thought it read the chip in the badge? I only walked through once.” 
Leonard desperately searched for an explanation he didn’t have. This was 
Sebastiano’s system not his. And he didn’t need it going haywire today of 
all days. 

“I’ll check with Sebastiano,” Manon looked reproachfully at Leonard 
and he gestured at the door to the windowless sealed hub in front of her, 
“why don’t you take a look around the hub while I give him a quick call?” 
Manon looked pointedly at her watch. 

“Alright, but I don’t have long remember. And if this building’s not com- 
pliant then I’ll have to order a full security audit and take you offline for all 
MOD traffic in the meantime.” 

“No, no, I understand that. I’ll just be a moment. I’m sure it’s just a one- 
off.” Manon walked back through the scanner again and watched Leonard 
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wince as the double beep rang out. She looked sardonically at him. 

“That’s a twice-off at least.” Leonard moistened his lips and turned away 
from her, walking across the break-out area to the glass-walled developers’ 
office. Picking up a spare phone he watched Manon through the glass wall 
making good use of her status as a security inspector. 

She walked back and forth through the scanner listening to the beeps, 
hoping to God Sebastiano wasn’t good enough to trip Diego up. She’d 
waved her arm at every scanner in the building and the fact that nothing had 
happened yet either meant that the virus had uploaded with no problem or 
it hadn’t uploaded at all. Manon had no way of knowing which it was. But 
either way she was going to make the most of any opportunity she had to 
get the job done. 

Sebastiano was typing furiously as Arvind walked into his office and 
stood over him. With a jolt of fury he remembered that the man had insisted 
on being included on the network alert system. He’d forgotten Arvind would 
have got the same SMS message telling him that something had tripped an 
alarm. 

“What is wrong with the network?” 

Sebastiano shook his head briefly and continued to type like a man pos- 
sessed. His mind was desperately trying to work out what could possibly 
have caused the system to trip. His eyes searched the monitor as he interro- 
gated the network but everything seemed secure. He knew there was no way 
it was possible that anything was being uploaded from within the building 
and he was just about to enter the security password and reset the system 
when a little voice told him not to. He reminded himself that there was a 
reason he’d laid these tripwires. And whilst he didn’t want to have to reboot 
the entire network if it locked down unnecessarily, neither did he want to 
find himself explaining how it was compromised to the likes of Arvind, or 
his current paymasters. He stopped and sat back in the chair for a moment. 
Then he narrowed his eyes and looked up at Arvind. 

“I don’t know. It could be nothing.” 

His phone trilled at him again and the sound was followed almost instan- 
taneously by the sound of Arvind’s phone telling him he had an SMS too. 
Sebastiano looked at it immediately. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. 
Either his security routines were melting down or something was trying to 
break into the network from inside the building. And it had just tripped 
another alarm. 

Arvind was monotone. “I do not think this is nothing.” He watched 
the tension on Sebastiano ’s face and knew it was serious. Having got Ste- 
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phen Desmond’s files and everything else under control he had booked his 
flight back home to Oslo that evening. Now his and Hakon’s confidence that 
things were back on track was beginning to look like complacency. Stephen 
Desmond’s files were all stored on the network now too. 

Sebastiano felt the adrenalin surge through him as he turned to the PC 
and searched again for the phantom in the machine. Unless he could find it 
the whole building was going to lock itself down. But that was the least of 
his concern. If someone was inside then two minutes could be all they need- 
ed to find what he had so carefully protected. As Sebastiano’s fingers flew 
over the keys this time the phone on his desk rang. When Sebastiano made 
no move to answer it Arvind stabbed the button to put the call on speaker. 

Leonard Whitney’s voice was low. “Sebastiano? Something’s wrong with 
the security system.” 

Arvind’s was even. “He is investigating now.” Sebastiano shook his head 
rapidly as he interrogated his network and listened to Leonard’s exaspera- 
tion. 

“We can’t have the system lock-down, not now” 

It was Arvind once again who replied. 

“We cannot afford to be compromised. The system will lock down if 
that is necessary — ” Sebastiano cut across him. 

“Do you not understand? Thees is happening within the building.” 

“But closing down the hub is a bit drastic isn’t it? What about all the 
traffic we’re handling?” Sebastiano swore in Italian. The traffic was so incon- 
sequential it was laughable, compared to what was at stake. Stupid idiot had 
no idea what his dumb company was being used for anyway. 

“I will reset internal security clearance now. Then we can clear all access 
to the network manually and track this way.” 

“But that means our entry cards won’t work.” 

“Si. No one does anything on the network until I approve it.” 

Leonard sighed heavily. 

“Oh God, Sebastiano, do you have to? Why this had to happen today, 
with the MOD in the building looking at the security system. She’s just 
walked through the scanner and it’s gone berserk. She’s going to shut us 
down if we don’t come up with an explanation. Look, I need to get back to 
her. Let me know what’s happening.” 

As the call dropped out Sebastiano looked up at Arvind. The thin man 
frowned slightly as he read the expression on Sebastiano’s face. “This wom- 
an is looking at the security?” 

“Si. British Ministry of Defence routine security check.” 

Things began to fall into place for them both as they regarded each 
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other silently. Arvind folded his arms. “Check her out.” Sebastiano opened 
Leonard’s online diary and read Manon’s pseudonym. By the time Arvind 
walked around behind him and read over his shoulder, Sebastiano was busily 
looking at her profile on the MOD site. “This is the MOD website? So she 
is genuine?” 

Sebastiano snorted and shook his head. “No. Thees URL is masked. 
Thees woman’s profile is not on MOD site.” 

“She has something with her to break the network?” 

Sebastiano opened his hands expressively. “I do not know how. But eet 
sound like the scanner pick something up on her.” Arvind took a breath in 
through his nose. Decisive action was required. 

“We will go and talk to her now. You can find out how she is doing this. 
But don’t lock anything down yet. Whoever she is working for, we don’t want 
to alert them.” 

“ Sir 

“Do you know where she is?” He saw Sebastiano swallow. 

“The hub.” 


“Well?” 

Diego shook his head at Drew’s impatience and continued to concen- 
trate on the laptop screen. “Shee has only been there thirty minutes.” 

“Well how bloody long does it take to get through that scanner?” 

Diego shrugged. ‘Maybe scanner miss eet.” 

Tony shook his head and folded his arms calmly. “Nah. Give ‘er a 
chance.” He watched Drew’s jaw working as he looked at him and then back 
at Diego’s bent head. Then Drew blew out a breath and looked at his watch. 

“I told her sixty minutes. She knows she needs to get the tour done 
inside that. If she’s any longer — ” When Diego gave a sudden exclamation 
Drew almost leapt into the back seat. “What? What is it?” 

Diego gave a short disbelieving laugh and looked at Drew and Tony in 
turn. “She has done eet. Network is uploading new security update now. My 
virus.” 

Drew turned his head and looked at Diego out of the corner of his eye. 

“Fair dinkum?” 

Diego looked at the screen and tapped away again for a second and then 
sat back shaking his head in slight bemusement. “Si. Eet has worked. Manon 
has infected the network.” Drew relaxed his shoulder against the seat, shak- 
ing his head as he looked at Tony. 

“Thank fuck for that.” He watched Tony’s satisfied smile. 

“Told yer. Sitting there, getting yer knickers in a twist.” 
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Drew raised his eyebrows and his tone was circumspect. 

“She isn’t out of there yet, mate.” 

“Well if that virus were gonna set off an alarm it would ‘ave done it by 
now ain’t that right, Diego?” 

Diego laced his fingers together and stretched them away from him, 
smiling smugly. “Si. We are inside firewall, inside network. Thees Sebastiano 
ees being ass raped now by Diego da Souza and he does not even feel it.” 

Tony listened to Diego’s mixed metaphor about the miniscule size of 
his cyber-dick and watched Drew look at him. He could see the laughter 
beginning to gather on his face. It was most likely the release of tension but 
shortly the two of them were silently shaking with it. 

Drew saw Tony wipe at his eye and closed his briefly so he didn’t have to 
look at him. Every time he did it set him off again. When Drew heard Diego 
swear quiedy in Spanish he assumed he was annoyed they were laughing at 
him. But when he opened his eyes the alarm shot through him. The laughter 
evaporated instandy. 

“What is it? What’s going on?” 

Diego raised his face and Drew could see that the colour had drained 
from it. “There ees tripwire.” 

“What tripwire? Where?” 

“Inside firewall.” 

Tony frowned and shook his head. “I fought you said the security was 
looking for outside threats and if we was inside the firewall it wouldn’t be a 
problem.” 

“Si, that ees the way most networks operate. But thees,” Diego swallowed 
hard and shook his head, “thees ees like a grenade and we have knocked out 
the pin.” 

“Put the bloody pin back in then.” Drew’s voice rose as Diego began 
typing furiously and shaking his head. 

“Ees sophisticated logarithm. To stop the countdown I need to enter 
the security password.” Tony watched Drew collect himself and concentrate 
hard on Diego. 

“How long have we got?” Diego’s eyes searched the screen in front of 
him and he took a sharp breath. 

“Joder. I don’t know.” 

“What happens if you don’t enter the right password?” 

Watching the intense expression on Diego’s face gave Drew his answer. 

“Ees complete system shut down. They weel know they have been com- 
promised from within the building. All clearance codes weel be voided and 
the network he lockdown. The scanners weel no longer read entry badges. 
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But they weel read Manon’s implanted chip,” he shook his head, “eef Manon 
try to get out they weel know she has a chip in her somewhere.” 

Drew nodded. “You’ll be able to tell when it locks down?” 

“Si, si ” 

Drew saw Diego’s hands flying over the keyboard and the tension in his 
face and a thought punched him in the guts. “Diegs mate, if that system is 
counting down to a network lockdown it’s going to alert them isn’t it?” He 
heard the slight panic in the younger man’s voice. 

“I don’t know. I jus’ don’ know. Drew man.” 

Tony sighed hard. “If only the bastards hadn’t taken ‘er phone. There’s 
no way we can let ‘er know to get the fuck out.” He was surprised when 
Drew suddenly pulled out his phone. 

“She may not have her mobile, mate, but that doesn’t mean we can’t ring 
her does it,” he bit his lip as he waited for the Gyrescom receptionist to pick 
up the phone, “I just fucking hope they haven’t realised there’s something 
wrong already.” 

Manon looked around at the banks of CPUs in the hub and nodded in 
satisfaction, then back at Leonard. He was shifting from foot to foot. “Right, 
I’ve seen enough here, what about — ” She was interrupted by the sound of 
running feet and a slightly breathless looking Sebastiano beeped through the 
scanner and appeared in the hub. His eyes narrowed as he looked at her and 
then Leonard. 

“I take over thees tour.” 

Leonard opened his mouth and then shut it again. Despite his anxiety he 
still felt the flash of humiliation at being spoken to like that in his own build- 
ing. “You can come with us, Sebastiano, that would be useful.” Sebastiano 
turned his eyes to Manon and she knew with grim certainty that something 
had gone wrong. What and how she had no idea, but the oleaginous, sugges- 
tive smirk on Sebastiano ’s face had been replaced by a cold purposefulness 
she didn’t like. His broken English was sharp. 

“I show you dispatch security now.” 

Manon walked past him out of the hub room. As she passed through 
the hub scanner again the jarring double beep sounded. She saw Sebastiano 
narrow his eyes at her and shook her head at him, forcing the sarcasm into 
her voice. “Well I hope your dispatch security is better than this.” 

But the look in his eyes told her he wasn’t buying it. 

As she followed him up the corridor and through the stairwell door de- 
scending into the bowels of the building she started to have a bad feeling 
about where she was headed. And as they approached the room where he 


299 


had seen Sarah Grelsham for the last time, Leonard Whitney shared her 
panic. 

If Manon had been suspicious about where she was headed then the 
room she followed Sebastiano into confirmed everything. She swung around 
as she heard the door slam shut and saw a huge fat man had been standing 
behind it waiting for them to arrive. She looked back at Sebastiano ready to 
ask what the hell was going on, but was distracted by the sound of footsteps 
from the other side of the room. 

With the harsh overhead lights shining direcdy onto his head Arvind 
Barstad looked even more cadaverous than usual. His slow approach gave 
Manon time to take in the very short hair, the empty grey eyes and the thin 
angular frame beneath his black suit. Andrea Pedersen couldn’t have giv- 
en them a better description. So she was expecting to hear a Scandinavian 
accent. She waited, but he didn’t say anything. Arvind had no intention of 
giving her anything yet. Sebastiano, however, lacked Arvind’s self-control. 

“You are not from the MOD. Who are you?” 

Manon snorted. “I am from the MOD, my name’s Christine Redmond 
and you can see me on the website. Now what the hell is going — ” 

“NO,” Sebastiano shouted at her, “that profile ees made to look like on 
the MOD website and you are not Christine Redmond. But you are trying to 
disrupt my network. I want to know how and why.” 

Arvind took a step towards her and Manon tried to gauge him but there 
was nothing to pick up on. No vibes and no body language. Nothing. He was 
like a spectre. Arvind frowned at Sebastiano in annoyance. He’d now told 
the woman what they wanted, offered her a focus for her resistance. And he 
had the sense that she was going to use it. Manon glanced at the big clock 
on the wall. She’d been there more than forty-five minutes. If she could just 
stall them a bit longer Drew would know something was wrong and be on 
his way. So she looked back hard at Sebastiano. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. And if you don’t let me out 
of this room right now you’re in deep fucking shit I promise you.” Leonard 
Whitney felt the fat man move behind him and the pulse begin to throb in 
his temple as Manon’s eyes flicked across at his approach. He knew what was 
likely to happen next. He’d already seen the results of the fat man’s expertise. 

Even though she was expecting something, when the fat man grabbed 
her arms tightly behind her and yanked her backwards against him Manon 
couldn’t stop a slight cry escaping her. But then she got hold of herself and 
stared mutinously at Arvind. He spoke to Sebastiano but continued to look 
at her. 


300 


“You think she has something on her?” 

Sebastiano walked to his shoulder. “Si. The scanner picked up some- 
thing — ” The sound of Leonard Whitney’s mobile phone ringing startled 
him and Arvind turned briefly around as he answered it. Leonard could hear 
the tremor in his own voice as he spoke. 

“It’s her office. They’re asking to speak to her.” 

Manon felt the relief thrilling around her muscles, but it was short lived. 
Arvind nodded at Leonard. 

“Tell them she just left. And get out — ” 

Then he turned back to Sebastiano and his voice was clipped. 

“ — Strip her. Find what she has.” 
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TWENTV-ONE 


Drew listened to the tinny sound of Gyrescom’s on-hold music and Diego 
tapping away on his keyboard in the back of the car. He and Michael had 
discussed what they’d do if Manon was discovered and Michael was in no 
doubt that as far as Drew was concerned that included anything necessary 
to get her out in one piece. But Gyrescom was a big building with a lot of 
innocent people in it. If there were armed men in there then the potential 
for collateral damage was immense, and he didn’t know the layout of the 
building well. 

“All looks quiet out there,” he watched Tony climb into the passenger 
seat shaking his head, “you speak to her?” 

“No. On hold while they try and find her.” He was fighting down the 
horrifying thought that she’d been rumbled the moment she arrived. That 
they’d been sitting there for thirty minutes arsing around when Manon was 
in a car heading for the coast and another HCL dredger. There was a sudden 
whoop of joy from Diego. 

“That’s eet. I have done eet. I have pin back in grenade.” 

Drew’s voice was urgent. “Does that mean the system’s not shutting 
down?” 

“Si, si. Eet will look like a false alarm, a security malfunction. I can create 
error logs now to show thees when hee investigate — ” Tony interrupted him. 

“What about ‘er getting out?” 

“Sheet. Eef I reset the chip access now then he weel know I have hacked 
him. Thees can only be reversed manually.” 

“Well bleedin’ do somefink, Diego, for Christ’s sake.” 

“Ahhh... maybe I can just disable security for a minute or two. Make eet 
look like part of the security malfunction.” 

“Go on then.” 

“Si, si, I try.. .OK, the system is confirming a security malfunction. All 
access is open. Everything back to normal for now. I cannot keep eet open 
for long though, we need her to leave fast.” 

Drew raised a hand as he heard the receptionist again and thanked her. 
He looked at the other two men. 

“She just left. Whatever you did worked.” 

Drew saw the blankness in Diego’s face. “I do this only one second ago. 
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You sure she left?” 

Drew’s face fro2e. Then Diego saw his jaw clench. “Well if she did she’ll 
be here in five minutes. After that I’m going in after her.” 

The white painted bree2e blocks of the wall were cold on her face as the 
fat man crushed Manon against it. She tried to fight him off but his sheer 
bulk was enough to keep her pinned there. When she felt Sebastiano’s hands 
frisking her legs and pulling off her shoes she gritted her teeth at what she 
knew was coming next. 

The fat man suddenly pulled her roughly off the wall, turned her around 
and threw her back against it, knocking the breath out of her. Watching 
Sebastiano examine the inside of her shoes, one by one Manon noted how 
incredibly thorough he was being. It was only going to take one of them 
lifting up the bracelet on her wrist and exposing the neat wound for them to 
put two and two together. She fought not to consider how thoroughly they’d 
investigate the rest of her body. 

Arvind was watching silendy but Leonard was visibly shaking. She 
looked at him hard, willing him to help her. From what she knew about 
him he had no track record in this kind of violence, and she could sense 
his extreme discomfort. She saw him walk up behind Arvind. ‘You can’t do 
this. Not again.” 

“I told you to get out. Don’t make me tell you a second time.” 

In the silence Leonard felt his whole life disintegrating, coming apart at 
the seams, and then he realised that the sound was Sebastiano tearing apart 
Manon’s cream silk blouse. The fear and the fury breached Manon’s control. 

“Don’t you fucking touch me, you bastard.” 

Sebastiano responded to the viciousness in her voice, looking down at 
her full breasts in front of him and smiling crookedly at her. He reached out 
a finger and ran it down the valley between them, all the time looking into 
her furious brown eyes. 

“Ees no wire here. She ees clean.” Arvind walked up to Manon, moving 
Sebastiano aside until his face was close to hers. 

“Have you ever experienced pain?” 

“Have you?” 

“No, not really. But I understand it. I know how to cause it so that I get 
what I want.” Manon saw him look down at her naked chest and then back 
at her and felt a surge of revulsion for him and for her helplessness. 

“Did you get what you wanted from Sarah Grelsham?” 

He shook his head slowly. ‘You cannot anger me, or trick me or force 
me to make a mistake. I will have what I want from you and I will allow these 
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men to do whatever they please with you to get it.” 

“What about you? Can’t you get it up?” 

Arvind watched her bravery and was momentarily surprised. He realised 
that he needed to go in fast and hard. But he mustn’t be distracted from his 
focus. He looked at Sebastiano. “If she has nothing on her body how is this 
happening?” 

Sebastiano fidgeted. “She has something in her body maybe?” 

Arvind paused for a moment. Then he reached into his inside pocket 
and withdrew a small pouch. He opened it carefully and pulled out a razor 
sharp scalpel. As he held it in front of Manon it glinted in the harsh fluo- 
rescent light. 

“Do you know the skin is the largest organ in your body? Removing it 
all can take hours. From what people have told me it is unbearable. We stop 
when you black out. Then we start again.” 

Manon swallowed involuntarily and heard Leonard Whitney stumble 
from the room, slamming the door behind him. She kept her voice as steady 
as she could. 

“Well you’d better get on with it then, you fucker, because I haven’t got 
all day.” 

Leaning against the door in the corridor Leonard Whitney heard the 
commotion as they manhandled Manon onto the chair and tied her to it, and 
she shouted and fought them. The fear had reached such a crescendo in his 
head that the sudden clarity when it went critical took his breath away. He 
had to do something. He would do something. 

Once the decision was made everything was simple. He ran for the metal 
stairs up to the office level and then for the stairwell, making his way as fast 
as he could to his office. There was only one way he could stop the horror 
downstairs. He needed to disrupt them. Tearing open the doors to his cab- 
inet he pulled out two fresh bottles of scotch and put them on the desk. 
Dragging the handkerchief from his pocket, he tore it in two. Leonard had 
given up smoking years before but he knew Eileen his secretary still did. 
She wasn’t at her desk so he riffled through her drawer until he found some 
matches and shoved them into his pocket. 

With his makeshift Molotov cocktails in his hands he headed back down 
the corridor to Sebastiano ’s office. Shoving open the door he paused and 
put one of the bottles on the floor, reached into his pocket and took out the 
matches. Lighting one he threw it across the room, watching the sheet of 
flame igniting the carpet tiles and licking up the sides of the desk. 

Crossing the corridor he pulled open a janitor’s store and threw another 
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in there. Then Leonard smashed the glass cover of the fire alarm on the wall 
of his own building, and hit it as hard as he could. 

Closing her eyes against the pain of the plastic tying her hands Manon 
heard the simultaneous trilling of Sebastiano and Arvind’s phones. She 
opened her eyes to see Sebastiano throw himself across the room into the 
chair in front of the PC and start typing. Arvind walked across and stood 
behind him. 

“What?” 

“System has reset itself. He detect hees own security malfunction.” It 
wasn’t exactly good news, but it was a hell of a lot better than the alternative. 

“So there has been no one inside?” Sebastiano dropped the corners of 
his mouth and shook his head. 

“There are error logs. Thees are only created by the system,” he let out a 
breath as he looked at Arvind, “but the scanner found something in her. She 
did not get een, but she tried to.” 

Arvind turned away and back to Manon. “Well, we will soon know how.” 

Watching the empty grey eyes Manon wondered how she’d cope, be- 
cause although she had no doubt that Drew would come for her, it was 
looking increasingly clear that no matter how much she willed him to walk 
through the door, he wasn’t going to be in time to prevent things getting 
nasty. And by the time he did get there Arvind might already have done some 
significant damage. 

She tried to summon all her strength as he approached her, the scalpel in 
his hand. Manon glanced at the clock for reassurance and reminded herself 
that it wouldn’t be long. Whatever happened she just had to tolerate it for a 
short time. But the sight of that blade sickened her. 

Arvind bent down and looked into her face, then, with a long finger he 
pushed the glasses back firmly onto her nose. 

“I’m sure you’ll want to watch. It’s very educational.” 

Manon felt the pressure of the scalpel against the flesh of her upper arm 
as Arvind made his first incision. The blade was so sharp the cut was nothing 
at first, but as the blood welled up and her pain receptors went into overdrive 
it burnt white hot. She gritted her teeth together and concentrated on look- 
ing at the clock on the wall, watching the seconds ticking. Manon knew that 
from now on the only r way she was going to have a shot at staying sane until 
Drew got there was by surviving one second at a time. 

Arvind realised that he needed to up his game with this girl. She was far 
tougher than any other woman he’d dealt with recently and quite a few of 
the men. So he leant forward and prepared to dig the scalpel in again. The 
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shocking sound of the fire alarm cut through the silence. Arvind straight- 
ened up and spun around to Sebastiano. “Is this a drill?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Arvind turned to the fat man. 

“Get her out of sight.” The fat man picked Manon and the chair up 
and dragged them to the wall behind the door. Almost instantly it opened 
and the fat man clamped his hand over Manon’s mouth so she couldn’t talk. 
Problem was she couldn’t breathe either. She heard a man with an officious 
voice issuing instructions. 

“I’m fire warden for this floor, this isn’t a drill so can you all evacuate 
now, gents, please. Fire brigade are on their way.” She heard Arvind telling 
him they would leave straightaway and the door closed. The fat man let her 
breathe again but she could see he was reaching for a roll of masking tape. 
He tore off a strip and sealed her mouth with it. Arvind looked at her briefly 
and then spoke to the fat man. 

“Leave her now. When the evacuation is finished come back and get her 
out.” Then she watched as Arvind and the rest walked out and slammed 
the door behind them. Manon immediately struggled against the cable ties 
securing her to the chair but she couldn’t do anything. She knew she had a 
short window of opportunity, but how she was going to manage to use it 
she had no idea. 

Outside in the corridor, hidden from view, Leonard watched Arvind, 
Sebastiano and the fat man troop out of the fire exit under the stairs, and 
immediately headed back up the corridor in the direction they’d come. He 
hoped to God they hadn’t locked the door. To his relief it opened easily and 
Manon looked up in shock as he nodded at her. 

“It’s alright, it’s me. I’ll get you out.” He walked over and tore the mask- 
ing tape off her mouth and Manon cried out in pain. 

“Fuck. Fucking hell. Christ, I thought waxing was bad.” 

“Sorry, I’m so sorry.” 

She shook her head at Leonard and then jerked it at the bindings but she 
could see he was looking in horror at the surgical three inch cut oozing blood 
on Manon’s upper arm. “I need a knife or something.” 

Searching the room Leonard saw the desk and pulled out the top drawer. 
Grabbing a pair of scissors he opened them and went back to Manon, saw- 
ing and cutting at the plastic around her until she was free. 

“You have to get out now, the building’s on fire.” 

Manon pulled her blouse together and felt the throb from the wound 
and the ache in her arms and legs as she got up. Walking across to where her 
shoes lay on the ground she slipped her feet back into them. 
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“Okay, which way is it?” 

The sound of the fire alarm was much louder in the corridor as the two 
of them headed for the fire exit under the stairs. As they reached it Leonard 
stopped and realised that unless he wanted to broadcast his betrayal to the 
entire company then getting Manon out of the fire exit wasn’t smart. Peering 
out of it they could both see that all the employees were standing out in the 
big tarmaced car park watching the smoke drizzle out of the roof. Manon 
heard the cheer as the first of three fire engines swept into the approach 
road. Leonard turned back to her. 

“Follow me.” 

She did so, the smell of the smoke increasing as they turned in the op- 
posite direction and went back up the corridor until they reached the rear 
of the building where the perimeter fence gave out onto farmland. Seeing 
another fire door Leonard shoved at it and a gust of cold air hit her. Manon 
stopped and looked at Leonard, but there wasn’t time to say much. 

“Thank you.” 

Leonard just nodded rapidly at her. “Go on, quickly.” Manon dashed 
out of the door and heard Leonard slam it again behind her. The cold air 
draughting into her gaping blouse took her breath away and she tried to 
fasten a couple of the remaining buttons, then folded her arms against it and 
looked around her. 

The fence wasn’t that tall, and she realised she recognised the rough 
pastureland the other side. The Range Rover was parked at the top of it by 
the metal five bar gate she could see in the distance. So she threw herself at 
it, climbing as fast as she could and then bending herself over the top and 
scrambling her legs around, her glasses falling to the ground beneath as she 
dropped heavily onto the cold grass the other side. 

There was a noise from behind her and she turned to see the fat man 
shoving at the fire door through which Leonard Whitney had allowed her to 
escape. As he crashed out into the open air Manon turned and started to run, 
clambering up the field as fast as she could. Slipping and sinking into the soft 
ground, she risked a look behind her to see him trying to scale the fence. His 
enormous bulk was making it a far harder proposition than it had been for 
her and Manon took the opportunity to put distance between them, panting 
as she tried to force herself forwards up the field. 

At the first sound of sirens Drew was out of the car, following the noise 
of them as they pulled into the Gyrescom car park. He knew the huge field 
they were next to ran straight down to the perimeter of the buildings, and 
walked towards the metal gate next to the Range Rover. When Tony opened 
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the door Drew turned to him urgently. 

“Get the bins, mate, from the glove box.” Joining him at the gate Tony 
passed him a small but powerful set of black binoculars and Drew swept 
them down the field concentrating on the wisps of smoke rising into the air 
over the Gyrescom building. “Shit, place is on fire.” 

“Blimey, well, you told ‘er to give us a signal.” 

Drew moved the binoculars slowly across the building seeing the fire 
appliances and the large crowd of people gathered in the car park. “Let’s get 
down there, I don’t like the look of this. You drive, I’ll — ” 

He stopped abrupdy as the binoculars picked up something in the field. 
Focussing them again Drew could see Manon’s reddened face, her blouse 
torn and gaping as she ran up the hillside, glancing suddenly behind her. 
Drew’s binoculars followed her eyes to the fat man sweating up the field in 
pursuit and then back to Manon. He pulled the binoculars away from his 
face and grabbed the gate, shaking it and looking to the spring-loaded catch 
and the chain padlocked around it. His eyes met Tony’s. “She’s on her way 
up the field, and she’s got company.” 

Tony headed back to the car. Jumping into the driver’s seat he adjusted 
it forward and started the engine. Diego looked up excitedly. “I’m in the 
network. I theenk I have Stephen Desmond’s files.” He heard the steel in 
Tony’s voice. 

“Non’s in trouble, we’re going to get her. Better ‘old onto somefink, 
chum.” 

Diego’s enthusiasm vanished and he sat forward in time to see Drew 
pull the pistol from his jacket and fire a shot at the padlock, shattering it, 
then tear the catch back and push the gate wide. Locking up the diff Tony 
gunned the engine and the big car leapt forward through the open gateway. 
He continued accelerating and slid the window down as Drew ran across 
and jumped onto the sidestep, suit jacket flapping in the wind. Pulling open 
the door and swinging himself into the passenger seat Drew scanned the 
horizon as they approached the brow of the hill. 

“There, ten o’clock.” 

Tony pointed the car towards the small figure of Manon scrambling up 
the hill and as they picked up speed Diego was thrown violently from side to 
side, hugging his laptop to him with one hand and clutching the grab handle 
above the door next to him with the other. He looked out of the windscreen 
as a couple of rather surprised cows reared up and away from the Range 
Rover tearing over the rutted ground. 

Manon heard the big V8 engine roaring in the distance before she saw 
the car come over the ridge, so she was ready to run towards it as soon as it 
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came into view. 

“ Joderf ’ Diego swore loudly as Tony caught air under the front tyres and 
the car crashed back down. Drew looked at Manon and the fat man chasing 
her. He shouted against the engine and the rushing of air through the open 
window. 

“Get us between her and fat boy.” 

Tony swung the wheel and the Range Rover careered on down the slope. 
Seeing it coming the fat man made a final, desperate dash to grab Manon. 
He’d worked long enough with Arvind to know the likely consequences for 
him if the girl got away breathing. 

Unsure where the car was going to meet her Manon slowed down, and it 
was almost her undoing. Drew put his hand on the door ready to open it and 
glanced across at Tony who was looking at the closing gap between Manon 
and her pursuer. Even a small miscalculation on the rough ground and one 
or other of them could be under the wheels. Then Drew saw the fat man 
stop and reach into his jacket. There was no choice, no time to hesitate. And 
Drew didn’t. 

“Do it!” 

Tony stuck his chin out and his foot to the floor. Threading the needle he 
put the Range Rover between them, slamming on the anchors and skidding 
the big car sideways as Drew leapt out and grabbed Manon. The fat man had 
his gun halfway out of his pocket when he connected with the wing of the 
Range Rover hard, flying backwards and landing heavily on his back in the 
field. Manon felt Drew grab her and lift her towards the rear door of the car 
which Diego was holding open and she scrambled gratefully inside, watching 
as Drew slammed the door and jumped onto the sidestep again, slapping his 
hand on the top of the roof several times. 

“GO. GO.” 

Tony gunned the engine again and the V8 fought to get its power down 
on the marshy ground, the car’s complex four wheel drive system somehow 
allowing it to find the grip it needed to haul its own two and half tonne 
weight and it’s four passengers back up the hillside. Drew had his gun ready 
to cover them in case the fat man got up and started firing but as he looked 
at the man’s prostrate body motionless on the ground behind them it seemed 
clear that the Rangie had won that particular round. 

Drew relaxed slightly and swung himself back into the passenger seat, 
turning to look at Manon behind him. “You okay?” 

“Just about. Did we get in?” 

Drew nodded. “Too bloody right we did.” She laid her head against the 
seat and closed her eyes. 
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“Thank fuck for that.” 

They approached the gate and Drew climbed out to close it behind 
them. Once on the genteel road again the Range Rover reverted to feeling 
more like a limo and Tony more like the chauffeur he ostensibly was. In fact 
if it wasn’t for the sharpness of the pain in her upper arm and her thunder- 
ing heart Manon could almost believe the past hour hadn’t happened at all. 
Drew turned to Diego who was again deep in the laptop. 

“Well?” 

“They theenk it was a security malfunction. I am into the network. And I 
have Stephen Desmond’s files.” Drew raised his eyebrows as Diego smiled a 
little uncertainly back at him, then blew out a breath and sat back in the seat. 
There was silence for a moment as Tony drove past the entrance to Gyres- 
com, the lights of the fire engines clearly visible in the big car park. Manon 
realised Diego was looking closely at her. 

“Deed they find the chip?” She saw Drew’s head come around the pas- 
senger seat again to hear her answer and shook hers briefly. 

“No. But they worked out I had one. They were about to try and find 
it.” Drew looked into her eyes and she could see the apprehension. He took 
in her torn blouse and the spatter of blood on it and mentally crossed his 
fingers that she was otherwise undamaged. But this wasn’t the time or the 
place to ask those kind of questions. And he probably shouldn’t be the one 
asking her anyway. “I met Andrea’s grey-eyed friend and he’s a proper fuck- 
ing headcase.” 

Diego was still looking at her in agitation. He couldn’t shake the feeling 
that this was all his fault, tripping the security system. And whereas Drew 
might be blessed with a degree of sensitivity, Diego laboured under no such 
burden. 

“They deed not hurt you? Thees cocksucker Sebastiano didn’t try to fuck 
you?” Manon was slightly shocked, but she could see the genuine concern 
for her on his face and she smiled. 

“No. Just checked me for a wire, it’s alright.” Drew relaxed and realised 
he’d been holding his breath. He looked at her as Tony accelerated onto the 
slip road for the M20, and then at Diego. 

“No, mate, it was Non who did the fucking today — ” 

Then he looked back at Manon and grinned widely. 

“ — and she gave the bastard a bloody dose too.” 
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TWENTV-TWO 


“Another server? What the bloody hell do you mean there’s another server?” 

Diego shook his head at the expression on Drew’s face and shrugged. It 
wasn’t often he saw Drew this exasperated. 

“Ees a restricted server with more passwords inside thees primary net- 
work. I nearly miss him. But he ees there. Different one-way hash. Might 
take me leetle time to get een.” 

Drew closed his eyes briefly and paused, clamping down on the frustra- 
tion. It wasn’t as though it was Diego’s fault. And at least they had Stephen 
Desmond’s files. He opened his eyes and spoke more calmly. 

“No worries. Just do it as fast as you can, mate. Have you given Col 
everything from Stephen Desmond?” Col pushed his glasses up his nose as 
he looked back. 

“Yes. I’m looking at it all now. Fast as I can.” Col’s expression was ear- 
nest. 

“Drew?” 

Michael was standing in the doorway and it was clear he wanted to talk. 
Drew crossed the room and joined him in the corridor, closing the door to 
the team room behind him. Michael’s voice was low. 

“How is she?” Drew nodded in the direction of his office. 

“Nick’s with her now. She’s okay aside from a slice in her arm but they 
were just getting started.” Michael rubbed his hand over his mouth. 

“And she’s sure it was the man Pedersen’s wife described?” 

“Description was spot on. I don’t reckon he’s Gyrescom though. Sounds 
more like an enforcer.” Nodding at another man as he walked past them 
Michael waited until he was out of earshot and then turned to Drew again. 

“If Leonard Whitney was prepared to risk himself to get her out then 
he’s clearly not entirely committed to whatever this enterprise is. If he’s vul- 
nerable then he could be very useful.” Drew shoved his hands into his pock- 
ets and thought for a moment. 

“Or he doesn’t have a big enough stake in it to stomach any more wom- 
en being chopped into fish bait. Could be he just accepted a fat payoff to let 
them use Gyrescom.” 

Michael considered. 

“Whatever his motives, he saved Manon. That indicates to me that he 
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isn’t beyond redemption. Once we know what’s in that network — ” 

“Diego’s found another layer of security. Don’t know how long it’s going 
to take to get in.” Michael heard the frustration in Drew’s voice, but his own 
was even. 

“Well, once we have all the information I think we try and offer Leonard 
Whitney the opportunity and see if he bites. Manon can make contact with 
him,” the flash of reluctance in Drew’s eyes was unmistakable and Michael 
dropped his voice slighdy. “I know this was a baptism of fire but she coped. 
Even when none of us came to the rescue.” 

Drew looked away down the corridor suddenly and Michael knew he 
was smarting. Bringing Manon in had been a gamble in more ways than 
one. There had always been a chance she wouldn’t engage, but there was an 
equal chance that even if she did the alpha male in front of him might have 
a problem allowing her to. 

Michael knew Drew wasn’t a misogynist, but he also knew that putting a 
woman deliberately in harm’s way didn’t come naturally to him. Women may 
now be in all branches of the military, but they had never penetrated the elite 
ranks in which the likes of Drew operated. If Manon was going to perform 
to her optimum Michael couldn’t let Drew wrap her in cotton wool. But the 
shadow of guilt in Drew’s eyes when he looked back suggested that there 
was a good chance that was exactly what he was going to try and do. 

“It won’t happen again, Mike.” 

“It might. And you have to accept that. Manon does.” 

Drew reflected not for the first time how easy it was for the blokes 
behind the desks to preach about sacrifice and necessary losses. But they 
weren’t the ones who cradled the mutilated and dying, listened to their part- 
ing words, scraped up their guts and then faced their wives and lovers and 
children. Michael may be capable of viewing Manon’s life as casually as he 
had his other MI6 assets, but if he expected Drew to do the same then he 
was going to be disappointed. 

Drew understood that expediency was the real world currency: of cor- 
porations, of governments and increasingly of the man in the street. But he 
didn’t have to like it. And he didn’t have to practise it either. He took a breath 
and straightened his shoulders. “I guess we need to give Lloyd’s an update. 
Do you want me to brief Hakon?” 

Shaking his head Michael acknowledged that he hadn’t convinced Drew 
at all. He lightened his tone. 

“No, I’ll deal with that. You concentrate on Manon. Check with Nick 
she’s alright and see if there’s anything else she heard that might be useful. 
Until Diego gives us access to everything there’s nothing we can do anyway.” 


312 


*** 


Diego sighed and frowned. He was still worldng at the network within: 
the highly secured separate server which was hidden so well a lesser hacker 
could easily have missed it altogether. And even a hacker like Diego was 
having to work to get in. 

The algorithm was a different one than Sebastiano had used to generate 
the one-way hash passwords on the rest of the network, and if the dictionary 
wordlists didn’t come up with something soon Diego had reached the point 
where he was going to have to resort to brute force cracking to get in. And 
that involved a long wait and lot of computing power. So he thought he’d 
see if a fag and a coffee changed anything first. Turning his chair around he 
saw Col working his way through sheet after sheet of paper. He was barely 
glancing at them but Diego knew the contents would be indelibly printed 
on his mind. 

“Col man, you want coffee?” 

Col looked up briefly and shook his head. “I’m working.” 

“Ah, sorry, man, I didn’ theenk.” Col smiled. Of all of them, strangely, 
it was Diego who was usually the most sensitive to the problems his synaes- 
thesia caused him. Because every sense stimulated another, combining two 
activities could be problematic. 

If Col heard music he’d see a range of colours, which was fine on its 
own, but if he was reading a balance sheet of numbers and their attendant 
colours at the same time the results could be so confusing it verged on sen- 
sory overload. Eating or drinking whilst reading had to be avoided for similar 
reasons. 

The taste of coffee was a tall, well-dressed black man who was confus- 
ingly similar to the number four so drinking coffee whilst looking at numbers 
was out. Worse happened when reading. Because of Col’s rare lexical-gus- 
tatory synaesthesia words themselves triggered taste sensations. Coming 
across the word ‘blue’ on a page immediately filled his mouth with an inky 
taste as if he’d sucked on a fountain pen. When that happened alongside a 
mouthful of coffee he’d been known to spit out the contents in disgust. In 
extreme cases it could make him vomit. And Diego had been unfortunate 
enough to witness that once. 

As Col turned back to his email log lists from the Gyrescom servers 
Diego found K holding out his mug. “I’ll take a coffee, Diego, thanks. And 
when you come back can you take a look at a site for me? I’m trying to get 
to a client list.” 

“ Si, no problem, I smoke first though.” 

“Sure.” 
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Diego looked across at Danny. “You want to try a coffee? After all the 
green tea it geeve you a real hit, man.” Diego watched Danny lift his arm 
carefully and lay it more comfortably on the desk and wondered not for the 
first time why he didn’t just go home to his big expensive house in Belgravia. 
It wasn’t as though Michael had anything over him the way he did most of 
them. Danny may not be one of the richest men in the world any longer but 
he had plenty to spend and enjoy. Sometimes Diego wondered what he did 
all day. Not that Danny wasn’t clever and useful and very well connected, 
but in his place Diego was sure he could find something more fun to occupy 
him. 

“No. I used always to drink it with my wife, but I gave it up a long time 
ago.” 

Diego put his head on one side. “Don’ you miss eet?” 

‘Yes. I do.” 

Whether it was the tone in his voice or the unusual tiredness that his 
injury had caused in Danny’s face Diego wasn’t sure, but as he looked at him 
he suddenly recognised the depth of the man’s loneliness. A pure and almost 
existential angst which resonated with him so strongly it stopped him in his 
tracks. Because loneliness was something Diego knew all about. Then Diego 
realised his mistake. Whether Laughton’s needed Danny wasn’t the point: 
what was important was that Danny needed them. Danny frowned slightly 
at Diego’s hesitation. 

“Are you still trying to get into the hidden network?” 

“Si, ees a beetch, man,” and then it occurred to Diego that if Danny 
wanted to feel useful he had just the job for him. “Hey, you busy?” He 
watched Danny’s face perk up immediately. 

“Not if I can be of help to you, Diego.” 

Diego wandered across to Danny’s desk and borrowed his mouse as he 
pulled up something on the screen for him. “We are breaking into the server, 
trying to hack the password. Now, when the system creates password eet 
runs eet through an algorithm to create a one-way hash. Thees means that 
the password ees never stored. Eet becomes a string of characters wheech 
cannot be reversed back into the original text, si?” 

Danny nodded. “Yes, I understand.” 

“Mny bueno. I have already the one word hash, and I have algorithm. 
Now we need to use the wordlist here which encrypts each word in turn and 
compares eet to the one way hash from the system. Eef we get a match then 
we are een.” 

Danny looked at the list and shook his head. “So what can I do?” 

Diego shrugged. “Ees automated and will filter and check different 
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words, but we can add words to the list. Thees ees password created by 
human not machine remember. Ees Sebastiano’s password. See eef you can 
think like Sebastiano, add some new words and see eef you get lucky.” 

Danny looked at Diego closely. 

“You really think I can help you with this?” 

As he straightened up again from the desk Diego’s voice was stern. “Eef 
I don’ get in thees way eet could take me another day,” he paused and low- 
ered his voice, “so I need all the help that you can give me, man,” he turned 
his mouth down at the corners and shrugged again, “eef you want to.” 

Danny nodded quickly. “Of course, of course. And in that case, you had 
better make my green tea a strong one.” 

Drew put his head around the door of his office to see Nick straighten 
up from Manon for the second time that day. He regarded Drew grimly. 

“Don’t tell me you’ve got another casualty.” 

Drew walked in and saw the infected chip lying on the blue drape on 
his desk. 

‘You got it out in one piece again then?” 

Nick nodded. “And that’s the last you’re seeing of me today.” 

He turned around and took a last check of the larger wound on Manon’s 
arm. It was so clean and so precise it hadn’t even warranted stitches, just a 
row of steri-strips. He hadn’t asked her how she’d come by it, but his experi- 
enced eye told him that an incision that fine came from a very sharp scalpel. 
And it was no accident. Closing up his bag he looked into her eyes. 

“I think it’ll heal fine, but I’ll take a look at it next week. If you’re worried 
about scarring then there are things we can do. Those steri-strips reduce the 
likelihood considerably so keep them on for at least the next few days.” 

‘Yes, Doctor.” 

Despite himself Nick smiled back at her. 

“Good,” he turned again and looked hard at Drew, “lunch, and the after- 
noon off. If I hear otherwise then God help you, Rydstrom.” 

Manon followed Drew and Nick out of the office and up the corridor. 
When they reached the reception area Drew was called over by one of the 
girls on the desk and Manon felt Nick’s hand on her arm. His voice was low. 

“Joking aside, don’t try and keep up with him will you.” 

Manon began to smile but she saw the seriousness on Nick’s face. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Everyone needs some downtime. Just because he’s convinced himself 
he doesn’t don’t think you aren’t entitled to it.” She frowned and Nick’s face 
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evened out, “and if you can get him to take some too then it’ll be my turn to 
take you to lunch.” He looked up as Drew approached again. 

“Sorry about that, mate, have a good trip.” Nick shook Drew’s hand 
firmly and then turned and kissed Manon on the cheek. 

“Stay out of trouble, both of you.” 

Drew and Manon watched Nick step into the lift and the doors close on 
him. Drew’s voice was curious as he turned to her. He noticed there was a 
tiny spot of blood on the white T-shirt Isabelle had produced from some- 
where for Manon to change into. 

“What was he saying to you?” 

“I think he wants me to get you to slow down.” 

Drew snorted. “Good luck with that.. .Come on, I want to see whether 
Diegs is into that server yet.” Drew had already turned away by the time the 
doors to the other lift opened, so he didn’t immediately see Terri walk out of 
it. She’d seen him though. 

“DREW! You, BASTARD.” 

Drew span around instantly and was shocked at the state of her. He 
caught Manon’s appalled eyes and together they walked hurriedly towards 
Terri. She looked like she’d come out in her pyjamas, the baggy flannel trou- 
sers hung in creased folds from her skinny legs which ended in dirty Ugg 
boots. Her shiny blue anorak was haphazardly zipped and coming apart at 
the bottom and her long brown hair tangled and greasy. But it was the look 
in her eyes that was terrifying. Almost as terrifying as the screeching vitriol 
in her voice. 

“Why won’t you call me back? Why won’t any of you call me back? You, 
BASTARDS. He’s here isn’t he? He’s fucking someone here, that’s why you 
didn’t want me to come here, well I did.” Manon saw Drew shake his head at 
Nicola on the reception desk who was ready to call security and tried to put 
her good arm around Terri. 

“We’ve been in meetings, Terri, that’s all.” She looked up as Drew joined 
her the other side of Terri. 

“Come on, let’s go and have a chat, sweetheart.” 

It seemed that the fight had suddenly gone out of Terri entirely and her 
face began to crumple with tears as between them Drew and Manon led 
her away from the staring eyes of the reception area towards Drew’s office. 
Isabelle immediately stood up as they passed the desk and Drew mouthed 
at her ‘Get Nick back ’ then spoke out loud. “Iz, can you get us some water 
or something?” 

‘Yes, yes of course.” Isabelle watched the trio manoeuvre themselves 
through the door to Drew’s office. 
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As Drew gently lowered Terri onto the leather sofa in the corner she 
took in a breath that became a sob and turned into him, grabbing hold of his 
arm tightly. Manon saw Drew look up at her under his eyebrows. She gave a 
tiny shrug. It was clear neither of them knew what to do. Drew shoved Terri 
gendy along the sofa and sat down next to her. She turned her face into his 
chest and began to sob properly. 

“Christ, Terri, sweetheart. What the bloody hell is the matter?” 

She pulled her head up and pushed her reddened, tear ravaged face at 
him. The distress seemed to have exaggerated the awful scars. It made the 
permanent smile all the more grisly. Drew had always liked Terri and he’d 
always flattered himself that he could see past the physical disfigurement as 
Mai did. But as she stared at him then he acknowledged that Mai was the 
better man. Because nice as Terri was, there was no way Drew could spend 
his life with a woman that damaged. 

He saw Manon looking tensely at him and the contrast was powerful. 
Drew found solace in the symmetry of her face and smoothness of her skin. 
As he hid in her eyes he discovered that their brown irises harboured tiny 
black and golden flecks. He found he didn’t want to look away from them, 
back to the pitiable creature in his arms. 

“Oh, Drew, I’ve lost him. I’ve lost him.” 

“Look, we talked about this. He’s just in Oz that’s all. He’ll be back.” 

Terri wiped fiercely at her nose and her voice was quieter as she pushed 
herself more upright away from him. Turning her head slightly she acknowl- 
edged Manon as she spoke. “Manon knows what I mean. She doesn’t have 
the gift like I have but all women know. When a man is yours, when you 
belong to him and he’s with another woman then you know. Don’t you?” 

Drew watched the wraiths of sadness and loss gather in Manon’s face 
until she shook her head of them and smiled ruefully at Terri. 

“No, I never did.” 

Terri’s voice was hard. “Then he was the wrong man.” She looked closely 
at Manon and then grasped her hand, turning it over and interrogating the 
lines on her palm. Manon frowned in surprise at Drew and got a reassuring 
nod in return. Reading Manon’s palm was better than sobbing, and anything 
that would distract her until Isabelle got hold of Nick was a blessing. 

He stood up and walked towards the door just as Isabelle walked in. She 
glanced at Terri and then spoke sofdy. “I caught Nick but he’s on his way to 
a house call, he said to bring her straight across to his rooms. So I’ve asked 
Tony if he’ll drive her.” Drew felt a keen sense of relief that she was shortly 
going to be Nick’s problem. 

“Thanks, Iz, good onya, sweetheart.” 
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“He’s on his way now. Do you want me to call Mai again?” 

Drew looked back at Terri on the sofa and bit his lip. “No, let Nick do 
it. He’s their doc. Maybe if he calls him the bastard’ll pick up the bloody 
phone.” Isabelle’s eyes were watchful as she listened to him. She’d never 
heard Drew so scathing about Mai before. Although she didn’t blame him. 
Even for Mai this was unacceptable behaviour. She turned as Tony appeared 
in the door behind her and raised his eyebrows at Drew. 

“She ready to go?” 

“Haven’t told her where she’s going yet. Give me a minute.” 

Drew walked back to Terri who was still reading Manon’s palm. “See 
here, I was right. He was the wrong man. But you’ve found the right one 
now.” Manon had opened her mouth to tell Terri she was way off when she 
saw Drew drop to his haunches in front of them. 

“Terri, Tony’s going to run you across to Nick Dalrymple.” 

“I don’t need a doctor.” 

“You’ve been up all night. Let him take a look at you okay? For me?” 
Manon could see that Terri was about to start arguing so she caught her eye 
and raised her eyebrows. 

“If Nick calls Mai then he can’t really ignore it can he? I mean, he’s 
a doctor. If he tells him to call you then I think he probably will.” Drew 
watched Terri consider it. When she began nodding slowly he could have 
kissed Manon on the spot. 

“Alright. I’ll see Nick,” Terri allowed Drew to pull her to her feet and 
then looked up at him intently, her voice suddenly steady, “Drew, you won’t 
let her take him away from me will you? You’ll help me keep him?” 

“Terri, sweetheart, Mai’s been around the block more than once and 
you’re the one he asked to marry him. It’s not something he makes a habit 
of. Now I’m not going to give you a snow job and tell you he won’t have 
slept with someone, but she’d have to be something pretty bloody special to 
break you two up.” They all watched as Terri took a deep breath and leant 
forward to hug Drew tightly. 

“As long as you’re on my side.” 

“No worries.” Then Terri pulled back and silendy walked out of the 
office followed by Tony and Isabelle. Drew watched her go, ran his hand 
through his hair and sighed wearily. 

“Christ Almighty,” he looked at Manon and shook his head. “Sorry, 
Non. I bloody owe you one there.” 

“It’s fine, no problem.” 

He walked back to the sofa and collapsed down next to her. 

“Why the bloody hell he hasn’t called her.” Drew closed his eyes and 
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leant back against the sofa and blew out a breath, “no wonder she’s gone 
troppo.” 

Manon had no idea what ‘troppo’ meant but decided it wasn’t the time 
to ask. She could see the tension in Drew’s jaw. Without those strangely 
intense eyes staring back she had the opportunity to look at him properly. 
She was crap at guessing people’s ages but she thought he was younger than 
Mai, and older than her so that would put him somewhere between about 
thirty-five and forty. His eyes suddenly snapped open and she started slighdy 
as he looked at her. 

“Gone nuts. Troppo’s the same thing.” 

She frowned at him. “How did you know I was thinking that?” 

“I could hear your mind working.” He saw her smile, and as it turned 
into a frown he knew she was going to ask. 

“What happened to her. Drew? How did she end up like that?” 

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye and decided that for once, 
he was going to follow doctor’s orders. 

“Come on. I’ll tell you over lunch.” 

Danny felt the dull ache in his arm as he typed in another word and wait- 
ed for the programme to encrypt it. When the familiar red flash indicated no 
match he sighed in frustration and sat back in his chair. He saw K opposite 
him raise his eyebrows as he continued to concentrate on his screen, his 
voice slow. “Sometimes I imagine a world without any of this techno shit. I 
am rapidly reaching the age when I’m not convinced it does the human race 
any good at all.” 

Danny nodded sympathetically. “I remember a world without it. And it 
was a slower and a kinder one.” He glanced at Diego, like K concentrated as 
usual on his screen and wondered how he found the patience. How anyone 
found the patience. But then the rewards were so great. If it hadn’t been for 
the brilliance and doggedness of Manon Wyn Roberts, Diego would still be 
a cyber-scourge instead of using his incredible talents to search out the evil 
in Gyrescom. 

K looked up from his screen at Danny. 

“No one’s safe anymore. If we’re right about Gyrescom then even in the 
middle of the ocean someone’s watching you. Spying on you.” 

Danny suddenly felt the pain in his arm more acutely. But the pain of his 
ineffectuality was stronger. He looked at Diego and felt older than dust. He 
acknowledged to himself that he had nothing to contribute to these brilliant 
people. He was as much of a fraud as the bankers and corporate raiders they 
went after. That Malcolm and Drew had risked their own lives to save his 
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now seemed so foolhardy. An unnecessary risk. 

They all looked up as the door to the team room opened and Manon 
walked in, closely followed by Drew. Danny thought he had never seen a 
person change so much in so short a space of time. She was almost unrec- 
ognisable. He felt a warmth as he looked at her. 

“How is your arm?” 

Manon shook her head. “Nowhere near as bad as yours.” Danny noticed 
Drew was in his suit jacket. 

“Non and I are going to grab some lunch. Have you got anything new 
yet?” 

Col looked up quizzically. “I think they’re doing more than altering the 
logs. But that would mean they’re controlling the ships somehow. Slowing 
them down in the first place.” 

Drew thought for a moment. “If they use remote IT support to fix stuff 
on the vessels does that mean they could use the same satellite link to hack 
into the ship’s systems and control them, Diegs?” Diego was quiet but didn’t 
look around. Eventually he nodded. 

“Si. Eef they plant a virus, Judas code, they can create back door. Ees 
what we do now weeth their network. Thees virus Non upload, eet ees a 
package. Overhead data, headers and footers I modify to make network th- 
eenk eet ees dealing with security update. So the network lets eet een. But 
the payload, thees ees the virus. And thees betrays them to me. He ees a 
Judas code.” 

Danny listened in fascination. And he realised that no matter how high 
tech what Diego did appeared to be, it was nothing new. People attacked, 
defended and were betrayed. But this modern day Judas wasn’t a man, just a 
string of ones and zeroes. And it cost a lot more than thirty pieces of silver. 

Danny had a sudden flash of inspiration and turned back to his PC. 
Adding the word ‘Judas’ to the word list he waited for the programme to 
encrypt the letters, his heart beginning to pound. When the red light flashed 
again the disappointment was intense. He looked up defeatedly as Drew 
frowned at Manon. 

“So do you think they were using Kreller Jonas as a dry run? Seeing if 
it’d work?” 

Manon chewed the inside of her lip and nodded slowly as she thought. 
“Yes. That makes sense doesn’t it. They were testing what they could do with 
the software.” Before Drew could respond Col suddenly stopped and gave 
an exclamation. Drew zeroed in on him. 

“What? What have you found?” 

Col concentrated hard on the printed sheets in front of him. “It’s.. .it 
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looks as though positional data wasn’t amended, it was actually out of sync. 
But that can’t be right. That comes from the GPS satellite doesn’t it?” Diego 
turned around to him. 

“What does eet say?” 

“Basically that their AIS position wasn’t where the crew thought they 
were, and then it seemed to correct itself.” 

Diego shrugged dismissively. “GPS can be affected by atmospherics, by 
timing issues.” 

“No.” Drew narrowed his eyes, “No, this is part of it. If they’re con- 
trolling the ships then they could be introducing errors all over the place.” 

Diego span his chair around and looked back at his screen. His voice was 
terse. “I weel get into their server. Just take me a leede time. I may have to do 
some brute-force cracking.” Manon heard Drew sigh behind her. 

“You blokes have a language all your own you know You and Sebastiano 
in a room together would be bloody incomprehensible.” 

As Drew rolled his eyes Danny suddenly realised that he’d not listened 
to the instructions he’d been given carefully enough. Diego had told him to 
think like Sebastiano. But Danny had omitted the most fundamental require- 
ment of doing so. He hadn’t been speaking his language. 

Turning to his computer he pulled up a free translation service and typed 
in ‘Judas’ and translated it into Italian. He heard Drew speaking to Diego. 

“Diegs, if it looks like Kreller Jonas may have been targeted by HCL 
too we should probably take a look at their network. See if there’s anything 
connecting them to Gyrescom. Mike can clear it with Hakon later.” 

“Si. Thees no problem. But I have to get into the Gyrescom protected 
server first. Whatever they are hiding ees there, Drew. But I can’t get to eet 
yet.” 

Danny watched the word ‘Giuda’ blinking on the screen and waited for 
the red flash. But it didn’t come. This time there was an audible beeping and 
the opening bars of a tinny, electronic version of ‘La Bamba’ rang out across 
the office. Danny’s utter delight was eclipsed by Diego’s whoop of joy. 

“You deed it, man! Puta di Madre, you fucking did eet. I have the pass- 
word now. We are een!” The feeling of achievement and pride was all en- 
compassing as Danny looked back at the others. Manon walked across and 
squeezed Danny’s good arm as she smiled at him. 

“What is it? What’s the password?” 

“Judas, but in Italian. Giuda.” 

Diego curled up on his leather chair again and began playing the key- 
board like a jazz pianist. Within half a minute he stopped abruptly and sat 
forward, looking intently at his screen. 
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“I have... I don’t know what I have. I need to look at thees.” 

Drew looked at the screen too and shook his head. 

“Is this code?” 

“Si. Special code.” There was silence for a moment as glances were ex- 
changed. Manon’s voice was low. 

“This is what they were protecting? Not the logs?” Diego nodded as he 
interpreted the lines of code. The silence lengthened and then Diego turned 
around and faced the rest of them. He felt a cold weightlessness as he did. 

“Ees control code. But ees not just for ships.” 

He watched Drew’s chilly eyes settle on him. “What is it, mate? What’s 
the code?” 

The first jolt of discovery had set Diego’s hackers sensibilities live with 
excitement, and admiration at the potential of what Sebastiano had created. 
But as it sunk in the more ominous and the more menacing it became. He 
could hardly believe he was actually going to articulate to the others what 
even to him now seemed an incalculable threat. Drew raised his eyebrows 
impatiendy. 

“Diegs? What the bloody hell are we looking at?” 

Diego took a deep breath and looked around the room before he spoke. 
“Thees ees part one of code. There ees another part to activate the control 
virus once eet ees installed.” 

“Installed where, mate? On the ship?” 

Drew watched Diego swallow and shake his head. 

“No, man. On the satellite.” 
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TWENTV-THREE 


Hakon closed his eyes and made a conscious effort to control the anger. 
“You are absolutely sure that the network was not compromised?” There 
was no hesitation from Sebastiano. 

“Si. There is no doubt of thees.” 

Opening his eyes again Hakon sat back into his comfortable leather chair 
and swivelled around to look out of the window. It was a poor view for 
a London office, nothing like as spectacular as his Hong Kong vista, and 
Hong Kong was where his thoughts were concentrated now. At least they 
had been, until this monumental screw-up. So much for Sebastiano’s securi- 
ty. The telephone cable snagged on a desk ornament and Hakon wrenched 
it free, lifting his chin as he spoke. 

“Are the fire and the police investigating?” 

He heard Arvind interrupt. “No. They are not coming back. But Harald 
is dead.” 

“How?” Hakon’s eyebrows rose slighdy at the news. 

In the harsh fluorescent lights of his temporary Gyrescom office Sebas- 
tiano watched the slight twitch at the corner of Arvind’s mouth and noted 
with satisfaction that the man wasn’t entirely without emotion. 

“I don’t know. There’s nothing obvious. He was not shot or stabbed.” 

Hakon was brisk. “Don’t try and get rid of him there, get the body into 
a crate and we’ll dump it over the side. What about this woman, we need to 
know who she was and who sent her.” 

Arvind saw Sebastiano sit forward towards the conference phone. “I 
send you link to security footage of her.” Hakon twisted around to his PC 
and scanned his email. Finding the link he double clicked on it and watched 
the hourglass flip around as he waited for the video files to buffer. The 
footage was stilted and grainy but it was easily good enough for Hakon to 
identify the woman, despite the addition of the glasses. His voice was low. 

“She is from Laughton MacAllister. Manon Wyn Roberts. She works 
with Drew Rydstrom. You are sure they did not get into the network?” 

“I am sure.” Sebastiano shook his head firmly. Hakon’s voice was vague, 
as if he was talking to himself. 

“I will call them and find out what they know, and what they suspect. 
Clearly they are more dangerous than we thought.” 
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Arvind moistened his lips and extinguished the uncharacteristic flame of 
anger in his stomach. Grudges weren’t his bag, but in Manon Wyn Robert’s 
case he was prepared to make an exception. God knew what she’d done to 
Harald, but it felt as though she’d smashed every bone in his body. And he’d 
been a good man. 

There and then Arvind made a promise to himself that she’d pay for 
Harald when he next caught up with her. He heard Hakon’s voice harden and 
hoped he was about to get the instruction to do just that. 

“Arvind leaves for Norway tonight, Sebastiano, which means it is your 
responsibility to maintain things there. Do not let me or Li Jian down. If 
you see anything out of the ordinary you call me immediately. I cannot have 
anything that puts our Hong Kong operation at risk. Is that clear?” 

Sebastiano looked at his fingernails and shrugged his shoulders as 
Arvind studied him. “Si, ees clear.” 

But Arvind could tell it was bravado. He was rattled. And he wasn’t the 
only one. As the line to Hakon in London disconnected Arvind made to get 
up but the sudden stiffening of Sebastiano’s body opposite him caught his 
eye. The man pulled his chair closer to the desk, watching the screen intently. 
Arvind stood slowly and walked across. 

“What is it you have?” Without a word Sebastiano pushed the large flat 
screen around so that Arvind could see it clearly. It showed a paused frame 
of security footage. 

“Now we know how thees girl get out.” Sebastiano rewound the foot- 
age and set it running again. Folding his arms Arvind watched silendy as 
Leonard Whitney shoved open the fire exit and encouraged Manon through 
it, shutting it again after her. Arvind’s mind churned as the screen emptied. 
Shots of employees being evacuated from the lobby flashed up as he consid- 
ered the implications of Leonard Whitney’s collaboration. Then the picture 
shifted again to the rear fire exit as Harald threw his weight against the door 
and crashed out of the building chasing Manon. Arvind was surprised to 
discover that the sight of Harald’s last moments had fanned the flame of 
anger into a white hot rage. 

Sebastiano watched the flash of emotion on the older man’s face before 
Arvind smothered it and turned his empty eyes back to him. 

“Send this to Hakon. Then wipe it.” 

The atmosphere in the team room was as tense as Isabelle could remem- 
ber it as she watched Diego squinting at the lines of code on the screen in 
front of him. Having been summoned and briefed Michael was now stand- 
ing behind Diego. 
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“Si, I am right. This code ees designed to be uploaded to the satellite 
payload before launch. Eet creates new signalling channel so that Sebastiano 
can then use second part of code to access the satellite when he is in orbit 
and control it.” Drew’s voice was sharp. 

“Will it work on existing satellites?” Diego turned around and shrugged 
slightly. 

“Ees possible, but you would need to hack into the DoD network con- 
trol centres to access the signalling channels and upload the second part of 
the code. Thees is more sophisticated. Ees designed to be on the satellite 
when it arrives. Like a back-door to wheech Sebastiano only has key.” 

Isabelle crossed her legs and looked around at the others. “Alright, I may 
be the only idiot in the room but I don’t know anything about this. What’s 
the DoD and signalling channels and everything?” Drew smiled at her. He 
liked Isabelle’s style. She called herself his PA but he knew and she knew she 
was smarter than most executives. But there was no chip on her shoulder. He 
perched on the desk next to Diego and wondered where to start. 

“You know the GPS system is basically all about atomic clocks? 

“No.” Isabelle shook her head emphatically and Drew got up, wandering 
over to the big white board on the wall by the door, picking up a pen. While 
everyone watched he put his other hand in his pocket and sketched out 
a constellation with satellites and boxes and dotted lines running between 
them, speaking as he did so. 

“OK then, very simply GPS all works on the time it takes between a 
signal being transmitted and received. To measure that you need bloody sen- 
sitive clocks on all the satellites and they all have to be synced up. The satel- 
lites transmit data continually about where they are and your GPS receiver 
decodes that and triangulates your position from that data. There’s a lot 
more to it, but that’s the basic principle.” 

Diego turned the corners of his mouth down. “Si, ees lot more to it 
than that. Ees an American military system so ees run by Department of 
Defense.” 

Manon looked across at Isabelle. “Fairplay I didn’t know any of that 
either.” Isabelle smiled at her. She wasn’t the best-friends-forever type, but 
it was actually quite nice to have another woman in the team. Manon looked 
back at Diego. “So all these things that use the GPS are actually controlled 
by the American military?” 

Michael replied crisply. ‘Yes. Hypothetically the system could be turned 
off by the Americans at a time of their choosing.” 

“The whole world relies on thees system.” Diego ticked off on his fin- 
gers, “ees used to land planes, track road distribution, navigate ships and for 
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car satnav, energy infrastructure.. .You would be surprised how many appli- 
cations are taking thees signal. And eef they want to, they could block eet 
anytime and all of thees would be affected.” 

Manon frowned. “If the military turned it off then how do they know 
where they are too? If it’s their system in the first place then surely they rely 
on it?” 

Diego immediately looked to Drew. ‘You know military side. You ex- 
plain thees.” 

Drew nodded and looked back to his diagram. He used the pen to point 
out areas of the network he’d sketched on the board. “Okay so you’ve got 
the satellites with their atomic clocks on board transmitting their positional 
data, and that’s in the form of a code. Which looks pretty random but isn’t, 
so it’s referred to as pseudo-random code. Each satellite has a unique code, 
which means they can all use the same frequency without interference,” he 
glanced around to check everyone was with him and then looked back at the 
board and continued. 

“Down here is your decoder, could be in your car or your phone or your 
ship. And the decoder does what it says on the box and reads the code from 
the satellites. But — ” He turned around and looked at them. “There are two 
types of code, the normal civilian one and the encrypted military version. 
The military code, the ‘P’ code is almost impossible to jam and it’s higher 
frequency. So when you move to war footing the DoD, Department of De- 
fense, can shift the system to what they call selective availability, which sends 
the civilian code bandy but allows the military to continue using the system. 
And the way they do that is by degrading the accuracy of the clocks. They 
artificially create a timing error. And as your pseudo-random code is basically 
a timing signal, that’s enough to screw things up.” 

Manon nodded at him in irritation. “Right, OK, but how do they do 
that? They do it on the satellite? Do they connect directly to the satellite?” 

Drew looked back slightly surprised. He got the feeling he wasn’t going 
fast enough for her and he hadn’t expected her to get all of that straighta- 
way. Even though he’d known she was smart Drew realised that he hadn’t 
truly appreciated how smart until just then. He had an instantaneous flash 
of competitiveness as he looked at her, and then it was gone. What replaced 
it was an odd mixture: relief that he seemed to have found someone who 
could keep up with him, and an odd sense of anticipation. He jerked his 
head towards Diego. 

“Ask him about that.” 

“Si, thees satellites have to be monitored all the time by the DoD to 
make sure that they are working OK. They use a signalling channel to con- 
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tact the satellite and control what signal ees transmitting. Thees Judas Code 
he is different He creates a signalling channel on the satellite wheech mean 
you can by-pass the DoD altogether. You do not need to hack the satellite. 
You just open the door.” 

Manon nodded slowly at Drew. “This P code, the military code. Do you 
need a different decoder for that?” 

“It’s encrypted. So you need a decoder that can read it. But it’s transmit- 
ted from the satellite the same way the civilian code is.” 

She looked across at Isabelle. “Considering the whole sodding world 
relies on this system it’s not exactly high-tech is it?” 

“No,” Isabelle shook her head back, “and I can’t believe the Americans 
can just switch it off either.” 

Drew pointed his pen at her. “That’s where Galileo comes in. Galileo will 
be the European GPS network. It’ll integrate with the current GPS system 
and the Russian GLONASS, but the key thing is that if the Yanks decide to 
switch off GPS then the rest of the world can continue to function.” 

“And ees a civilian system, so no one can turn eet off.” 

Danny raised his finger into the air. “Also the Chinese have BeiDou. This 
system is due to for global operation by 2020. They are launching satellites 
all the time.” Drew noticed that Col, who’d been listening in silence, was 
straightening up and wondered what was coming. 

“So what would happen if one of these satellites switched off? You’d 
get the wrong positioning data for ships?” He paused and looked at Diego, 
“Like the data we have?” 

Diego was very still for a second or two and then exclaimed under his 
breath in Spanish. His eyes were alive. “Col man, what ees date of thees 
original wrong positioning information?” 

“April 5th 2010.” 

Diego gave a short laugh and looked at Drew and Michael in turn. “Ees 
date that Galaxy 1 5 satellite went rogue.” Drew looked across at Michael and 
saw his tension reflected back at him. Manon’s voice was slow. 

“A satellite went wrong?” 

She saw Drew clench his jaw. 

“Galaxy 1 5 is one of the American GPS satellites. It went rogue, stopped 
responding to commands. They couldn’t control it any longer.” 

Diego turned back to his PC and started typing again. “He became a 
Zombiesat. He rebooted eventually but was complete failure. No one could 
do anything weeth eet. They claim eet was caused by solar flare.” 

Looking at Michael Drew shook his head slowly. Neither spoke. Isabelle 
felt the tension and frowned. 
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“But surely satellites can just go wrong?” 

Diego’s voice was getting faster and more staccato as he typed. “Si, but 
they can switch them off when they do. This one was still transmitting, 
system fully functioning and powered on. But eet would not let them een 
to reboot eet.” 

Drew’s voice was low. 

“Wouldn’t be the first time something like this happened. They hacked 
the bloody UAVs in Iraq with a thirty dollar satellite disrupter.” 

“Ees not even military satellite, ees owned by Astra.. .no, Intelsat. Their 
security is nada. You have more virus protection on your laptop, man.” 
Isabelle looked at Drew. “Is he serious? It’s that easy.” 

Drew shrugged. 

“The blokes who build and launch these satellites aren’t military. They 
aren’t looking at the threat. But it was only a matter of time before it started 
causing a problem.” He glanced back at Michael for confirmation. 

“It’s been an area of concern for some time. The Landsat-7 and Terra 
EOS satellite systems were accessed in 2008 and the Americans suspected a 
foreign power. They already have CCS, a counter communications system to 
retaliate. The UK Intelligence and Security Committee have seen the reports. 
But it’s a way down the agenda.” 

Col pushed his glasses up his nose and looked at Drew and Michael too. 
“If you got into these satellites then what could you do?” 

“Anything you bloody like, mate. Crash the things back to earth, crash 
them into other satellites — ” 

Manon cut him off. 

“But hang on, if this code you’ve found was used by Sebastiano to hack 
into the Galaxy 15 satellite, the question I have is why? If it just went offline 
and came back on again what does it achieve?” 

Diego blew out a breath. “The Judas code looks like eet ees specifically 
designed to be uploaded to the satellite payload before they launch. To dis- 
rupt the Galaxy 15 Sebastiano would need to do a traditional hack. Could be 
that he used an earlier version of thees code, one that deed not work so well. 
They were testing eet maybe just as Drew said?” 

Drew looked at Diego grimly. “Alright then, when it comes to cy- 
ber-crime who’s pulling these strings? Who’s hiring the likes of you, Diegs?” 
Diego crossed his legs on the chair. “Russian Mafia maybe? Thees are 
who want the viruses. But they are usually smaller scale, getting personal in- 
formation and loading Trojans on home PCs. Leetle stuff, but beeg money.” 
Col’s voice was sharp. 

“But we know all that Russian Mafia money’s laundered through the 
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A2erbaijan banks. I can’t find any trail which includes them.” 

Diego shook his head thoughtfully. “Eef you are looking for cyber-ter- 
rorism then you must start weeth China.” Michael looked across at Danny. If 
there was one person in the room who could give them all chapter and verse 
about Chinese cyber-crime it was Danny. Whether the others were aware 
of the extent of his involvement, however unwilling, in the cyber-terrorism 
being waged from Beijing, he doubted. But when Danny had been debriefed 
on arrival in the UK he’d told them everything. And Michael had read the 
report with close attention. 

From the expression on the man’s face he could see that Danny was 
steeling himself to speak. But when he did so his voice was calm and even 
as always. 

“It is true that the party are interested in aerospace intelligence. The IT 
company in my own holdings group had management appointed by Beijing 
to collect this and other intelligence from governments and companies.” 

K sighed. “If I can just get to the bottom of these companies then we 
can see who owns Gyrescom.” Isabelle heard K tail off and felt the serious- 
ness of the threat like the walls of the room were closing in. The darkened 
environment didn’t help. She was surprised to discover she was feeling ap- 
preciably anxious. When Diego lifted a silent finger into the air he caught 
everyone’s attention immediately. 

“I have found another secure area.” 

Michael’s voice was sharp. “More code?” 

“No, ees a download facility. Ees password protected for someone to 
log in and to download the control virus.” Manon caught Drew’s eyes as he 
looked to Diego. 

“Can you tell who downloaded it, mate?” There was silence again other 
than the clicking of Diego’s fingers on his keyboard. 

“The system has captured the IP address of the machine wheech down- 
loaded the virus. Looks like the link expired immediately after the download 
finished,” Diego turned to another machine next to him and began typing 
DOS commands. Manon watched as ‘ tracerouti and a string of numbers ap- 
peared on the screen. Then Diego sat back in satisfaction. “Si, ees on Tel- 
enor network, Norwegian. Ees in Andalsnes, near Rauma in Norway. I weel 
get address now.” 

As Diego worked Drew addressed Michael. “If we can get details for 
this bloke then he could be what we need. Sebastiano went to a hell of a lot 
of trouble to protect this code, anyone who’s been given access to it needs 
it for a good reason.” 

“Agreed,” Michael nodded, “but whoever he is we don’t want to alert 
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him in case he disappears,” he looked at Manon, “get yourselves out there 
and find out all you can. We’ll see what else Diego can find in this new secure 
area.” 

Standing up Isabelle pushed her chair back to her temporary desk in the 
team room and woke the computer up. “Diego, where did you say this place 
was?” 

“Andalsnes in Norway.” 

Isabelle began typing and then picked up the phone. She looked at Drew 
as she waited for the call to answer. “Drew, the nearest airport is Alesund. 
But I think you’ll have to go via Bergen.” 

“I know Alesund, been up there before, Mike, it’s right on the coast. 
There’s at least one satellite company up there.” 

“Didn’t the Norwegians just put up a GPS satellite?” 

“You know, mate, I believe they did. And they aren’t the only ones. Two 
Galileo satellites went up earlier this month. And if this code is supposed to 
be on the satellite payload before launch — ” 

Michael didn’t need Drew to finish. He looked at the grim faces around 
the darkened team room and Diego tapping away in intense concentration. 
For the first time since he’d met the man he found himself wishing that Die- 
go was wrong. If this code was sitting on brand new satellites just waiting for 
Sebastiano to choose his moment then it was as big as it got. But there was 
still too much they didn’t know. He saw Manon looking hard at him. 

“I wondered if I should try and call Leonard Whitney. He got me out 
and he might talk to me.” Michael smiled gently. After such a rocky start 
Manon was turning into a real asset. He flicked his eyes briefly to Drew 
before he looked back at her. 

‘Yes, I agree, I think he could be vulnerable. But K can contact him. You 
two follow up in Norway.” He heard Isabelle speaking on the phone and 
turned as she called to Drew. 

“Drew, SAS can get you out to Alesund via Bergen today, the flight’s at 
three o’clock. Gets you into Alesund at nine o’clock this evening.” 

Drew nodded across at Manon. 

“We’ll get Tony to stop off at our places on the way so we can pick up 
kit.” 

“Fine. No problem.” 

He looked back at Isabelle. “Get it booked, Iz. There’s a big hotel on the 
harbour in Alesund, think it’s a Radisson. Get a couple of rooms there and a 
car. Decent Volvo if you can. It’s going to be pretty cold up there.” Isabelle 
nodded, made a couple of notes on her pad and returned to her phone call. 

Manon absorbed the sudden activity and then realised that Drew was 
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looking at her. She raised her eyebrows and he raised his in return. 

“Sorry, Non, but I think lunch has turned into dinner.” 

As Tony pulled to a halt outside Drew’s Chelsea flat Manon looked 
across at him on the rear seat next to her. “Do you want me to come in?” 

Drew arched an eyebrow at her. “Just because your flat’s a bloody dis- 
grace doesn’t mean mine is.” She scowled back at him remembering his ap- 
palled expression at the state of her flat when he’d walked in. 

“Well you’re welcome to come and tidy up any time.” 

Drew snorted back at her. “Bloody clearance divers is what you need, 
Non.” 

Manon saw the smile playing at the corners of Drew’s mouth and 
clamped hers in a line to stop smiling back. When his phone rang she 
watched his face change as he looked at it. 

“It’s Nick,” she saw Tony turn in his seat and they caught each other’s 
eyes as they both listened to Drew speaking to Nick Dalrymple. “Okay, Nick 
mate. Tony’s dropping us to the airport now so I’ll send him back for Terri. 
Can you keep hold of her until then?” Tony nodded in confirmation at Drew 
who nodded back, “Well Tony can take her all the way back to North Wales... 
Okay if that’s what she wants, and you’re happy with her being on her own... 
Righto, thanks, mate.” 

He switched off the phone and Manon saw that his face was loaded with 
anger as he looked up at Tony again. “Nick reckons she’s physically fine, just 
worked herself up. He’s given her some sleeping pills and she needs a couple 
of days rest. So she’s going to a hotel in town.” 

“On ‘er own?” 

Drew closed his eyes and sighed hard. “Well Nick’s called Mai and the 
bastard still won’t pick up the phone and he hasn’t called back. It’s not like 
she gets on with Tricky and Phil so she’s probably as well off here as back 
up there.” Drew bit out the words and grabbed savagely for the door handle, 
“Anyway, there’s nothing more I can do, I’ve got a bloody plane to make.” 

He wrenched open the door and climbed out and Manon was about 
to do the same when she realised that Tony was opening the door for her. 
He raised his eyebrows slighdy as they looked at each other and she got the 
feeling that the explosive anger Drew appeared to be nursing was as unusual 
as she suspected. 

Swinging her legs out Manon took the hand that Tony was offering and 
followed Drew up the path. As she and Tony caught up with him he shook 
his head. “Bloody Mai. If he doesn’t call her today I’m going to get Diego to 
triangulate the bastard’s phone and send Matt round there.” 
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Tony sucked in a breath across his teeth. 

“What about Caz? ‘ave you tried c er?” 

“No. I don’t even know if he caught up with her,” he raised his hand in 
the air, “I don’t even know if the bastard made it to Oz for Christ’s sake.” 

Manon watched the controlled strength with which Drew pulled open 
the door to the building’s lobby and held it open. It was a gracious red brick 
building and the depth of the carpet and the fresh smell and warmth of the 
lobby was matched by the broad smile of the elderly black man behind the 
porter’s desk as he spotted them. 

“Drew? What are you doing here this time of the day? I don’t expect 
to see you in daylight.” She watched Drew’s expression soften slightly as he 
acknowledged him. Julius was tall and lanky with greying hair and Manon 
could see that the pleasure in his smile wasn’t manufactured. 

“Got a flight to catch so I’m just picking up some stuff. You okay, Jules?” 
Julius shrugged and picked up a letter from the desk in front of him. 

“I am not so bad. This is the only post.” Drew walked over and collected 
it and saw that Julius was looking at him conspiratorially. 

“What?” 

“You have a visitor.” 

Drew’s eyebrows rose. “In the flat?” 

Julius smiled. ‘Yes, with a young lady.” 

Drew’s face was set. There was only one person with a key to his flat, and 
he always came with a young lady. He forced a smile back at Julius and turned 
for the stairs, Tony and Manon trailing in his wake. He muttered under his 
breath. “Right, you bastard.” 

Tony’s voice was calming. “Well, at least we’ve found him, Drew.” Manon 
looked at Tony in astonishment. 

“Mai? He’s here?” 

Drew gave a short, mirthless laugh as he turned and took the second 
flight of stairs. “Oh he’s here. Hiding out in my bloody flat fucking his nuts 
off while we have to deal with Terri.” 

Emerging onto the bright landing Manon saw the concern on Tony’s 
face and wondered what Drew was likely to do to Mai when he found him. 
Granted she’d only known Drew for a few months but she’d never seen him 
as angry as he was now. It had the effect of making him seem bigger. Even 
when she’d squared up to him in his office she hadn’t really appreciated 
the physicality of the man. But as he shoved his key into the door of the 
flat, heard the sound of music from inside and shot a look at Tony, she re- 
membered that Drew Rydstrom was capable of doing someone a significant 
amount of harm if he chose to. 
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Walking into the hall Drew immediately clocked Mai’s battered holdall 
on the floor next to a larger suitcase, the contents spilt drunkenly across the 
carpet. And unless Mai had taken to wearing g-strings and bras, it wasn’t his. 
Drew kicked it viciously to one side, dropped his bag and the letter onto the 
table to his left, and strode into the hall. Louis Armstrong crooned that they 
had all the time in the world but all Manon could think was that Mai’s was 
running out rapidly. The noise of the music meant he’d have no warning and 
Drew was clearly on the warpath. 

His flat, as she followed him into it, was exactly as she imagined it would 
be. Clinically clean and bare of ornament. She saw Drew push the door of 
the kitchen open and was afforded a view of gleaming granite surfaces and 
stainless steel, but he was already kicking open another door across the hall. 
Seeing the spacious bedroom was empty he moved on down the corridor, 
coming upon a couple of pi2za boxes and a champagne cork which were 
also unceremoniously jettisoned by his foot. 

The sound of the music was louder here, loud enough that Tony had to 
raise his voice to be heard above it. 

“Drew. Drew, let me ‘ave a word wiv’ ‘im first.” Drew ignored him and 
walked through the door to the big sitting room at the end of the corri- 
dor. The watery sunshine washed in through the large multi-paned windows 
which took up two of the walls, and did its best to illuminate the unedifying 
scene. Manon walked silently into the room at Drew’s shoulder and stopped 
dead. 

Two large chocolate-brown leather sofas faced each other in front of the 
fireplace amid what seemed like a sea of detritus. Clothes, shoes, plates and 
a couple of magazines were strewn around. Not far from Drew’s feet lay an 
empty bottle of Cristal champagne. Another stood on the table between the 
sofas together with two half-full champagne flutes and a couple of mobile 
phones. 

On the chocolate-brown sofa a naked Malcolm St John Hawes was mak- 
ing what appeared to be ecstatic love, doggy-style, to a similarly naked and 
extremely shapely blonde. As Mai thrust into her again, eyes tightly closed 
she moaned behind the curtain of sun-kissed blonde hair hiding her face. 
Under Mai’s hands Manon could see the white marks where her bikini had 
prevented the sun bestowing the luscious golden hue which covered the rest 
of her body. They were both completely unaware they had an audience. 

Drew watched Mai and felt the outrage in him growing. Fair go, the girl 
was pretty spectacular, but that was no excuse. It wasn’t about this bitch or 
any other, it was about Mai leaving him to deal with the shit storm he’d cre- 
ated by asking Terri to marry him in the first place. 
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Bending down Drew picked up the empty Cristal bottle and with deadly 
accuracy, launched it across the room at the sleek hi-fi system. As it made 
clanging contact the whole unit toppled onto the floor with a crash, abruptly 
curtailing the sound of Satchmo. Mai’s eyes snapped open in confusion and 
quickly took in the scene before him. Drew watched him furiously, waiting 
for the quip and expression of amused contrition. To his complete surprise 
Mai did nothing of the sort. 

Diving to protect the woman in front of him he turned her away from 
the staring eyes of Manon, Drew and Tony, covering her nakedness with his 
body and grabbing up his shirt from the floor and giving it to her. His voice 
was a mixture of fear and anger. 

“For fuck’s sake, Drew Fucking hell. Get out will you?” 

Recovering from the sound of Malcolm telling him to get out of his own 
flat the fury surged through Drew again. 

“Get out? I’ve just spent the last twelve fucking hours trying to calm 
your hysterical fiancee down, mate. I’ve been leaving you messages for a 
bloody week to sort her out, while you’ve been nuts deep in this fuel-ting tart. 
And now you want me to get out? Jesus, if anyone’s leaving its Blondie here.” 
For Manon it was difficult to know where to look: she couldn’t help ap- 
preciating that Mai was a fine figure of a man, but looking away just led her 
to the long-limbed beauty of the girl on the sofa next to him. As she looked 
at her again she realised that what had seemed an initial scramble to cover 
her nakedness from view had more to it. Although Mai was standing in front 
of her and she had now managed to get into his blue linen shirt, the girl still 
had her face turned into the sofa so she couldn’t be seen. Mai’s voice was 
low and his eyes flicked between Drew and Tony and Manon in agitation. 

“Alright, look. Obviously we need to talk, but this isn’t the time or the 
place. Just, give me a minute and we’ll get dressed and — ” 

“I don’t want to bloody talk to you,” Drew frowned and shook his head 
in derision, “I’ve got a flight to catch and I’m late already, so — ” 

Drew took a step towards the sofa and the girl suddenly pulled her legs 
up under her as if trying to crawl away from him. Drew stopped abruptly 
and something in his body language made Manon look at him. He was fo- 
cussed on the girl’s ankle and the small tattoo of a black spider. She heard 
Mai give a defeated sigh and shake his head and then look at Drew fiercely 
and imploringly. 

“Christ, Drew. Just, before you say anything just hear me out alright?” 
Manon watched the muscles around Drew’s eyes tighten as he looked at the 
spider and then his eyes ran up the leg of the girl. 

When Mai turned and put his arms around her protectively it seemed to 
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jolt Drew out of the frozen horror of what he was seeing. Part of him still 
refused to believe it. And until he saw her face it wasn’t beyond reason that 
this could be another woman with the tattoo of a black spider on her ankle. 
But Mai’s face told him it wasn’t. 

Manon watched Drew raise his eyes to Mai and the intense emotion as 
Mai looked back at him. A brief glance at Tony next to her confirmed that 
he had no more idea than she did what was going on. Mai’s voice faltered 
slightly in the coldness of Drew’s eyes. 

“Please, Drew.” 

Drew took his eyes away from his closest friend, the man who owed 
his life to Drew’s willingness to risk his own, and silendy reached out and 
touched the shoulder of the girl in his arms. It was the lightest of touches, as 
if he was afraid he’d break her. The same fear he’d felt as a five year old child 
when his father had put her tiny pink hand into his for the first time and told 
him to always take care of her. 

When Caroline Rydstrom turned her beautiful face around to meet his 
Drew wasn’t surprised to see her. But the emotion of seeing her again was 
a shock. Then the revulsion of knowing he had watched her being used by 
Mai rose up in him like a wellspring. He could feel it beginning in his feet 
and it was accompanied by a rage so pure it was like nothing he had ever felt 
before. He loved Mai like a brother and he would have given him anything. 
Anything, apart from his sister. 

As soon as the girl turned her face and looked up into Drew’s it was 
clear to both Manon and Tony exacdy who she was. Her icy blue eyes were 
more elongated and her black eyelashes impossibly long compared to her 
brother’s, her snubbed nose more delicate, but she could only be his sister. 

Manon realised her mouth had fallen open. It was beyond horrific and 
judging by the sudden fear in Mai’s face there was a distinct possibility that 
it was about to get worse. She felt Tony move like lightning next to her and 
in a moment he was between Drew and Malcolm, his shoulder turned into 
Drew’s chest. His voice was firm. 

“Alright, alright. Mai, get yer clothes on and naff off into the kitchen. I 
fink these two need a minute.” Mai looked at Caz in concern and she shook 
her head. Her Australian accent was stronger than Drew’s. 

“It’s alright, babe, you go,” then she looked up at the murderous rage in 
her brother’s eyes and her voice was sharper, “he hasn’t walloped me since I 
was eight years old and he knows it doesn’t work anyway.” 

Manon watched in fascination as Drew blinked at Caz as though he’d 
been hit. Mai grabbed up his clothes from the floor and began to pick his 
way slowly over the rubbish towards the kitchen. Stopping briefly, Mai bent 
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down and righted the magazine rack which had been kicked over. 

But it was clear to everyone this was one mess which wasn’t going to be 
cleared up in a hurry. 

Michael took a deep breath as he waited for his call to be connected. 
When he heard the voice at the other end of the telephone it was crisp and 
unemotional as he expected. 

“Michael?” 

“I felt it was time to give you an update.” 

“Does that mean you’ve got new information?” 

Michael paused and sat forward in his chair, leaning his elbow onto the 
faux wood of his desk. The framed photograph of his wife Tessa and their 
four children looked back at him. It reminded him that before judging oth- 
ers he should look at his own life. He adored Tess, but there were things he 
would never share with her. 

“Yes. It would seem that whatever is going on has another dimension 
beyond maritime security. We think that satellites could be involved.” 

The response was immediate. 

“Military satellites?” 

“GPS, but potentially others too. I don’t have anything concrete as yet. 
We’re following up a lead in Norway at the moment and at this stage it looks 
as if we could be dealing with an organised attempt to hack into and intro- 
duce viruses to control satellites.” There was silence at the other end of the 
phone as this information was digested. 

“Do you need any assistance?” 

“No. But I don’t know how the contact in Norway will react when my 
team arrive.” 

“Is Drew Rydstrom part of this team?” 

Frowning, Michael tried to disentangle the nuances in that question. 
‘Yes, he is.” 

“Good. Perhaps he can keep Ms Wyn Roberts under control this time. 
We cannot have a repeat of the scene at IMO.” 

He took a breath in through his nose. “There won’t be.” 

There was the sound of another phone ringing in the background and a 
slight hesitation. “Have you briefed Lloyd’s yet?” 

Michael turned his eyes towards the window and watched a couple of 
pigeons sailing by. He wondered if anyone at either Lloyd’s or Verre Slater 
knew exactly where their instructions were coming from when it came to 
this investigation. Either way he still disliked being unable to share the cli- 
ent’s identity with Drew. But the speed with which the information about 
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Manon’s implosion had found its way back meant he couldn’t risk it. 

Anonymity was everything for these people. As it was for the man who 
had met him in the Palm House at Kew Gardens and told him he had been 
chosen to set up the Laughton MacAllister team. His business card claimed 
his name was Dmtri Ereainy, a fiction they both still maintained. There was 
no benefit in doing otherwise. And no choice but to comply. Like the cli- 
ent waiting impatiendy on the other end of the phone, these people never 
changed. They were ruthless, expedient and powerful. And they understood 
how to wield that power too. They sought out an individual’s weaknesses and 
exploited them without mercy. And everyone had their weakness. Even him. 

“No. I’m about to. We’ve found a player we think may be vulnerable to 
us. I want to make contact and see if we can get something more concrete 
first before we report.” 

“I think that’s a wise move. The PM is announcing tomorrow that UK 
flagged merchant ships will in future be allowed to carry armed guards for 
protection against piracy. The announcement about the Seychelles intelli- 
gence centre will follow in a few weeks. It would be helpful if this matter was 
brought to a conclusion ahead of that. The UK should be seen as taking a 
lead: the last thing we need is Lloyd’s blowing up in our faces in the interim.” 

And that was another thing about these people. They had a tendency to 
treat you as if you’d come down in the last shower. He kept the irritation 
out of his voice. 

“Quite.” 

“Good. Keep me informed about your vulnerable contact. And if Drew 
Rydstrom and his team need anything then you know what to do.” Replacing 
the receiver gently Michael wondered again about the reference to Drew, but 
he was immediately interrupted by the phone. 

“Yes?” 

Caitlin was brisk as ever. “Hakon Felland for you, he’s been trying to get 
hold of Drew and can’t.” 

Michael sighed and wondered about the serendipity of the two phone 
calls. “Fine.” He waited for the change in tone on the line. 

“Michael?” 

“Hakon, I was about to call you.” He could sense the irritation imme- 
diately. 

“I’ve been trying to call Drew for a couple of hours now, but no reply. I 
need to give the board an update on where we are.” 

Sitting back in his chair again Michael shuffled the facts in his mind and 
balanced them against the instructions from his previous conversation. Until 
they had the evidence they needed to report fully Michael didn’t want too 
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many questions being asked. 

“Of course, of course. Well, we’ve established that there may be a con- 
nection from Henry Tolling to a piracy syndicate, but there’s still work to do 
to validate that and provide conclusive proof.” 

Hakon gritted his teeth at Michael’s measured tone. “I was told that 
Drew visited Gyrescom. Kreller Jonas use these people as well as HCL. 
Does that mean you suspect something here? I would have hoped that Drew 
would have called me if so?” 

“Drew and Manon are on their way out to Norway. We think there may 
be a connection between Gyrescom and a computer virus involved in these 
hi-jackings. It is possible that Kreller Jonas have been targeted in the past as 
well. But until we have more information I can’t be any more precise than 
that.” Michael rode the silence as Hakon absorbed what he was being told. 
Mistaking it for concern, Michael softened his tone somewhat. “Drew and 
Manon are working as fast as possible to get concrete information, I assure 
you. If Kreller Jonas has been compromised then we will identify when and 
how.” 

Hakon fought to maintain his composure as the horror flooded through 
him. “Thank you, Michael, I appreciate your update. Whereabouts are they 
going in Norway by the way?” 

“Andalsnes. Are you familiar with it?” 

“Yes. As a matter of fact I know someone who lives there.” 

Leonard Whitney slowed as he approached the red and white striped 
barrier at the entrance to his building’s underground car park. He realised 
just how much better he felt. Just as he’d anticipated, the last thing Arvind or 
Sebastiano wanted was to be involved with police and fire officers so Leon- 
ard had been left to deal with the fall-out from the fire without interruption 
or interference. 

Taking charge again had been oddly liberating. And that, together with 
the knowledge that he had freed whoever the girl was Arvind had been intent 
on sitinning, had contributed to a feeling of quiet satisfaction he couldn’t re- 
call having in quite some time. 

Reading the chip attached to the sticker on his windscreen the pole lifted, 
allowing Leonard to inch the car off the tarmac and onto the concrete ramp 
in front of the car lift. He slid the window down, reaching out to the control 
pad standing on a pole to the side of the car, and pushed the button, then 
waited for the lift to arrive. 

He’d noticed with further satisfaction that Arvind’s car had gone from 
the Gyrescom car park when he’d left. As for Sebastiano, Leonard had only 
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seen him briefly following the fire crews declaring the building safe and al- 
lowing the employees to troop back in. Furious that his office and its entire 
contents had been destroyed by the fire Sebastiano had been busy com- 
mandeering another one down the hall, but had stopped long enough to tell 
Leonard that Arvind was leaving and wouldn’t be back. The huge fat man 
who’d been hanging around with Arvind also seemed to have disappeared. 

He’d shed no tears for either. 

There was a clunk and then the doors to the lift slowly slid apart. Leon- 
ard eased the car into the lift and switched off the engine, reaching out 
again through the window and pushing the button to descend. He tapped his 
fingers on the leather steering wheel, drumming along with the closing bars 
of Bohemian BJiapsody on the car’s CD player, paying no attention as the door 
slowly closed behind him and the mechanism began to lower him down into 
the bowels of the building. 

He’d been wondering who the woman whose life he’d saved actually was. 
It had occurred to him that if she was investigating Sebastiano and Arvind 
then assisting her to escape could be very dangerous for him. Perhaps it was 
a measure of the depths of despair to which he had previously sunk, that 
the prospect of exposure now seemed to hold far less fear for him. If he was 
called to account for trying to defraud the Exchequer then so be it. But at 
least he wouldn’t have that beautiful Welsh girl screaming in his nightmares 
for the rest of his life. 

He looked down at the centre console and pushed a button for the track 
to repeat. In the boot the CD changer whirred into life. He was humming 
along when the drivers’ door was suddenly wrenched open. Leonard felt 
himself grabbed by the scruff of the neck and then the explosive pain as his 
head was smacked into the steering wheel, dragged back and then smacked 
into it again. Reeling in shock and agony he heard the engine start and the 
noise of something hitting the fascia of the car. Rolling away from the open 
door he raised his hands to protect his throbbing face and buried himself 
against the passenger seat, crawling away from the danger. 

The lift stopped, the doors opened and Leonard held his breath. By the 
time he found the courage to force his blurred eyes open the doors were 
closing again. He pulled himself upright and leant out of the open car door, 
reaching out for the button on the keypad next to him, but the lift was al- 
ready propelling him upwards. Then there was a fierce jolt and the whining 
of steel as it stopped abruptly. 

The sports car’s engine burbled throatily as Leonard stabbed at the but- 
ton on the control pad again but nothing happened. Clutching at his face, 
squinting against the pain in his head he tried several more times to en- 
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courage some response from the keypad, but the lift remained stubbornly 
immobile. 

Realising that he was beginning to feel the exhaust fumes catch at his 
throat in the sealed lift Leonard reached for the ignition key. When his flail- 
ing fingers failed to locate it under his hand he leant back and peered under 
the steering wheel. Then he saw that the key fob had been smashed off, 
breaking the key in the ignition. 

After the initial sickening realisation it took a minute for Leonard to 
think of trying to call for help on his mobile phone, another minute to real- 
ise he had no signal underground, followed by twenty minutes of choking, 
helpless terror before he finally lapsed into unconsciousness. 

The CD finished and flipped to the first track again. Freddie Mercury 
enquired plaintively why anyone would want to live forever. 

But he’d lost his audience. 
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TWENTV-FOUD 


It was dark by the time Manon and Drew arrived at the little airport in 
Alesund and collected the Volvo which Isabelle had dutifully booked for 
them. Hence, when Drew finally exited the tunnel on the outskirts of the 
town, which felt like it was screwing its way into the very bowels of the earth, 
Manon had been denied any view of Alesund itself. 

As it was after ten o’clock and the hotel’s restaurant had already closed 
she’d also been denied dinner. Not that she was particularly hungry: the jour- 
ney in Scandinavian Airlines’ club class had kept them well supplied both in 
the lounges and in the air. And, in any case, she didn’t honestly relish the 
prospect of sitting opposite the incendiary Drew for three courses. 

She had no idea what had passed between him and his sister whilst she 
and Tony waited with Mai in the kitchen. When he’d arrived carrying his bag 
and told Mai tersely that they’d talk when he got back he was controlled if 
clearly very unhappy. Since then he’d been perfecdy pleasant and courteous 
as always, but not himself. 

Thankfully, or not, depending on your point of view, there was enough 
to talk about without making reference to Mai and Caz. Drew’s matter-of- 
fact attitude was somehow comforting, but once he’d said goodnight to her 
and she found herself alone in her hotel room Manon began to mull over 
exactly what might await them in Andalsnes. And replayed the chilling events 
of the day. 

Every time she closed her eyes she saw the grey, expressionless evil of 
Arvind Barstad’s boring into her. As a result she spent a fitful night, the 
strange surroundings and her anxiety preventing her from getting more than 
a couple of hours sleep. 

Having arrived in the dark it was with great surprise that Manon opened 
the curtains of her large hotel room the following morning and looked out 
on what for her money was one of the prettiest and quaintest places she’d 
ever seen. 

The sea stretched away from her, cold Nordic light coruscating across 
the tips of the swell as it pawed at the harbour. The buildings lacked the 
hotchpotch of styles that typified most European towns and cities. The 
whole place had a conformity of architecture which was both pleasing and 
yet odd. It was almost chocolate box: manufactured. 
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But Manon had no time to appreciate it. She’d barely got down to the 
restaurant and grabbed a coffee before Drew appeared, looking like he’d 
been up for hours and clearly ready to get on the road. So she gulped down 
what she could and followed him out into the cold air towards the car park. 

After an hour on the road she found the tiredness creeping up on her, 
lulled by Drew’s steady, capable driving, the pleasing smell of his cologne, 
and the heater. Watching the dramatic scenery become harsher she discov- 
ered her eyelids drooping and shifted in her seat to wake herself up. Drew 
noticed and glanced across at her. 

“Turn the heater down if you want to.” 

“Is that alright?” 

“No worries. I only put it on for you.” She reached out and adjusted the 
climate control and looked ahead at the vast peaks they were driving towards. 
Manon hadn’t travelled widely, and certainly never this far North. She wasn’t 
sure what she’d expected but she found herself surprised at how beautiful it 
was. She saw Drew nod at a sign in satisfaction. “Alright, the road’s still open. 
Girl at the desk said it closes end of October.” 

Manon peered out of the windscreen as they rounded the bend and 
opened her mouth at the sight of the road ahead. The world fell away in 
front of them, a narrow carriageway dug into the side of the jagged rocks, 
its hairpin bends hanging precipitously above the ravine. “Shit. Is that where 
we’re going?” 

She looked at his unconcerned profile as he followed her eyes. “An- 
dalsnes is at the bottom. The road’s called Trollstigen. The Troll’s Ladder,” 
when she didn’t reply Drew looked at her and saw the apprehension on her 
face. It surprised him. “Don’t you like heights?” 

Manon shook her head slowly and peered cautiously past him out of the 
window. “I don’t mind heights but I hate roads with a sheer drop one side.” 
Drew smiled and threw the car down a gear as they approached a corner. 
Manon was one of the few people who regularly surprised him. She was 
so sharp and so bloody tough but then there would be an admission of 
weakness offered with zero self-consciousness. Since her astonishing volte- 
face he’d begun to realise just how much he liked her. And the way she’d kept 
her own counsel following the frankly nightmarish scene they’d walked into 
yesterday only endeared her to him further. Every other woman he’d ever 
known would have found the urge to ask him to talk about it irresistible. 
Manon seemed to grasp that he was fighting not to think about it, let alone 
talk about it. 

Oddly enough seeing Caz had made him realise who it was Manon had 
always reminded him of. She and Caz were the same age, but the similarities 
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went deeper than that. Caz was prickly, combative and smart as a whip too. 
And they were both bloody messy. He saw Manon look deliberately away 
from the stomach-dropping view of the plummeting cliff and tried to take 
her mind off it. 

“They close this road for the winter. You can’t get across when the snow 
starts. In the summer it’s a big tourist draw though.” Manon closed her eyes 
as Drew dropped a couple of gears and swung the wheel hard over to make 
the next hairpin bend. When she opened them the only view was a wall of 
rock. So she closed them again. The sound of Drew’s phone ringing brought 
her back though. 

Drew grabbed it up from the dip in the console where he’d stowed it and 
glanced at the display. Manon wished he’d just watch the road. 

He held the phone out to her. “It’s Diego. Can you get it and put it on 
speaker?” 

Obediendy Manon took the phone. Pressing the button to answer the 
call she put it on speaker and then looked up to see a massive truck coming 
towards them. 

“Drew! Oh Christ look at the bloody size of it. There isn’t room.. .Oh 
God, I can’t cope with this.” 

There was an evil chuckle from the phone and Diego’s voice rang out 
in the car. 

‘You want me to come back later, Drew man? Sound like you and Non 
are busy.” Manon wanted to tell Diego to fuck off but she was too transfixed 
by the narrowing stretch of road ahead of them, the massive truck and the 
void. She braced one hand against the door and the other with the phone 
in it against the central armrest as Drew took the car past the truck without 
slowing. He was supremely unconcerned. 

“G’day, Diegs, you got a name for us, mate?” 

Diego stopped chuckling and got down to business. “Si. He is called 
Trond Venlu, an’ I send you address already.” 

‘Yeah, got that, it’s in the satnav. And talking of satnav, anything else in 
that secure area you found?” Out of the corner of his eye he saw Manon 
peel her hand off the central console and hold the phone up between them 
again. 

“Si, I have found another download link that is active but has not yet 
been used. I have created alert so that when ees accessed we will know and 
can see who logs in. Get the IP.” Drew frowned and saw the impressive 
Stigfossen waterfall come into view below them. 

“What do we know about Trond Venlu?” 

“Danny says that he ees satellite software consultant, like a project man- 
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ager. He works on satellites.” They looked at each other and Manon’s voice 
was measured despite her anxiety. 

“Do you know what projects he’s worked on? Which companies?” 

“Danny ees finding out.” 

Drew nodded and changed down as he tackled another hairpin bend. On 
a road like this it wasn’t difficult to burn your brakes out. “Alright, Diegs, I 
reckon we’ll be rolling into Andalsnes in about thirty minutes so anything 
you get before then let us know.” 

“Si. AdiosS Manon switched the phone off and put it back on the con- 
sole. 

“Doesn’t sound like Trond Venlu’s the dangerous type.” 

“Mike was right about the Norwegians putting up a satellite recently. 
Wonder if he was part of that. If he was then he could be loading the Judas 
Code onto it.” 

Manon made the mistake of looking out of the window and immediately 
regretted it. Deciding to minimise the risk of it happening again she turned 
in her seat and concentrated on Drew instead. 

“Y’know I still don’t really get what they’d do once they can control the 
satellite. I understand you can spy on stuff and disrupt things, but at the end 
of the day if everything runs on the GPS system all over the world then 
you’d just disrupt your own stuff too wouldn’t you?” 

A car ahead pulled to a halt and flashed its lights at Drew to pass it. 
Changing up a gear he let the momentum accelerate the car as he pulled 
close into the side of the jagged rock face and arrived at the hairpin beyond 
at what felt like terrifying speed. Manon forced herself to concentrate on the 
collar of his crisply pressed blue-striped shirt and the tiny pin prick of blood 
on his neck above it where his razor had sliced him. 

His voice was conversational and he even found the time to wave his 
hand airily as the Volvo struggled for grip over the loose shale. “Disruption 
can be good enough. In confusion there is profit. But I know what you’re 
saying. It feels a bit vague at the moment. If we can get him to talk to us then 
I reckon Trond Venlu can fill in a lot of these blanks.” 

To her immense relief Manon saw that the road was beginning to 
straighten out and level out. She blew out a breath and sat back in her seat 
gratefully. Drew noticed she’d allowed herself to relax and couldn’t resist it. 
Without warning he suddenly threw the steering back and forth and the car 
careered briefly towards the edge. 

“JESUS!” Manon looked across at him in complete outrage and he 
grinned naughtily at her then tried to dodge away as she thumped his arm. 
Throwing herself back into the seat again she muttered darkly at him. 
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“Don’t you bloody dare do that on the way back up. Drew Rydstrom. Or 
I’ll take your fucking head off.” 

The Venlu house was large and square with a turret at one corner and 
a view of the majestic mountains over which Drew and Manon had just 
travelled. 

Parking up a few yards or so away the two of them walked down the 
quiet street, talcing in the calm gentility of the town, the little railway station, 
the clear air. It seemed laughable that any kind of evil could be perpetrated 
in Andalsnes’ serene ordinariness. Nonetheless as they approached the door 
Manon found her adrenalin pumping. 

Drew noted with satisfaction that she’d taken his advice and worn a 
decent pair of boots. With her close fitting beige cord trousers tucked into 
them and her pale trench-coat belted, upturned collar and long blonde hair 
she could easily pass for a local. He took a breath and nodded at her and then 
rang the doorbell. The door was opened by a young woman with a toddler in 
her arms. She looked between them and then addressed Drew in Norwegian. 
He shook his head and smiled. 

“Sorry, I’m looking for Trond Venlu. Is he home?” 

The woman nodded. “You speak English?” 

Drew raised an eyebrow. “Well, I’m Australian, but I try my best.” The 
woman gave a hearty laugh and stepped back from the door. She was quite 
tall and dressed in cheery red jeans and a blue sweatshirt. The child in her 
arms chewed its hand watchfully. 

“I’m his wife. He’s inside so come in please.” 

Manon saw Drew was waiting for her to go first so she stepped into the 
hall and began to follow Mrs Venlu. She was surprised to feel Drew tug at 
her sleeve. Looking back at him she saw him raise his eyebrows and nod at 
the boots she was wearing. Seeing her perplexed expression Drew pointed to 
the shoe rack. Manon realised he was in the process of removing his shoes. 
Frowning slightly she bent down and unzipped her boots and allowed him 
to take them from her and put them neatly on the shoe rack. 

Drew watched Manon follow Mrs Venlu into the house and brought up 
the rear. It was spacious and full of bleached wood, rugs and children’s toys 
and smelt of toast and pureed vegetables. Mrs Venlu motioned them to the 
sofas in the sitting room, clearing away toy cars and books as she went. Drew 
could hear the sound of nursery rhymes on a stereo somewhere. 

The child looked at Drew out of the corner of its eye and smiled briefly 
at him. Manon watched as Drew crossed his eyes and stuck his tongue out 
and the child giggled loudly. Mrs Venlu turned back at the sound of it and 
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smiled at him. 

“Well thank you for cheering him up anyway. He’s been crying all morn- 
ing. And I’ve got another eight to deal with.” 

“Eight?” Manon couldn’t stop herself. 

“No, they aren’t all mine. I’m a childminder,” she looked at the little boy 
in her arms, “but this one is mine. Sit down and I’ll go and find Trond now.” 

Knowing why they’d come Manon found the thought of sitting down on 
a sofa and enjoying this kind woman’s hospitality made her uncomfortable. 
So she turned around and looked out of the window onto the street. The 
nursery rhymes grew louder from the other room together with the sound 
of tuneless infant singing as Manon’s eye was caught by the framed photos 
on the low bookcase to her left. 

Bending down she looked closely at them. She recognised Mrs Venlu 
and the child as a young baby. The man with them was thin-faced with a 
short beard and glasses. 

“Can I help you?” 

Manon straightened up and swung around to see the same man staring 
apprehensively at Drew and her. He was dressed casually but his expression 
was anything but. She noticed that he was clenching his fists in turn. He was 
a picture of guilt. She decided to leave it to Drew. 

“G’day. Trond Venlu?” 

“Yes. Who are you?” 

Drew reached into his jacket and withdrew a card. “Name’s Drew Ryd- 
strom. This is my colleague Manon Wyn Roberts. We’re corporate investi- 
gators.” 

They both watched Trond Venlu swallow hard. He looked behind him to 
check no one else was in the room and then back at them before he gingerly 
took the card Drew was holding out to him. He looked at it briefly and then 
pocketed it. His voice was low and urgent. 

“What do you want with me? I’m freelance, a consultant.” 

“For the satellite industry, correct?” 

The man nodded quickly. “What of it?” 

Drew took a step towards him and lowered his own voice. “Trond, mate, 
I don’t want this to get ugly in front of your wife and those kids in there, so 
let’s be clear. I know you downloaded a virus from a secure server at Gyres- 
com in the UK and I want to know why and what you did with it.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

Drew looked closely at the man. Manon was right, he didn’t seem like a 
villain. And this looked like a fairly contented set up. So if it wasn’t greed and 
it wasn’t genetic, then it was likely to be self-preservation. He sighed, shaking 
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his head slowly, then decided to try it and see what reaction he got. 

“You aren’t listening to me, mate,” Drew looked around the house ap- 
preciatively, “this is a nice place, and that’s a nice girl. And I understand that 
sometimes you have to make tough decisions when you want to protect what 
you love.” 

Manon saw Trond Venlu’s mouth quiver slightly and knew Drew had 
been spot on. It was astonishing the way he read people and once again he’d 
clearly demolished the man in front of him. The sound of screaming and 
crying from the other room made Trond Venlu start and he looked around 
in fear and then back at Drew. 

“I can’t talk to you here.” 

“Where then?” 

“I don’t... I don’t know.” 

Drew’s voice hardened. “I’m not going away until I get the answers I 
need. And if I have to explain to your wife why I’m here then I’ll do it, no 
worries.” 

“No. No, you must not speak to her. God, she mustn’t know anything 
about this. But if I tell you...” he walked to the sofa and sank down into it, 
his head in his hands. His voice was muffled. ‘You don’t understand. They’ll 
destroy me if I tell you.” 

Manon sat down next to him and spoke softly. “I know you’re scared. 
But think about it. You can’t spend your whole life like this. If you don’t let 
us help you then what are they going to ask you to do next?” Trond Venlu 
raised his head to look at the lovely woman in front of him and realised she 
had absolutely no idea. He thanked God that he’d been warned to expect 
them. It calmed him slightly. 

“Alright. I’ll meet you later, but you have to go now.” 

Manon’s voice was smooth. “Where can we meet that’s quiet?” 

‘You came down the Trollstigen?” 

‘Yes.” 

“There’s a viewing platform there. The tourists are all gone this time of 
year. I will meet you there. At four o’clock.” Trond saw the tall man in front 
of him considering and hoped to God it was enough to make him leave. 
Drew decided it was. 

“Alright. We’ll be there. But if you aren’t it’s going to take us twenty min- 
utes to get back here. And if I see your wife again then this time it’ll be her 
I have the conversation with.” 

“I know. I’ll be there. I will see you then and we can talk.” 

Trond watched the man and the woman walk slowly up the street to- 
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wards the black Volvo parked outside his neighbour’s house, and then turned 
and made his way quickly out of the room, away from the sound of nursery 
rhymes and out of the back kitchen towards the log cabin office in the gar- 
den. 

Once inside he bolted the door and sat in his swivel chair. Grabbing up 
his mobile phone he searched through the numbers until he found the one 
he wanted and stabbed at the contact. His hand was shaking as he raised it 
to his ear. 

“Yes?” 

“I had visitors just now. It was them, asking about the code. They know I 
downloaded it from Gyrescom.” Trond found the silence almost unbearable, 
“Did you hear me? They came to my house.” 

“Who?” 

“A man and a woman, a — ” He reached into his pocket and pulled out 
Drew’s card. “ — Drew Rydstrom from Laughton MacAllister. You told me 
that if I did this it would be over. They say that if I don’t tell them what I did 
they’re going to tell my wife. If they do that then the police will come and 
they will look at the computers and — ” 

Arvind cut him off. 

“Did you tell them what we agreed?” 

‘Yes. They will meet me at the Trollstigen at four o’clock. I had to prom- 
ise that I would meet them or he will — ” 

“Fine. We will deal with things.” 

Trond felt a surge of relief. “So I don’t have to go?” 

“Yes, you must go. They will be expecting to meet you.” 

The agitation flowed back stronger than before. “But what do I tell 
them?” 

“Anything you want to. It doesn’t matter.” 

Diego checked the alarm he’d set up on the open download link and 
noticed he’d left the door to the server open. If Sebastiano saw that then 
he’d know he had an intruder. Cursing himself he tidied up and then rubbed 
at his eyes. It had been a long week, what with the time in hospital and the 
stress of Sebastiano ’s network. Not for the first time he wondered how some 
anonymous Italian in the depths of the Kent countryside had managed to 
come up with such ingenious code. 

He hadn’t had the bandwidth to think too deeply about it up until then, 
but now, with the servers hacked he decided to make time for some inves- 
tigations of his own. Searching for Sebastiano Alesi still brought up noth- 
ing on Google, but Diego had more powerful databases at his disposal. He 
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scrolled through the images on his phone until he found the one he’d acci- 
dentally taken of Sebastiano during his visit to Gyrescom. Then he uploaded 
it to the international criminal databases and ran a search. 

When he heard K call him Diego turned around, raising his eyebrows. 

“What, man?” 

“I’ve got a couple of password protected documents. Can you help me?” 

“Si.” He climbed off his chair and walked across to K and Danny’s desk. 
He could see that Danny was absorbed in something on the screen. He 
broke the encryption on K’s documents in short order and stood back as 
K hungrily read the contents, making a couple of notes and then opening 
another browser and typing in a reference number. 

“Thank you,” K looked briefly at Diego, “I’m into the client files for 
this legal firm in St Kitts. They’re providing nominee directors for Lucente. 
Now we’ll see if any of these names are of interest.” They all looked up as 
Michael walked in and looked around the room. 

“Any news from Drew and Manon?” 

Diego shook his head. “No, but they weel only just be there by now. I 
geeve them Trond Venlu’s name thirty minutes ago.” 

Michael looked at Col peering closely at a sheet of figures and felt the 
familiar concern. The last thing he wanted was to push him too hard. Danny 
broke into his thoughts. “Trond Venlu is more than a software engineer. He 
certifies the software systems. He is the man who must pass all the systems 
as OK before the project is signed off. And according to his Linkedln profile 
he has worked for a lot of companies responsible for the software on satel- 
lite payloads. Including the Norwegian Defence Research Establishment.” 

“Who are part of the AISSat-1 programme? The new Norwegian GPS 
satellite?” 

“Yes. They are. And he has worked for others too. Including the Galileo 
satellites.” 

Diego walked back and curled himself into his chair. “I have looked at 
thees man and there ees no criminal activity or debts. Hees not known to 
any of the enforcement agencies, and he has no connection to any organised 
gangs.” 

Michael rubbed at his chin and frowned as he looked at the others. “Well 
there has to be a reason he’s involved.” Diego’s phone rang and he snatched 
it up. 

“Si? Drew man, what happened?” He saw Michael wave at him to put it 
on speaker. Drew’s voice filled the room. 

“We’re meeting him this arvo. Non and I both reckon he’s been black- 
mailed with something. You blokes come up with anything on him?” 
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Danny raised his voice. “He looks very clean, Drew. I cannot find any- 
thing. But he certifies satellite operating software.” 

There was a pause and then Drew spoke again. “Well, we’ve got a few 
hours. See what you can find. I want him to be more scared of us than he is 
of them, whoever the bloody hell they are. So if we can surprise him with 
information he doesn’t expect us to have it’s all good.” 

A thought occurred to Diego. “I have hees IP address, I can take a look 
remotely at hees home PC. See what is on thees?” 

“Bonzer, Diegs. Let Non and I know if you find anything.” 

As Diego switched off the call on the large desk phone and concentrated 
on his PC Michael heard Isabelle walk in and turned to see Tony behind her. 
They looked serious. He raised his eyebrows and the look he got in return 
made him immediately follow them back out of the door. Once outside he 
looked questioningly at Isabelle. 

“What’s the matter?” 

She glanced at Tony and he nodded at her. “You know Mai went miss- 
ing?” 

“I thought he was in Australia?” 

“He was. But he’s back.” She paused and searched for the words but 
Tony saw the impatience gathering in Michael’s face and weighed in. 

“Mai went out to Oz to get a break from Terri. She’s been driving every- 
one mental. Since ‘e left she’s been drivin’ Drew mental. Turned up ‘ere yes- 
terday and made a scene. Drew asked me to take ‘er to Nick. We’ve all been 
calling Mai for a week and nuffink.” 

Michael sighed. Along with everyone else he’d been appalled when Mai 
had announced he was marrying Terri. He’d had more than one discussion 
with Pip St John Hawes about it. He also knew that Pip wanted him to offer 
Malcolm a job in the Laughton’s team. To date he hadn’t had the heart to 
tell him that Mai’s medical report was so dire there was no way he could use 
him, but he was very aware that Mai was an integral part of Drew’s support 
system. And keeping Drew on an even keel was priority. So he’d fobbed Pip 
and Mai off. But the time was approaching when they’d have to know. 

Unfortunately Michael was under no illusion that if Mai’s response was 
to disappear off on some foolhardy escapade and get himself into trouble 
Drew would drop everything to go and help him. No matter what Michael 
threatened him with. And of course Tony knew that too. Better than Mi- 
chael. His face was serious as he continued. 

“Then yesterday when I took Drew ‘ome Mai was there.” 

Michael was about to smile in relief but Tony’s face got grimmer. “What 
happened?” 
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“He were in the process of screwing Drew’s sister.” 

Michael’s mouth opened involuntarily. “Good God. How?” 

Tony shook his head. “Mai says he looked ‘er up coz he wanted to try 
an’ mend a few bridges for Drew an’ Caz. Soon as they clapped eyes on each 
other that were it.” 

“So it’s serious then?” 

Isabelle nodded. “Mai says he’s calling things off with Terri.” Leaning 
back against the wall Michael looked hard at Isabelle. 

“Has Drew talked to you? Either of you?” He was met with shaking 
heads. Eventually it was Tony who spoke. 

“Nah. An’ I had no chance to talk to Non before they left, neiver. She’s 
dealing with him on her own, God help the poor mare.” Pulling himself off 
the wall Michael sighed. It was the way of things. Just when you really didn’t 
need it to life threw a damn great spanner in the works. It was surprising how 
often that spanner happened to be Malcolm St John Hawes. Although if he 
hadn’t screwed up the last time Michael may never have got Drew to the UK 
at all. He imagined what Manon was having to cope with. 

“Right. Well there’s nothing we can do. Let’s just hope no one gets in his 
way. Particularly Manon.” He looked up as K’s head came around the door 
to the team room, his eyes wide. 

“Michael.” 

Walking quickly back into the team room Michael stopped in horror at 
the image on the big screen above Diego’s desk. “Lord in heaven!” 

K’s voice was low. “It’s all over his hard drive apparendy. And this is 
comparatively mild.” Isabelle turned away, sickened, and walked quickly out 
of the room but Michael was more preoccupied with the sight of Col. He 
was utterly transfixed. 

Michael turned and yelled at Diego. “Get that filth off the screen, Diego. 
For God’s sake. NOW!” 

It was a calculated risk for Drew. He had to sleep and there was nowhere 
to do it but in the car. If he didn’t then there was a possibility he could black 
out, which had happened once or twice when he’d pushed it. It didn’t last 
long, but it’d be long enough to cause a problem. Particularly if he was driv- 
ing them up the Trollstigen at the time. 

When he told Manon to sit tight in the cafe where they’d taken up resi- 
dence while he went back to the car to make a few calls she didn’t question 
him. In fact as he set the timer on his phone, relaxed back into the drivers’ 
seat and prepared for the swift descent into sleep he reflected that she was 
incredibly easy to be around. 
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It was the last thing he remembered thinking. Then he was out and gone. 

Left in the cafe Manon looked down at her phone as it lit up on the table 
and saw Johnny Makin’s number. She’d ignored three voice mails from him 
already so it was probably time to deal with things. And there was no time 
like the present. Seeing as Drew had fortuitously left her alone. 

“Alright, Johnny.” 

“Manon! Where are you? This is an international call isn’t it?” 

She wasn’t bothering with any more bullshit. “Johnny, I saw Greg.” 

“I know. I haven’t seen him this happy since — ” 

“I’m not changing my statement. If he wants to contradict my evidence 
then that’s up to him but I’m not lying for him.” There was a stunned silence 
and then Johnny recovered himself. 

“Well, obviously something’s happened since you saw him because Greg 
was very sure that you’d agreed to help.” 

“No. I never told him I’d agreed to it. And I’m not going to. So there’s no 
reason for us to talk again. Goodbye, Johnny.” She switched the phone off 
and took a deep breath in through her nose. She felt cleaner. She wasn’t sur- 
prised when the phone rang again almost immediately. She was so sure it was 
Johnny Makin that she didn’t even look at the number as she answered it. 

“Listen, toss chops, if you call again — ” 

“Is that, Non?” The accent was Australian and female. Manon took a 
sharp breath as she recognised Caz Rydstrom’s voice, “This is Caz Rydstrom, 
Drew’s sister.” 

“Sorry, thought you were someone else.” 

“No worries. Umm, I’m sorry to call you but Drew’s mobile is ringing 
out.” Manon frowned as she listened to Caz. 

“It’s probably engaged. He’s making a few calls on it.” 

There was a pause. 

“No, it’s definitely ringing out,” Caz sighed and her voice was lower, “an- 
yway, I know it was a bloody nightmare yesterday and I’m really sorry about 
that. But whatever my brother’s told you about me I promise you this is dif- 
ferent. And Mai says that if you ask Drew to call him he might listen to you.” 

“Me? I doubt that.” She heard the disappointment in Caz’s voice. And 
then what sounded like exhaustion. 

“Oh. I see. Well would you just ask him to give me a call? If he’s calmed 
down?” 

“Of course I will, no problem,” the edge of desperation in Caz’s voice 
jabbed at Manon and she sighed too. “And look I can’t promise anything but 
I’ll try and get him to call Mai, OK?” 
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The gratitude was genuine and heartfelt. 

“Oh, you beauty. Thanks, Non. Thanks so much.” Manon carefully took 
the phone from her ear and looked at it. Quite why Mai thought she had 
any influence with Drew she wasn’t sure. She had a pretty good idea how 
the conversation was likely to go. And it ended with a silent, icy stare. But it 
wouldn’t cost her anything to try. 

She found that Caz’s assertion that Drew’s phone was ringing out 
was bothering her. She was probably wrong, but the little niggle of doubt 
wouldn’t quit. So she pulled up Drew’s mobile number and called it. When 
she heard the phone ring out and the voicemail kick in she was on her feet 
immediately. 

Outside in the street she could see the car way up the road but the light 
reflecting off the windscreen meant she couldn’t see if he was inside. It 
didn’t get any better the closer she got. She was right at the window before 
she saw him clearly. He was slumped in the driver’s seat, his belt securely 
fastened, chin on his chest. 

Manon stared at him in horror searching for the bullet wound she was 
convinced could be the only explanation. When she failed to see any tell-tale 
blood she grabbed for the door handle, but it was locked. She yanked fruit- 
lessly at it, so hard she made the whole car sway drunkenly. The fact that it 
still didn’t have any effect on the motionless body in the car just confirmed 
for her that he was probably dead already. But it didn’t stop her slamming the 
palm of her hand repeatedly onto the window next to him. 

“DREW? DREW! Oh Christ, DREW!” 

She looked around for something to break the window and saw a waste 
bin a short distance down the road. As she half-ran towards it her mind 
churned through the possibilities: heart attack, stroke, fit, brain-haemor- 
rhage. She tried to remember her CPR. And she’d need to get his deadweight 
out of the car first which, considering the size of him, was likely to be a 
Herculean task in itself. 

Meanwhile, inside the car up the street Drew’s phone alarm went off. 
He surfaced hard the way he always did and felt the pressure across his chest 
as he threw himself forward and the seatbelt tensioners caught his weight. 
Opening his eyes he groped to remember where he was, reaching to switch 
his alarm off and his phone back on. Looking out of the windscreen he 
could see some activity down the street. Then he realised it was Manon, and 
she appeared to be lugging a bin up the road. He frowned and released his 
belt, opened the car door and stepped out, smoothing down his tie as Manon 
looked up and saw him. She seemed utterly astonished. 

“You alright, Non?” 


353 


Manon had to shake her head in disbelief. There was quite clearly sod-all 
wrong with him. She saw him look at the wire bin in her hand and back at her 
questioningly. Manon opened her mouth and then thought better of it and 
shut it again. She’d never seen anyone give a more convincing impression of 
a corpse before and her intuition told her whatever was going on here wasn’t 
likely to be covered by a one line explanation. In which case it would keep. 
Putting the bin down on the pavement she brushed her hands off. 

“We need to go don’ we?” 

Drew looked at his watch. “We could get going...” He looked curiously 
at her again but she didn’t seem to want to meet his eyes. He was about to 
ask her what the problem was when his phone rang. “Mike? Got any news?” 
“Yes. I think we’ve found out why Venlu is being blackmailed.” 

“Hang on, we’ll get in the car and I’ll put you on speaker.” It was cold 
inside the car and Manon hugged herself as Drew switched the phone to 
speaker and held it between them, “Go ahead, Mike.” 

“Diego looked at the man’s hard disk and it’s full of child porn. Thou- 
sands of images.” Manon and Drew looked at each other in shared horror. 
Drew’s voice was low. 

“Sick fuck. His wife’s a bloody childminder.” 

Michael’s muttered oath echoed through the car. 

“Get what you can from him and then we’ll get the Norwegian police 
to pick him up.” 

“Too bloody right, mate. We’re heading up there now.” 

“Keep your eyes open. He knows what’s likely to happen to him if some- 
one finds these images.” Drew started the engine and shook his head. His 
voice heavy with threat. 

“Well someone just did. And I intend to make the bastard suffer.” 

But it turned out Drew wasn’t the only one. 
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TVENTV-FIVE 


Trond Venlu walked down the last few steps and onto the viewing platform. 
It was a litde before four o’clock but the last thing he wanted was for them 
to turn up early and think he wasn’t coming. He had no doubt that the big 
Australian his wife had liked so much would be on their doorstep the second 
he believed he had been stood up. And it wasn’t worth the risk. 

The temperature had dropped since the morning and a bank of cloud 
rolled in which meant the very top of the jagged peak was hidden from view. 
Trond could feel the moisture in the cold air as he walked out onto the glass 
fronted steel promontory and looked down the valley. 

It was the last few days of the season and there were no cars to be seen 
on the hairpins of the Trollstigen below him. By the time October came 
around the tourists had melted away. Plus it was getting late and the light was 
poor. The Trollstigen wasn’t a road you wanted to tackle in these conditions 
if you didn’t know it well. And even if you did it only took a stray boulder or 
rock to cause major problems. Neither was unusual. 

Turning around he noticed that another man had joined him on the plat- 
form. He was short and stocky, although that was most likely exacerbated 
by the heavily quilted North Face jacket he was wearing. The tight woolly 
hat on his head was pulled low onto his brow and over his ears and he kept 
his hands pushed deep into his pockets as he strolled along the platform, 
looking over the edge. 

Trond watched him walk away and cast his eyes back up the walkway 
towards the car park. There was only one route down onto the platform so 
there was no way he could miss them. For a moment he allowed himself to 
dwell on what was likely to happen to that beautiful girl when the men who 
had originally threatened him caught up with them. But he didn’t waste much 
energy on it. The important thing was that nothing disrupted what he had. 
Because it was an ideal set up. More than he had dared to hope for. Leaning 
back against the transparent barrier he raised his shoulders against the cold 
and concentrated on the walkway. 

Drew heard Manon let out a long breath as he pulled the Volvo to a stop 
at the roadside. He had felt her tension like a coiled spring next to him, in- 
creasing in intensity from the moment the sheer wall of rock that comprised 
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the Trollstigen hove into view ahead of them again. The fact that she hadn’t 
spoken a word as he’d gendy negotiated every one of the eleven hairpin 
bends, choosing instead to sit rigidly in her seat, was an indication of how 
genuinely terrifying she found the drop. 

Despite the relieved exhalation Drew noticed the hand she had braced 
against the central armrest between them still had its index and middle fin- 
gers tightly crossed. Switching off the ignition Drew leant over and gently 
uncrossed them for her, raising his eyebrows. 

“Relax. I haven’t lost a passenger yet.” 

Manon’s eyes were still wary as she looked back. “Just promise me we’re 
not going down again.” 

He shook his head. “No worries. Once we’re done here it’s back to 
Alesund.” He took a breath himself, “Alright then. You ready?” She nodded 
at Drew in reply and climbed out of the car. 

There was dankness in the air as they crossed the deserted road and it 
chilled her straightaway. They’d already spotted the platform from the car 
and as they walked briskly down towards it she realised how exposed it was. 
And she wasn’t the only one. Drew’s head was swivelling around with every 
step. 

“You got your Sig with you, Drew?” 

“Scandinavian’s Club class is pretty good, but even they draw the line 
at one of those.” Manon acknowledged she’d been hoping for a different 
answer. Whether it was the chill in the air or her intuition she didn’t know, 
but she couldn’t help shivering. 

From a lay-by further up the road Arvind watched Drew and Manon 
cross in front of him and disappear from view as they walked down towards 
the platform. Seeing Manon again made the uncharacteristic anger rise in 
him once more. Arvind had always maintained a professional distance from 
everyone and everything he was involved with, and he had never allowed 
loyalty to get in the way. But this time Harald’s death and Hakon’s increas- 
ingly volatile outbursts were getting to him. Arvind’s control seemed to be 
slipping slightly. Over everything. 

He had a gathering sense that events were taking on a momentum of 
their own, and the tighter he tried to get a grip on them the faster they sped 
away from him. And the angrier he became. It was there in the unusual 
satisfaction he had taken in bludgeoning Leonard Whitney’s head against 
the steering wheel. For the first time it had felt personal. That professional 
distance had been eroded. 

And seeing Manon had just made it evaporate altogether. The man in 
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the driver’s seat next to him pulled a packet of crisps from the door pocket 
and tore them open, pushing them into his mouth noisily. Arvind snapped at 
him in Norwegian to stop behaving like a pig. The man obediendy screwed 
up the packet without a word and stuffed it back into the door pocket out 
of sight. 

Arvind thought of Harald. How reliable and solid he had been. This 
man came recommended, but he was never going to measure up. Thankfully 
he knew Jens Grune would. He was always reliable. Pulling out his mobile 
phone he decided to let him know they were on their way. 

Jens Grune watched Trond Venlu lean back against the barrier and took 
his hand out of his pocket. Target one was acquired at least. And considering 
how last minute the call had been Arvind should consider himself lucky to 
get one out of three. If he’d taken the Hong Kong flight today as he’d origi- 
nally planned to then they would have had to find someone else. 

He unzipped his jacket and felt inside to check the Beretta was in place. 
It was important not to be fucking about looking for it. Because as quiet as 
the viewing platform was he still needed to be done and back up to the car 
where Arvind and the driver were waiting for him as fast as possible. 

Grune had done more than a few jobs for Arvind over the years and he 
was a good client. Never dickered over the price and always paid on time. 
Plus he was clean and efficient. Usually. Which made this job all the more 
odd. Considering the planning which had gone into the Hong Kong con- 
tract he’d been astonished to get the call asking him to fit in this one at such 
short notice. And Arvind didn’t seem his usual ice-cold self either. But extra 
money was always welcome just before Christmas. The horses his daughter 
insisted on keeping were eating him out of house and home. 

Glancing down at his watch he saw it was a minute past four. Grune’s 
eyes scanned the walkway above, his peripheral vision aware of the position 
of Trond Venlu behind him. He knew he was looking for a man and a wom- 
an, but there hadn’t been time to get him a photograph. Not that it mattered. 
Trond Venlu knew what they looked like. He’d pick them out for him. That 
was all he needed. 

Feeling his phone vibrate he retrieved it from his inside pocket and read 
Arvind’s text and felt the slight jolt of adrenalin which no matter how many 
jobs he did, still ran through him. Then he replaced the phone in his jacket 
pocket, and waited. 

“He’s not coming, Drew.” Manon gritted her teeth and looked around 
in frustration and then up at Drew. His clear eyes reflected what was left of 
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the failing light as he glanced around and shoved his hands deeper into the 
pockets of his overcoat. He caught a movement to his right and picked out a 
couple heading off along the rock. Squinting at them in the poor light Drew 
realised there was a path. 

“Is that another path? Where does that go?” 

Manon walked quickly to the very edge of the viewing platform and 
looked down. From there the long walkway down to the new viewing plat- 
form which jutted out sculpturally over the void was clearly visible. And so 
was the figure of Trond Venlu in the distance. “Shit. There’s another plat- 
form. He’s down there.” 

“Oh, for Christ’s sake. Come on.” 

Trond Venlu had begun to wonder whether the Australian and his friend 
had been intercepted already. The thought was so appealing that he turned 
in relief away from the man in the woolly hat and looked out again over the 
ravine. At the same time Jens Grune looked up to see two people making 
their way along the walkway, right on time. 

He took a deep breath and flexed his fingers, keeping them warm and 
mobile. It was so easy to seize up. He saw the man walked slightly ahead of 
the woman, glancing back occasionally to check she was still with him. Nei- 
ther was dressed properly for walking. Certainly not in Norway in October. 
As they took the last steps down onto the platform and walked across be- 
hind him he turned. They approached the final long finger of the jetty above 
the void where Trond Venlu was looking out. Then they both stopped and 
the woman hesitated. 

Grune didn’t actually hear the greeting the man gave to Trond Venlu, but 
he didn’t need to. As soon as Trond turned around to the couple it was the 
signal he needed. Grune turned too and began walking briskly towards them, 
his hand closing over the Beretta and drawing it out smoothly. 

Trond Venlu did see the barrel of the gun, elongated by its silencer and 
opened his mouth to scream out, but the bullet was already exiting the back 
of his head in a bolus of tissue and bone fragments. Grune heard the wom- 
an gurgle as she twisted in terror to face him and grabbed at her companion 
who immediately threw himself between her and the gun to protect her. Not 
that it did either of them any good. 

Grune dispatched the man with a headshot and watched the woman 
freeze in horror in front of him and fall to her knees. Then he killed her too. 
She collapsed sideways, her long hair puddling next to her along with the 
blood, joining the men in wide-eyed oblivion on the floor. 

Grune looked down in satisfaction. It may not have been well-planned, 
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but it had been well-executed. All that remained was to quickly and simply 
dispose of the bodies and the gun in the ravine below. He just hoped Hong 
Kong went as smoothly. There was a noise as the muscles in the woman’s 
hand relaxed and something fell from her grasp. 

Walking closer Grune saw a small camera lying next to her. He frowned 
and looked harder at the man, kneeling down towards him. His grey hair was 
short and there were binoculars around his neck. And a plastic wallet with 
a map in it. Grune heard the alarm bells ringing in his mind and realised he 
could be in trouble. 

Drew rounded the corner, Manon close behind him and his eyes flicked 
around, taking in the scene. Hearing their approach Grune swung back and 
to his feet, lifting the gun to fire. Manon saw the three dead bodies on the 
ground and the muzzle of the gun train its way towards them and felt the 
world slowing to a stop. She tensed for the impact of the shots she knew was 
inevitable, but she’d reckoned without Drew. 

Grune just had time to register the big man in front of him, but not 
enough time to pull the trigger before Drew exploded at him. Manon could 
only stand and watch in awe as Drew attacked the gunman with overwhelm- 
ing force. Barrelling into him, grabbing the gun, pointing it harmlessly away 
from them and twisting the man around it until he yelled out. Then he 
smashed his elbow backwards into Grune’s face as he released the weapon. 

Disarmed and disoriented, Grune staggered backwards and Drew fol- 
lowed him, tossing the gun into his left hand, freeing his right to punch him 
viciously once, and then again in the face until the blood sprayed away from 
him, and he collapsed onto the ground. Unhurriedly transferring the gun 
into his right hand again Drew grabbed Grune by the scruff of the neck 
and dragged him to his feet, forcing him against the barrier, the gun pressed 
into his temple. He didn’t look back at Manon but she could see the utter 
ruthlessness in his eyes and there was no hint of exertion in his voice. 

“I wanted to speak to that bloke. So now I have to speak to you instead. 
I suggest you start talking.” He forced the gun harder against the other man’s 
temple, but Grune spat a mouthful of blood at him and swore in Norwegian. 

Drew screwed his eyes up and pulled away as the blood sprayed at him. 
Then he looked back at the man and raised his eyebrows. 

“Don’t speak English?” The gunman shook his head and looked balefully 
at Drew who nodded back, “Allow me to translate for you.” Then he pulled 
the gun away from the man’s head and shot him in the foot. Grune screamed 
in agony and doubled up but Drew yanked him brutally back upright and 
pushed his face closer to him. “Do we understand each other now?” 

Grune gasped but still said nothing. He wasn’t a particularly brave man, 
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but the shocking pain of the bullet which had torn the front of his foot off 
had the benefit of rendering him temporarily speechless. He glanced back up 
the mountainside, and Drew had the sense he was expecting someone. There 
was no time for niceties. He shook him violendy and his voice was clear. 

“The next one’s in the knee and the one after that’s in the balls. Now 
who hired you?” 

Grune clamped his jaw shut and noticed out of the corner of his eye 
that his phone was lying on the ground several feet away. One of Drew’s 
killer punches had torn it out of his jacket. He needed to get a message to 
Arvind. Drew watched Grune ’s face close up. 

“Your choice, mate.” 

Grune stared mutinously back and registered Manon move slightly to- 
wards them. Drew’s eyes flicked to her. The sight of her shocked expression 
bringing him up short for an instant. Grune watched, identified the split-sec- 
ond of apparent distraction and decided to take his opportunity. 

He lunged for the gun, twisting under Drew’s weight, his shoulder lead- 
ing the charge, trying to pivot Drew off balance. Drew reacted instinctively 
and immediately, neutralising the attack and slamming the man back even 
harder against the barrier. Then he shook his head slowly and deliberately. 

“Don’t fuck about. I’ve met people who’ve been kneecapped. They tell 
me there’s no relief from it, no matter what they give you.” Grune finally 
found his voice. 

“Get it over with or fuck off.” 

Without a moment’s hesitation Drew pointed the Beretta at the man’s 
knee and fired. 

Even with the silencer the sound of the gun echoed around them, to- 
gether with the agonised scream as Grune’s kneecap splintered into frag- 
ments and he sagged in Drew’s grip. In the intense silence which followed 
the gaping maw of the ravine seemed to be spectating, open-mouthed along 
with Manon. Drew’s voice was terse. 

“Balls next.” 

Grune closed his eyes, tried not to sob and decided he had to give him 
something. 

“It’s just a cash job.” 

“For who? Regular customer?” 

“No. Never before.” 

Drew shook his head at the corpses. “And never again after this clus- 
terfuck.” 

He assessed the agonised man and decided it was unlikely he was going 
to get anything more out of him. He needed to be interrogated and this 
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was no place to do that Once the police picked him up then they’d have an 
opportunity to track where he’d come from and who was paying. The longer 
they stood there the more likely it was that someone was going to turn up. 
And whether they were the hitman’s mates or terrified walkers, Drew wanted 
to avoid them. 

He threw the man on the ground and pulled his overcoat straight. Then 
he looked at Manon. 

“We need to get out of here,” she watched him scan the bodies on the 
floor, “there’s nothing we can do for this lot.” Manon took a last look back 
at the bleeding, gasping gunman and his victims before she felt Drew’s hand 
in the small of her back, the pistol still grasped in his other as together they 
climbed back up the walkway. 

Manon’s thighs started to burn as Drew encouraged her forward, cov- 
ering the ground as quickly as he could. He knew it was going to take the 
gunman a heroic effort to get himself back up the mountainside but that 
didn’t mean it was a good idea for them to hang around. 

On the platform Grune gritted his teeth against the pain and began to 
drag himself painfully across the cold surface towards the mobile phone 
lying by the dead woman. Punching up Arvind’s text he called the number. 
Arvind heard Grune’s heavy breathing and felt a rush of alarm. 

“Why are you calling?” 

“There was a problem. The man and the woman are still alive. I need 
help to get back to you.” The rush of fury stained the mortuary pallor of 
Arvind’s neck and face with livid red welts. 

“Where are they?” 

“Heading back to you. But I’m shot, I need a doctor.” 

Arvind’s voice was icy. 

“I finish it first.” Grune began to shout back that he couldn’t wait but 
Arvind had already disconnected the call. Grune looked at the phone in 
desperation then around at the sightless eyes of the corpses with which he 
shared the viewing platform. Collapsing back onto the ground he looked up 
at the grey sky and hoped that when Arvind caught up with the big Austral- 
ian bastard he’d make sure he suffered before he killed him. 

Manon had never been so grateful to see a Volvo in her life. Her legs 
were now so exhausted that they were shivering jelly underneath her. Drew’s 
hand in her back had become his arm around her, lifting her over the ground, 
taking her weight as he pressed her on up the mountain and the light faded. 

As they emerged onto the road and crossed it Drew opened the car with 
the key fob and it lit up. Letting go of Manon he pulled off his overcoat as 
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she leant against the bonnet in exhaustion. Throwing it into the backseat he 
closed the door again and looked at Manon’s heaving chest as she unbut- 
toned her mac. 

“Come on, we need to go.” 

“Alright, just — ” 

Drew was about to slide behind the wheel when the sound of a car 
cut through the stillness. He paused, looked around and saw lights coming 
towards them down the hill. Manon was struggling to drag her arm out of 
her coat. 

When the first shot hit the ground feet from them Drew dived for her, 
pushing her head down and flattening her onto the floor as he covered her 
with his own body. For a moment Manon thought she’d been hit by the car 
such was the force of Drew taking her down. 

As the car sped past them and he heard the brakes squeal it to a stop 
again Drew picked her up bodily and pushed her around to the passenger 
seat, shouting at her. 

“Get in the car and keep your head down.” 

Manon didn’t need telling twice. She threw herself into the passenger 
seat and slammed the door as Drew did the same next to her. He started the 
engine and gunned it, threw the wheel over and watched the headlights of 
the other car as it headed back up the road at them. She watched him deftly 
unscrew the silencer from the Beretta then, holding the gun in one hand and 
the steering wheel in the other he floored the accelerator and headed directly 
at the oncoming car in the direction they’d come. 

“Drew? Drew, what the fuck are you doing?” 

“Keep your head down.” 

Manon knew she should do as she was told but she was transfixed. The 
light was low, but there was still enough to see the sheer drop down to the 
yawning ravine. And they were now playing chicken on the edge of it. 

In the other car Arvind watched the bonnet of the Volvo heading to- 
wards him and flared his nostrils grimly. He felt the driver hesitate and shout- 
ed in Norwegian at him. 

“Drive. DRIVE!” The man glanced back in shock but did as he was told, 
gripping the wheel more tightly as he committed his foot to the Volkswa- 
gen’s throttle and the Golf jolted forward. 

In the Volvo Manon felt the violence of their acceleration as Drew 
pushed the car hard up through the gears, then the blast of air as he wound 
down the window and leant the gun out of it. As the distance between 
them closed Manon recognised the cadaverous features of Arvind Barstad 
through the windscreen of the other car. Her voice was desperate. 
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“It’s him. He’s a fucking headcase, Drew, he isn’t going to stop.” 

Drew ignored her and continued to drive head-on at the oncoming Golf. 
With feet before impact the driver of the Golf blinked first, swerving to one 
side and throwing Arvind off balance so he missed his shot. Drew took his 
opportunity, firing several times into their windscreen which shattered as the 
Volvo hurtled past it and on down the Trollstigen. 

Arvind watched the windscreen shatter and raised his arms to cover his 
face briefly before punching out the crazed glass with the gun in his hand. 
The driver braked hard, the panic clear on his face as Arvind turned to him. 

“Turn this thing around and get after them,” Arvind saw the fear in the 
young man’s eyes and stuck his chin out at him. “You know this road. He 
doesn’t.” He watched the man respond to his marginally more encouraging 
tone. 

“Alright. Okay. Okay.” He slammed the car into first gear with new de- 
termination. He was a good driver, good enough to have done his share of 
rallying. But that didn’t usually involve being shot at. And when his uncle had 
got him this job he was fairly confident that hadn’t been in the description. 
However, the man in the Volvo might be the better shot, but he was the 
better driver. And on the Trollstigen that was what mattered. 

Drew looked in the rear view mirror and saw the brake lights flash as the 
car turned and headed after them down the road. As the first of the hairpin 
bends approached he looked across at Manon and registered the blank terror 
on her face. 

“Non, listen to me, this is important. If we roll then fold your arms 
across you okay? You’ve got a better chance of keeping them if you do. Now 
make sure your belt’s done up and hold onto something.” Manon reached 
for the seatbelt. Then she looked at the bend ahead and felt the force of 
the momentum carrying them towards it. The knowledge of the void that 
lay beyond it prompted a fresh wave of sickening fear and involuntarily she 
grabbed Drew’s arm which seemed to be making a cake with the gearstick. 
He shook his head at her. 

“No, not that, I need that.” Then she felt him wrench the handbrake up 
and the whole car slid sideways towards the edge of the cliff. 

Manon’s mouth opened but before she had a chance to scream Drew 
slammed the power back on and the car rocked upright as they tore down 
the next straight. Without the protection of the seatbelt Manon’s shoulder 
smashed against the passenger door, tearing at the steri strips across the 
wound Arvind had given her as she was thrown against it, but she hardly 
noticed. She was already focussed utterly on the next wall of jagged rock 
they were approaching at suicidal speed. 
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Drew looked up at the rear view mirror and saw he’d gained something 
but not enough. He watched as the Golf skidded sideways around the bend 
behind them and bounced over the road surface as the driver hit the throttle 
again. Pressing the accelerator hard to the floor Drew tried to remember the 
sequence of bends as they’d come up. But before he could there was the 
sound of shots and the back window exploded behind them. 

Drew ducked and the car swerved. He accelerated to correct them and 
changed down a gear, the engine roaring at him. He glanced across at Manon 
but she was like a statue, eyes fixed and staring ahead of her. Not even 
the gunshots seemed to be penetrating the personal Trollstigen hell she was 
trapped in. 

Watching the Volvo career back and forth across the road Arvind squint- 
ed against the rush of air through the empty windscreen and aimed again. 
The headlights illuminated the headrests and the top of Drew’s head but the 
erratic way he was weaving the car back and forth was making it impossible 
to get a clear shot. Arvind shouted to the driver again. 

“Get me closer. Get alongside.” 

Drew reached into the door pocket where he’d stowed the gun and bal- 
anced it on his shoulder, shooting out of the hole where the back window 
had been. To his satisfaction he heard the squeal as the Golf slammed on its 
brakes and skidded slighdy. When he saw the next bend rushing up to him 
though. Drew had run out of hands. 

There was no chance to handbrake it so he gritted his teeth as the Vol- 
vo shuddered and struggled for grip in the dampness. The anti-lock brakes 
went off like a machine gun and he looked along the dashboard to see what 
he could disable to allow him to drive the car rather than the bloody thing 
driving itself. 

There was a grinding as he caught the wing on the bare rock, slowing 
their momentum and then the acceleration bounced them back off again. 
Better prepared and with his adrenalin pumping the driver behind threw the 
car down two gears and feathered the throttle, floating the Golf around the 
hairpin making up half a length on the Volvo as both cars accelerated flat out 
again down the straight. Arvind shouted loudly. 

“GO. GO, get alongside him.” Nodding, the young man dropped a gear 
again and swerved to the inside. Drew watched the lights gaining and threw 
the Volvo across to cut him off but the Golf was already on the back axle. 
Despite braking hard the driver couldn’t get out of the way fast enough and 
the Volvo rang with the jolt of the collision. Drew fought the steering as the 
car veered towards the edge and back again as the Golf revved and changed 
tack, forcing its way up the other side. He shouted to the immobile Manon. 


364 


“Hang on.” 

Drew swung the steering hard across and heard the wing of the Golf 
smash into them just behind the D-pillar as he pressed the other driver closer 
to the edge. Undeterred, the Golf driver forced his way further up alongside 
the car. Manon shrank away from the door as the Golf’s driver crashed the 
wing repeatedly into it, budding the steel until she could see daylight leach- 
ing between the seals. 

Drew gave as good as he got, but the sound of shots forced him to dis- 
engage, braking and changing down hard as the next bend approached and 
the Golf backed off too, setting up for the hairpin. 

Seeing the Volvo struggle to find grip, pivoting over the loose shale on 
the outside of the hairpin the Golf driver suddenly decided to take a chance 
and turned into the bend earlier, off-roading up and down across the rocky 
scrub and cutting the corner. The Golf rocked and bounced but it was noth- 
ing compared to some of the terrain he’d taken in a rally car. 

Arvind was less prepared and he fell heavily against the dashboard, 
smacking his forehead and almost dropping the gun. He recovered himself 
in time to realise that Harald’s apparendy useless replacement had exceeded 
all expectations. As Drew accelerated again out of the bend the Golf hit the 
road in front of him, Arvind turning to fire out of the window. 

Swerving the Volvo to avoid the shots Drew felt the wheel clip the very 
edge of the road. It was too close for comfort even for him. As he swore 
loudly and reached for the gun again Manon still didn’t move. She found 
herself struck completely dumb, too helpless with fear to do anything at all 
except contemplate the feeling of plummeting over the edge. Because it was 
clear to her that was now utterly inevitable. The insane speed at which they 
were travelling was simply untenable. 

Drew juggled the gun, the wheel and the gearstick and felt the car howl 
at him in protest as he asked it to go above and beyond any call of duty. As 
he leant the gun out of the window and fired into the passenger side of the 
Golf Arvind ducked and then his gaunt features appeared again. He raised 
the gun and Drew braked and swerved once more. There was the crack of 
the pistol firing and then the windscreen shattered. Blinded, Drew reached 
forward to punch the glass out. The Golf driver suddenly braked too, al- 
lowing Drew to speed past them. Then, choosing his moment, the driver 
rammed the edge of the Volvo’s rear bumper hard. 

Drew felt the Volvo jack-knife and begin to spin and skid as he pumped 
the footbrake and steered desperately into it. But the gathering dampness in 
the air and the speed at which they were travelling made controlling it all but 
impossible. Arvind waved a hand at the driver. 
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“Watch out for him.” 

He braked immediately to keep them clear of the spinning car and 
Arvind watched in satisfaction as the battered Volvo swung end on end 
down the road. 

Inside it Drew and Manon were thrown heavily around, everything 
that wasn’t battened down flying with them. Drew felt Manon’s body flung 
against him and then a massive impact as the rear end of the car finally 
met the low retaining wall at the edge of the road, the engine automatically 
cutting out. 

The car rolled as if it was in a heavy swell, the pitch within a fraction of 
unrecoverable, the offside tyres lifting perilously off the road before finally 
crashing back down firmly. The violent deceleration threw Manon and Drew 
in the opposite direction, knocking her breath out as she landed against the 
passenger door. Buckled and warped after the beating it had taken from the 
Golf the door suddenly groaned and wrenched itself apart, giving way under 
her, swinging wide as she tumbled through it. 

Manon experienced a moment of complete weightlessness, a rush of air 
as she began to plummet into the yawning ravine, and then a jarring pain as 
Drew flung himself after her, his hands locking around her wrists like a pair 
of handcuffs, and she jolted to a stop. She looked down at her legs dangling 
helplessly in mid-air and then back up into Drew’s face. He was hanging 
awkwardly across the seat and she could see the car seemed to be tilted 
slightly against the retaining wall as she screamed at him. 

“D RE WWW!” 

“It’s okay.” He couldn’t hear himself over her petrified howling. 

“D RE WWW! D RE WWW!” 

“MANON!” Hearing him shout at her was like a slap in the face and 
Manon stopped instantly. Drew nodded into her eyes and sounded more 
reassuring than he felt. “I’ve got you. . .Alright? I’m not letting go. You’re 
okay. Just stay calm and I’ll pull you back up.” 

His complete lack of panic woke her up. Manon discovered that, having 
been frozen with terror at the thought of the sheer drop, now she was actu- 
ally hanging over it the fear had become her friend. The adrenalin amplified 
her strength and her determination. 

She looked back at Drew and his tie flapping in the wind. She could feel 
the ache in her sides already. How the hell he was going to pull her up she 
had no idea. But if he couldn’t she was finished. So she needed to do what- 
ever she could to help him. She swallowed hard and when she spoke Drew 
was gratified to hear the new determination in her voice. 

“What do you want me to do?” 
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Drew’s icy eyes concentrated hard on her. “As soon as you think you 
can grab something or get a foothold, yell. I’m going to need to change my 
grip on you to get you all the way.” He watched Manon nod and then took 
a breath. Ignoring the tension in his twisted back Drew braced his legs and 
knees where they were wedged under the dashboard and took the strain. 
Manon felt herself bob upwards and she twisted in his grip over the abyss. 
Drew paused and dragged her again until her head was level with the door 
sill and she shouted back. 

“I think I can reach the car.” 

“Use your right hand to grab it. Tell me when you’re ready.” Obediently 
Manon nodded back and Drew watched her bite her lip as she prepared 
to grab for the car. He’d begun to lessen the iron grip on her right hand in 
preparation when he heard her. 

“Now.” 

Releasing her hand Drew took the strain with the other as Manon 
grabbed onto the edge of the car. Just as her fingers closed around the metal 
Drew heard the shot ring out. Startled, Manon let go and Drew felt himself 
dragged down towards her as her entire weight transferred to his left hand. 
Tightening his grip powerfully as she screamed briefly beneath him Drew 
craned to see where the shot had originated. 

Arvind walked slowly down the road towards them, his pistol in his 
hand. The puckering at the corner of his mouth caused by the sight of 
Manon dangling helplessly was the closest he’d got to a smile for some time. 
Manon saw him approach and felt the panic begin to tremble in her again 
as she twisted. The ache in her wrist where Drew was hanging onto her was 
beginning to burn. 

As he paused and looked down at her Arvind’s voice was harsher than 
usual. 

“So. I think you have nowhere to run this time.” 

Manon looked back up into Drew’s face as Arvind continued to walk 
slowly towards the Volvo. Drew realised that he was as helpless as she was. 
There was nothing he could do while he was holding her, and letting go 
wasn’t an option. He racked his brains as Arvind’s steady footsteps crunched 
down the road towards them. Unless he could get Manon to some degree 
of safety they were both screwed. With a concentrated effort he swung her 
away from him and then used the momentum to haul her as far up towards 
the car as possible. 

Manon responded immediately, trying to grab for the sill of the car with 
her free hand just as Arvind arrived at the driver’s window behind Drew. 

He spat the words out. 
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“Let her go.” 

Drew turned his head slightly but didn’t look at Arvind. Just tightened 
his hold on Manon. As she swung back level with the footwell of the car 
again Manon saw the Beretta wedged under the passenger seat. With a punch 
of adrenalin she realised it was within reach. 

Arvind watched Drew ignore him and felt the anger bubbling up again. 
And he allowed it to interfere with his judgment. He knew he should just 
shoot them both, but he found he wanted to see the girl plummet to her 
death more badly than he had anything in a long, long time. Stepping for- 
ward he buried the pistol against the side of Drew’s head. 

“I said, let her go.” 

Drew took in a deep breath through his nose and then something in 
Manon’s frantic nod made him concentrate. Following her eyes he caught 
sight of the gun in the footwell. His practiced mind immediately began cal- 
culating the options. He acknowledged there was no way he could manage to 
keep hold of her, grab the gun and do anything useful with it before Arvind 
pulled the trigger of the pistol nestled against his skull. There was only one 
way it was going to do them any good, and that was if Manon could get 
to it. But hitting Arvind through the car would be a challenging shot for a 
marksman, let alone a girl dangling over a ravine. She was as likely to hit him 
as the bloke behind. 

But it was a chance. And more pertinendy it would appear to be their 
only chance. Drew’s voice was low but Manon could hear every word clearly, 
their meaning amplified and clarified by his eyes. 

“Alright, alright, mate. You win. I’m sorry, sweetheart, but there’s noth- 
ing I can do. I’m sorry it has to be you, but I reckon you’re going to have to 
shoot through.” 

Manon got it loud and clear. It was up to her. She swallowed and hoped 
to God she didn’t fuck it up. Drew felt the pistol pressed harder against 
his head as Manon nodded back at him. He focussed all his energy on the 
movement and strength necessary to haul her to the car. He didn’t know 
what type of pistol Arvind had, but he did know that a quarter of an inch 
of movement on the slide was enough to take most of them out of battery, 
and stall the first shot. So as he flexed his muscles he shoved his head hard 
sideways against the slide of the gun and wrenched Manon as hard as he 
could towards him. 

Taken by surprise Arvind toppled sideways as Manon hit the side of the 
car and grabbed for the Beretta. Seeing she’d got her hand to it Drew ducked 
hard, burying his head to give her the clearest shot possible as she swung 
back and the weight of her jolted up his arm again. 
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Manon saw Arvind begin to react and didn’t hesitate. Squeezing the trig- 
ger she was almost deafened by the noise of the gun firing and the kickback 
reverberated up her arm, but she held on and fired again. Drew heard the 
first shot as it winged Arvind’s shoulder, talcing a chunk of bone and tissue 
with it. 

Arvind staggered and turned to fire, but the second shot made him duck 
for cover and he began to back away from the car. The pain in his shoulder 
was visceral as he stumbled backwards, but he realised that as long as they 
were on the edge he still had a chance to ram them and shove them over. 
He decided to head back to the safety of the Golf as another shot rang out 
from Manon. 

Raising his head Drew called out to her. “Whoa, save it!” Then he con- 
centrated on dragging her bodily back into the car. As she scrambled grate- 
fully into the passenger seat and slammed the warped door as hard as she 
could she saw Arvind through the shattered windscreen, climbing back into 
the Golf parked a short distance up the road. It suddenly jolted forward and 
took off towards them again. 

“Oh shit, he’s coming back, he’s going to ram us. Is this thing driveable?” 
Drew flexed his cramped hand and reached for the key to start the engine 
again as he saw the Golf pick up speed. The car roared into life and Drew 
swung the wheel, taking off down the road in front of it. 

This time things were different though. As Drew handbraked them 
around the corner Manon braced her foot against the chassis near the rat- 
tling door she’d fallen out of and turned the Beretta in her hand. Drew 
realised she’d dropped the clip out and was checking how many rounds were 
left. 

“Not much in here.” 

Then to Drew’s astonishment she twisted around and knelt up on the 
seat, looking out of the empty back window at the pursuing car. The Beretta 
was heavier than the plastic Glock she’d shot before but a gun was a gun. 
And compared to the first couple of shots this was a lot easier. Manon 
supported the gun as she’d been taught and squeezed off a round. She saw 
the nose of the Volkswagen dip to the tarmac as the driver braked. Unfor- 
tunately Drew turned into the next bend at the same time and she nearly fell 
into his lap. Drew grabbed for the handbrake and got a handful of Manon 
instead. He shoved her off him as she held onto the headrest for dear life. 

“Shit, Non. I can’t bloody drive when you’re sitting on me.” 

“I’m facing fucking backwards remember? You need to tell me when 
there’s a bend.” 

“It’s ALL bloody bends.” 
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Arvind saw Manon’s blonde head bob back up and felt the throb in his 
damaged shoulder where she’d shot him. He swore and fired at her. In the 
Volvo both Drew and Manon ducked down as the crack echoed through the 
car and Drew called out to her. “Aim for the tyres.” 

She took a while to raise her head again this time and for one heart-stop- 
ping moment he thought she’d been hit. Then he heard her. 

“Fuck. Fucking bastards. Right. Move over.” 

Manon straightened up and put one knee next to his thigh and the other 
on her seat so she was straddling the central armrest. With her centre of 
gravity lower she was far more stable. She concentrated hard on the front 
tyre of the pursuing car but the weaving Volvo was making it incredibly hard 
to aim. Drew caught a burning smell and knew it was the handbrake giving 
out. They were running out of options. He struggled to change gear around 
Manon wedged against him, his voice rising in exasperation. 

“For Christ’s sake, Non, just bloody shoot them will you? Either that or 
shoot me and get it over with.” Manon’s voice rose too. 

“You keep throwing this fucking car about, boyo, and you’re next, trust 
me.” She felt Drew steady the car for her, and then Manon narrowed her 
eyes and fired. 

The driver of the Golf felt the car go from under him the moment the 
tyre exploded. But any hope Arvind had that the young man could contain 
the situation was abruptly snuffed out as Manon’s second shot slammed into 
the driver’s chest. His body slumped sideways, the Golf careering straight 
towards the shaped concrete retaining wall at the edge of the road. 

The speed and angle of the car when it hit jumped it up and over the 
edge, the rear axle hanging precariously over the ravine. Arvind braced as 
the car shuddered to a halt. In the silence he felt the bobbing movement 
as it see-sawed on the wall. Drew immediately pulled the Volvo up. Manon 
kicked her wedged door open instandy and was out of the car, the gun raised 
as she ran back up the road towards the wrecked Golf. Drew leapt out and 
followed her. 

They both slowed as they approached the vehicle. Manon walked watch- 
fully around the front of the car, gun raised to cover them, taking in the 
dead driver. Arvind heard the footsteps and the fury eclipsed the pain of his 
broken ribs and his mangled shoulder. As she caught sight of him slumped 
in the passenger seat, the blood trickling from the side of his mouth Manon 
raised the gun higher, training it between Arvind’s vicious grey eyes. 

“Don’t even think about moving, you fucker,” Drew watched her level 
the gun at Arvind and move closer to the bumper. 

Arvind coughed slighdy and gasped at the pain it caused him as Manon 
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raised her eyebrows. “Looks like you know what pain feels like now.” Arvind 
grimaced malevolendy. “What about fear then, you bastard?” 

Drew narrowed his eyes at the implacable look in Manon’s and won- 
dered what she was going to do. Then he saw her reach her boot out to the 
front bumper of the Golf and give it an exploratory shove. The whole car 
rocked on the fulcrum of the retaining wall as Arvind shouted and swore in 
Norwegian. Manon raised her voice. 

“Who are you working for? Cheung? Did Cheung hire you?” Arvind 
looked at the sheer drop over his shoulder and then back at Manon and the 
gun trained on him through the empty windscreen. He pushed his hand 
with the pistol in it further out of sight. Manon bounced the car with her 
foot again and there was a rending sound as it slipped marginally closer to 
oblivion. 

“ALRIGHT!” Arvind shook his head. “I — I can’t shout, come and get 
me out and I’ll tell you what you want to know.” Manon frowned and flicked 
her eyes to Drew for advice. In the moment she looked away Arvind began 
to raise his own gun. As Manon looked to him Drew registered the move- 
ment from the car and shouted as he began to dive towards her. 

“NON!” 

In Drew’s experience nine out of ten people froze first. Whether it was 
training or instinct, Manon didn’t. At the sound of Drew’s voice Manon 
dropped to the ground heavily, the action jolting the cut on her arm as she 
heard Arvind’s gun firing. 

And then a cold fury took over. 

Rolling onto her side Manon stuck her boot out and kicked hard at the 
bumper of the Golf in front of her. She heard Arvind yell as he felt the car 
begin to move, but it didn’t deflect her. 

Drew watched her grit her teeth together as she aimed another kick at 
the bumper, then another, each harder than the last. For Sarah Grelsham, for 
Andrea Pedersen and for the poor bastards he’d skinned, again and again, 
shouting as she did and Arvind scrabbled at the door in panic, yelling and 
shouting. 

“Fuck — You — You — Fucking — Bastard!” And then the car finally top- 
pled off the wall, slithering backwards over the edge and sailing out into the 
thin, dank air. Arvind felt the ground disappear beneath him and Manon 
heard his scream of terror as the car plummeted downwards. 

Pushing herself to her feet and scrambling to the edge she was in time to 
watch the Golf make catastrophic contact with the ground, abruptly ending 
Arvind’s yelling. It crashed end over end as it hit the next stretch of road 
below, gathering momentum and pace on its inexorable journey to the valley 
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floor. As it cartwheeled across another stretch of carriageway Arvind’s body 
was thrown half-way out of the car before it began to barrel roll instead, 
tearing him in two, finally coming to rest in a smoking heap far away in the 
rushing, pristine waters escaping the Stigfossen waterfall. 

Drew stood for a moment and watched Manon stare down into the ra- 
vine, gun in her hand. Then he walked slowly across. Peering over the edge 
at the wrecked carcass of the Golf Drew turned the corners of his mouth 
down and shook his head. 

“Don’t reckon the warranty’s going to cover that.” 

He turned his eyes back to her and watched as the wind rushing up from 
the valley flipped Manon’s long blonde hair into her face. She didn’t look at 
him straightaway, just pushed it behind her ear with her left hand and unhur- 
riedly raised her right one, examining the Beretta, locating the external safety 
catch, and flicking it on. For a moment Drew wondered if she was okay. 
Then she looked back up at him and raised her eyebrows wryly, nodding past 
him towards the Volvo. 

“I think you can kiss goodbye to your deposit too.” 

Drew nodded as he followed her eyes. “Reckon you’re right there.” 

Manon turned away from the edge and Drew shoved his hands into his 
pockets, falling into step next to her as they walked silendy back down the 
road towards the car. She handed him the gun and then frowned as he took 
it and she looked at the wrecked Volvo, the panels battered and warped. 

“I din’ think a Volvo went that fast.” 

He stopped and she turned to face him. Drew searched her eyes. He 
wasn’t sure what he’d expected her to do, but considering what had just 
happened to her, he’d sure as hell expected something. Her calmness was 
beginning to unnerve him. He had no idea what to say. So he said the first 
thing that came into his head. 

“Well, that’s the fastest car in the world, Non.” 

She frowned at him sarcastically. 

“A Volvo?” 

He shook his head slowly and then his whole face lit up as he grinned 
at her. 

“No, mate, a rental.” 

It wasn’t that funny, but the utter stupidity of it seemed to break the 
armlock of tension Manon had been in since they’d driven up the Trollsti- 
gen. And to Drew’s relief she dissolved into helpless laughter, setting him 
off too until they were both silently shaking with it. 

When Manon finally took in a long breath and shook her head at him he 
straightened up and looked at his watch. “Come on, we should make it back 
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in time for a few beers before dinner.” 

“Y’know,” Manon narrowed her eyes, “I’m not sure I’m ready to get in a 
car with you again.” Drew looked back reproachfully and then his voice was 
soft as he leant his head towards her. 

“Relax. I haven’t lost a passenger yet.” 
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TWENTV-SIX 


Michael replaced the receiver gently and sat for a moment looking out at the 
lights of the City of London through his window. His Norwegian contact 
had always been a good man and he’d worked fast. 

Grandson of one of the toughest of the World War Two Norwegian 
resistance fighters Bjorn had already got the gunman under armed guard in 
hospital and the bodies from the car were on their way to the morgue for 
identification. Reading between the lines of Drew’s matter of fact account 
of his and Manon’s afternoon Michael had the feeling he was lucky it wasn’t 
them on their way to a Norwegian morgue. 

That Mrs Venlu had been spared the anguish of knowing she had lived 
with a paedophile who had preyed on her tiny charges in the most depraved 
way, he could only see as a blessing. And if the gunman in custody refused 
to answer their questions then the bodies at the bottom of the Trollstigen 
should provide more leads. 

God knew they needed them. Trond Venlu was gone and now Leonard 
Whitney had been found dead in his garage. But at the very least Drew and 
Manon had damaged whoever was behind this today. And that meant there 
was a good chance they’d be running. Michael stood up and stretched his 
back out and saw K appear in the doorway. 

“I have good news or bad news. I’m not sure which.” 

“Drew and Manon are still with us so I think we have to at least call 
today a draw.” 

“In that case,” K raised his eyebrows, “I’m about to put us ahead on 
points. I’ve got behind the shell companies and FL Lucente is a front. But 
Col and I can’t tie it to Triads.” Michael walked around and leant back against 
his desk. 

“Go on.” 

“However, we’ve also checked out Sebastiano Alesi. Now we know why 
Diego had such trouble getting into the Gyrescom network,” K handed Mi- 
chael a sheet of paper and watched him scan it, “he’s a hacker. Big league. 
Diego’s league. His real name is Sebastiano Lastrega but he’s known as ‘Ditd , 
it means ‘fingers’ in Italian.” Michael nodded as he read on. 

“I know what it means... no wonder Diego had to work so hard.” He 
looked up to see K’s serious face and wondered what was coming. 
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“We also know who he works for. Turns out he’s ‘Ndrangheta. Calabrian 
Mafia.” You could have heard a pin drop in the room. Michael placed the 
paper onto the desk behind him with quiet precision. 

“I see.” 

His mind went into overdrive as K continued and he tried to concentrate 
on what he was saying. “They aren’t as well known as the Sicilians but they 
control the port of Gioia Tauro. About 80 per cent of the world’s cocaine 
goes through there. It would explain the drugs and the shipping connection.” 

Michael nodded but all he had in his mind was Drew. He’d given Michael 
his word he’d leave it alone and Michael had no doubt he meant it. But to 
expect him to investigate the “Ndrangheta and then walk away was a big ask. 
Realistically it was probably too big. And on top of Mai’s indiscretions it sim- 
ply could not have come at a worse time. Because as physically and mentally 
tough as Drew Rydstrom was, he was riven by a fault-line that could crack 
wide open at any moment. And the consequences of that had already been 
fatal once. Michael realised K was looking closely at him. 

“Everything OK, Michael? Is there something I should know?” 

It was one of Michael’s greatest balancing acts. For some of them their 
disgrace was so public that everyone knew the extent of it. But not all of 
them. And he had a duty to each to keep their secrets. Until and unless it 
became necessary for others to know them, in order for the team to operate 
at its optimum efficiency. He looked back at K and wondered if explaining 
Drew’s past had just become necessary. Then he decided against it. 

“No. Not at the moment. I’m aware of the “Ndrangheta, but I’m sur- 
prised they’re involved in something this big.” 

“Do you want me to call Drew and brief him?” K wondered what it was 
that had made Michael look suddenly exhausted as he shook his head back. 

“No. Leave it with me. I’ll call him myself later.” 

Much later. When he’d had time to steel himself, down a few stiff gins 
and make sure the rest of the household was safely asleep. The later the 
better. 

It wasn’t as though Drew would be asleep after all. 

It was a small restaurant on the harbour, so close to the water that you 
virtually got your feet wet walking in and the interior was more like some- 
one’s house than a dining room. The ceiling was low and beamed, the walls 
covered in maritime prints and Norwegian landscapes and the candlelight 
made for an intimate and very tranquil setting. All in all it was the complete 
antithesis of the terrifying white-knuckle ride Drew and Manon had just 
taken down the Trollstigen. 
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Drew smiled up at the very pretty waitress who was handing them both 
a menu. 

“What’s good?” 

The woman leant into him and pointed at the menu. Her breasts were 
full and barely restrained by the white blouse and Manon watched Drew take 
a professional interest in them. It reminded her that he was supposed to be 
an insatiable womaniser. 

She’d initially been slightly wary after Isabelle had let slip some choice 
anecdotes about his uncontrollable libido, but though he may be ruled by it, 
thankfully Drew hadn’t turned out to be a lech. Manon had worked with her 
share of those over the years but they’d comprehensively lacked either the 
charm or good looks Drew had in abundance, and which were once again 
working their magic. 

The waitress was now openly sizing him up, surreptitiously searching for 
the non-verbal cues they were a couple. Drew showed no sign of rising to it, 
but Manon suspected he knew she was cramping his style. She also suspect- 
ed that without her opposite him he could have had the girl in a heartbeat. 
She suddenly wondered if he liked his sex clean and tidy the way he did 
everything else in his life. 

“The monkfish is excellent today. The brandade of cod also.” 

Drew tore his eyes away from the bounteous cleavage and looked at 
Manon. 

“Drink?” She just raised her eyebrows and stared back at him. Drew 
nodded slowly and looked at the waitress. “I reckon that was a yes. Can you 
mix us a couple of martinis? Big ones. And just keep them coming until I 
tell you to stop.” 

The waitress laughed throatily and leant her hip against him as she 
turned away. 

“I get them now.” Manon watched her leave and frowned doubtfully at 
Drew. 

“What’s in a martini?” Drew closed the menu and dropped it onto the 
table, then leant his arms on it. In the candlelight his clear eyes looked dark- 
er, almost black. 

“Trust me. After the first couple you won’t bloody care.” 

He was still wearing his suit but she noticed the spatter of blood across 
his collar and the marks on the shoulder of his jacket. It was odd to remem- 
ber how they’d got there. In fact the last few hours had an entirely surreal 
quality. 

Having nursed the Volvo to the nearest garage Drew had managed to 
magic up a taxi to drive them the rest of the way back to Alesund. By that 
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time the aching in her arms and wrists and the throbbing of the wound in 
her arm had really got into their stride and she’d been ready to collapse. But 
Drew had other plans. 

He’d marched her out along the quayside to the tiny restaurant and she’d 
been too shattered to argue. Looking around the other diners, their soft con- 
versation and expensive looking suits she’d realised it was probably a very 
upmarket place. The sort of place she would usually feel uncomfortable in. 
But this evening just being alive put that sort of crap into perspective. It put 
everything into perspective. She looked into his unusually dark eyes. 

“What did Michael say?” 

“Norwegian police have got the bloke under armed guard at the hospital. 
Once they’ve patched him up they’ll have a go at getting whatever he knows 
out of him. Might give us something.” 

Manon was circumspect. “Come on. The more we find out the less sense 
any of it makes. We’re no further forward.” 

She watched the waitress place their martinis carefully on the table in 
front of them. When Drew thanked her she gave him a lingering look before 
moving off again, but he didn’t hold her eyes. Instead he just raised his glass 
at Manon silently. She raised hers back and took a sip and quickly realised 
Drew had delivered precisely what she needed. She could feel herself re- 
laxing after one mouthful. She saw Drew look questioningly at her as she 
swallowed. 

“Good?” 

She thought for a moment. “Dunno really, but I don’t give a shit any- 
more.” 

“Told you.” He smiled and sat back as he watched her take another hit of 
it. Then she replaced it on the table and looked hard at him. 

“What if they don’t get anything out of him?” Drew put his head on 
one side. 

“I don’t know, Diegs has got another download account so if we can get 
an IP address from that then we’ve got another lead. And we don’t know 
who your mate at the bottom of the Trollstigen is yet — ” 

“We’re definitely not getting anything out of him now. Probably should 
have thought about that before I sent him off the edge shouldn’t I.” She 
realised that articulating the guilt was helping. Or maybe it was the martini. 
She saw Drew sit forward and look seriously at her. 

“Don’t waste any pity on that bastard. He knew the rules and he got 
what was coming to him. It was them or us. Non.” She looked to the side 
out of the windows and across the elongated rectangle of restless sea the 
subdued lighting was managing to illuminate. He saw those golden flecks in 
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her eyes again, reflecting the candlelight and remembered how deftly she’d 
handled the gun. “You were bloody good out there today.” 

She laughed softly and looked back at him, reaching for her martini 
again. ‘You mean when I stopped gibbering with fear.” 

She hadn’t changed her clothes: Drew hadn’t given her the opportunity 
and he could see the dirt on her cheekbone where he’d forced her onto the 
ground. He picked up his napkin and dunked the corner of it in his martini 
and held it out to her. 

“Got some stuff on your face.” 

She took the napkin from him and frowned. “Where?” He shook his 
head and then reached out and took it back. He could tell the martini was 
beginning to relax her. But he decided to wait until she was on the sec- 
ond before he asked her anything of significance. The truth was that he 
felt slightly responsible for not trying to talk to her about all the shit she 
was going through when she first arrived. Maybe if he had things would 
have been easier. But he realised he was flattering himself if he thought he 
could have wrought anything like the change in her that Greg Hart had. And 
he found himself overwhelmingly curious to know what had precipitated 
it. Manon watched him concentrate on her cheek as he began to dab at it, 
speaking slowly. 

“Listen. Everyone gets scared, anyone who says they don’t is a bloody 
liar,” he sat back and dropped the napkin on the table and nodded in satisfac- 
tion. “There, that’ll do.” He found she was looking intently at him. 

“After what I saw you do today I can’t imagine anything scares you. 
Where did you learn to do that stuff?” He took a breath and looked away 
from her steady gaze. She sensed he didn’t like the question. Under normal 
circumstances Manon would have left it. But nothing about this was normal. 
And the martini on an empty stomach was really beginning to work. As he 
turned his head away she saw a spatter of blood on his cheek she hadn’t no- 
ticed before and leant forward for the napkin he’d used to clean the dirt off 
her. Her voice was softer. “I saw the anchor on your Sig...” 

For a moment he considered ignoring her, but for some reason it felt like 
more effort to avoid the question than to answer it. He was in the process 
of choosing his words when he felt her touch his face and jumped slightly. 

“Sorry, but you’re covered in blood.” 

Drew reached his hand up and took the napkin from her and wiped at 
his face. She sat back and picked up the martini and watched him silently. He 
threw the napkin back onto the table and nodded at it. 

“I was Royal Australian Navy. Then a couple of secondments. Navy 
SEALS, and UKSF: Special Boat Service.” He decided not to list what had 
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come next for the time being 

“Special Forces. Hence the Sig.” 

“Hence the Sig.” 

“Is that where you met Mai?” 

He stared at her and she looked back steadily. He didn’t want to talk 
about Mai. But he wanted to talk to her. And if he gave her what she wanted 
then he had more chance of getting her to talk to him. 

“I pulled him out of a crashed helo in Afghanistan. Should have left him 
there. He’s always been a bloody liability.” 

Manon suppressed a smile and remembered the hope in Caz’s voice on 
the phone. She decided it was worth a shot. She had no doubt that it would 
take more than a martini to flatten Drew but hopefully it had at least sof- 
tened him up a bit. 

“I’ve got a brother too,” before Drew had a chance to object to her 
choice of comparison Manon continued, twisting the stem of the martini 
glass. Drew picked up his own martini and drained it. 

“He’s younger than me. Getting married soon,” she sighed hard and 
shook her head, “she’s a nice girl to be fair, but I don’ know.” Manon looked 
back at him and put her head on one side, “It’s hard to think there’s some 
other woman he’s closer to really. It’s just been me since we were kids.” 

“What about your Mum?” He saw the brutal speed with which the shut- 
ters in her eyes came down and her face hardened along with her voice. 

“She’s dead. And I don’t talk about her.” Drew recognised the familiar 
pain and thought that he and Manon had more in common than he’d real- 
ised. 

“No, me neither.” At that moment the waitress who had clearly taken 
Drew at his word arrived with a replacement martini and looked expectandy 
at them. 

“What will you have?” Drew realised he hadn’t even looked at the food. 

“Just give us a minute will you?” As she moved off he looked back at 
Manon. He felt strongly that he’d opened up a chink in her armour and 
he didn’t want to quit while he was ahead. “So don’t you like this girl he’s 
marrying?” 

Manon shrugged. “She was a friend of mine actually. I trained with her.” 
She watched him raise his eyebrows and continued to reel him in. 

“Well that sounds pretty much ideal, Non. At least you know her.” 
Manon leant her arms onto the table as if she was about to confide some- 
thing to him and he leant forward too. When she raised her head and looked 
into his eyes they were virtually nose to nose. The gravel in her voice was 
smoother and measured as she went in for the kill. 
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“Thing is, no one’s ever good enough are they? No matter how old they 
get, you still want to protect them. Even when they’re old enough to make 
their own decisions.” 

She watched the realisation dawn in the chilly depths of Drew’s blue eyes 
and raised her eyebrows almost imperceptibly at him. Drew felt like she’d 
stripped the clothes off him. Completely exposed. He held her eyes and then 
watched as she very carefully raised the martini glass and tipped the last of 
the contents into her mouth. He couldn’t believe she’d manipulated him that 
effortlessly. He was torn between admiration and annoyance. 

Drew might hate losing, but at least when he did he knew how to do it 
with grace. He sat back and nodded. “You think I’m overreacting?” 

“Caz isn’t sixteen. She has to be my kind of age.” 

“She’s exacdy your age.” 

“Then she’s old enough to make her own decisions.” 

“You mean mistakes.” 

He realised that was probably too harsh but Manon just bit her lip. 

“Alright then, yes, mistakes. I made a massive one,” he watched her until 
she carried on, “but no one could have stopped me. And I don’t think you’re 
going to stop Caz.” Drew took a long hit of the martini and narrowed his 
eyes at Manon. 

“She reckons they love each other. After a bloody week.” 

“Maybe they do.” 

Drew snorted. “Listen, Non, Mai doesn’t know the meaning of the word 
love. He wouldn’t know it if it came up and punched him in the face. I’ve 
watched him screw women two at a bloody time and still be looking over 
their shoulders for the next one.” 

“And if he hurts Caz then you can kill him.” Drew stopped abrupdy at 
the simplicity of Manon’s solution. She shrugged and looked at her empty 
martini. “But I don’t think he’d do that to Caz. She isn’t Terri.” Drew closed 
his eyes and felt the tension knot in his stomach. He’d been so tied up with 
Caz and Mai he hadn’t even considered Terri. 

“Christ. I forgot about her.” 

‘You said you’d tell me about what happened to her.” 

Drew blew a breath out and wondered where to start. “Terri’s family are 
Gypsies. Her real name’s something Romany, Terenka?” He frowned and 
then shook his head dismissively, “Something like that anyway. She didn’t 
have much of an education and when she got to twelve years old they pulled 
her out of school altogether. She was the eldest girl so she had to stay home 
and look after the caravan and the other kids.” He watched the anger gather- 
ing in Manon’s face. It was in her voice when she spoke. 
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“That’s a fucking disgrace.” 

“That was pretty much what Terri thought So she gave them a hard 
time. And then when she was fourteen her father told her she was marrying 
her cousin. Terri had enough and decided she was going. She got one of the 
blokes to help her, but he wanted something in return,” Drew dropped his 
eyes away from Manon. “Fucking mongrel raped her and then told her old 
bloke she’d run away and where to find her.” 

He was silent for a moment. He realised that since Terri had told him 
he’d never explained it to anyone else. It was surprisingly hard. He took a 
breath and looked up to find Manon concentrating intently on him again. He 
wondered whether Terri would have been as beautiful. If she’d been given 
the chance. But he doubted it. “They went after her. Her dad, her uncles and 
a bunch of other bastards and they beat her half to bloody death. Then they 
cut up her face and left her under a hedge to die.” 

“God, Drew, oh my fucking God. Her own family did that to her?” 

He laughed shordy. “You know she wanted to go back?” 

“What? You’re joking.” 

He shook his head. “She put herself through college, learnt to read and 
write, got into environmental journalism but Mai reckons she never got over 
being chucked out of the family. That’s why she’s trying to set up this gypsy 
camp up at Crynant.” 

Manon’s voice was soft. “But you can’t go back can you?” They stared at 
each other in the candlelight. Manon wasn’t entirely sure how to say what she 
wanted to say. “I don’t want to sound like a bitch but — ” 

“Why’s Mai with her?” Drew raised his eyebrows. “I can’t answer that,” 
he clenched his jaw, “and I’m not sure Mai can any more. But if he can fall 
in and out of love that bloody fast then — ” 

Manon shook her head and for the first time she allowed the agonising 
pain of her betrayal to show itself on her face. It was such a shock to see 
it that Drew stopped dead. He’d wanted to know what had caused her to 
change so dramatically but he realised he didn’t need to know the details. The 
heartbreak on her face was quite sufficient answer. 

She swallowed before she spoke and her voice was barely a whisper. 

“Maybe he just woke up.” 

Drew had the sudden urge to hold her hand across the table. So he did. 
And when she shook her head again and squeezed it back he felt unaccount- 
ably better. About everything. 

She let go of him and reached across and took his martini. 

“Sorry, emergency.” 

“No worries,” he put his head slightly on one side, and his voice was soft. 
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“So what should I do?” 

She swallowed the martini. “Call Mai. Tell him if he hurts her you’ll kill 
him. Let them get on with it.” 

“That’s it?” 

“Yes. But get me another martini first.” 

Drew smiled and turned to catch the waitresses’ eye. As he did so Manon 
acknowledged that not even the martini had numbed the throbbing of the 
wound on her arm. While Drew was otherwise occupied she grabbed the 
neck of her favourite black turdeneck and tried to peer down inside her 
sleeve. 

It felt like the edges of the skin had parted company, but the black sweat- 
er wasn’t going to show up any blood. When he turned back and found her 
investigating her arm Drew felt a punch of guilt. 

“You okay?” 

Manon sighed and looked up again. “Yeah, just being a wimp. Anoth- 
er martini and it’ll be fine.” She was surprised by the tension in his face. 
“What?” 

“I’m sorry I let that happen.” 

“But it wasn’t your fault,” she shook her head back curiously. “We 
couldn’t have done anything different, Drew.” He matched her steady gaze 
and realised that Michael was absolutely right about her. But oddly, her calm 
acceptance that he’d put her in harm’s way just made knowing he’d allowed 
someone to hurt her that much harder to bear. 

He was so transparently and genuinely troubled by it Manon was taken 
aback. And this time it was her hand that reached out for his. Drew felt her 
squeeze it firmly as she leant forward and looked eamesdy into his eyes. 
Then, in the flickering candlelight, Manon properly smiled at him. 

In the long moments which followed, as the warmth, compassion, and 
intelligence of her smile melted the toughness away, Drew Rydstrom realised 
he was seeing the girl underneath for the first time. And as her lilting Welsh 
accent flowed around him, soothing the jagged edges of his guilt like a balm, 
Manon somehow managed to find the only thing to say that could possibly 
have made Drew feel better. 

“An’ anyway, I always knew you were coming.” 

Diego listened to the petite brunette waitress he’d acquired at the bar 
gasping above him and decided she tasted better than the nachos she’d been 
serving. It was good to sleep with a Spanish girl now and again. Sex in his 
own language made a nice change. 

He’d been eleven when his mother and father had moved the whole fam- 
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ily out to the States, and as a result his English was a mishmash of transat- 
lantic flat vowels and garbled tenses. But he still felt Spanish, and the fluency 
of his native tongue was liberating. Judging by the noises the girl was malting 
his native tongue was doing it for her too. 

For an instant he thought about his family and then made a conscious 
decision to stop. He needed to relax tonight and that was why he had this girl 
in the first place. There was no point in wasting her. 

He could hear she was getting close so he extricated himself from be- 
tween her legs and replaced his mouth with his fingers, climbing up the bed 
to kiss her. He smiled down into her liquid black eyes and murmured an en- 
dearment as he felt her reach for him and guide him into her. She arched her 
back and felt him begin to get into his stride. She’d seen him before at the bar 
and noticed him but not done anything about it. Now she wished she hadn’t 
waited. He was fantastic. And she could even take him home to her mother. 

It wasn’t the first time that she’d had good sex interrupted by a mobile 
phone ringing, but it was the first time that she’d had a guy tear himself off 
her to answer it with quite this degree of alacrity. Diego had assigned a ring- 
tone for the download link activation alarm email he’d set up. So when he 
heard the opening bars of the new Coldplay track he liked so much he knew 
someone was in Sebastiano’s system downloading the virus. 

And he had precious little time. 

Scrambling off the girl he looked at the email and then around her flat 
for a computer. He asked her in Spanish if she had one and when she told 
him she didn’t, said he had to go. Sitting up in bed the girl began interrogat- 
ing him as he tried to apologise and dress at the same time. All he could think 
was that he needed that IP address, and if he could get online while they 
were still downloading then he’d be guaranteed it. Muttering his apologies he 
slammed out of the flat and took the stairs as fast as he could. 

It was lucky that the bar he’d picked her up in was local so he wasn’t 
far from home. Pumping his legs mercilessly he ran along the quiet streets, 
his hair free of its normal ponytail flying out behind him. It took him five 
minutes to reach his building and get upstairs to his first floor flat. The code 
wouldn’t take that long to download, so he could easily have missed them 
already. 

Flinging himself through the door of the flat and across to his PC which 
never slept he typed in the address for the server and the password and his 
eyes searched the screen. He felt a surge of adrenalin as he saw the download 
facility running. 

They were still there. 

Carefully so as not to leave any traces he stripped back the code until he 
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could see the IP address. Within a minute he had it and within two more he 
had a fix. It was only an IP range so he couldn’t tie it down to one PC, but 
he could say with certainty which building the PC was sitting in. And what 
network it was on. 

He realised it was a network he recognised. 

Sitting back in the chair he watched the download complete on the other 
screen and the link expire. The connection terminated. The cursor blinked 
at him. All was quiet in the network as they disappeared into the ether, con- 
fident in their anonymity. 

Diego nodded in satisfaction. These bastards may like to spy on people 
but the spy had become the spied upon. Because now Diego knew exactly 
where to find them. And it was just the break they’d been hoping for. He 
thought of the girl he’d left behind. 

She’d been good. But this was better than any orgasm. 

Thanks to the martinis, the bottle of wine they’d polished off and the 
utter exhaustion Manon found it far easier to find the solace of sleep that 
night. But at three o’clock she sat bolt upright in bed convinced she’d heard 
the most bone chilling screaming from somewhere. 

She got out of bed and pulled the curtains open, looking out over the 
calm sea. Standing still and listening she could hear nothing but she was so 
disturbed by the memory of that howling that she couldn’t think about go- 
ing back to sleep. The moon was bright and the room suddenly felt claustro- 
phobic. So she pulled on some clothes and grabbed the card key, opening the 
door quiedy and passing Drew’s room next to hers as she headed for the lifts. 

The desk was deserted as Manon crossed the lobby and pulled open 
the door, walking around the building until the only thing she could see was 
the water stretching away from her. The temperature had dropped since she 
and Drew had wandered back from dinner. Following the quay she dawdled 
along the path and when she came to a car park, empty except for an old 
VW camper van, decided to sit for a minute and just look out over the water. 

Leaning her back against the spare wheel Manon watched the hypnotic 
undulations of the bitterly cold waters of the North Sea. Her geography 
was well below par, but she suspected that she had to be near the arctic and 
wondered how anything lived in water that cold. 

When she heard something the other side of the camper van and looked 
back the way she’d come there didn’t appear to be anything there, so she sat 
back again, her mind immediately full of a blizzard of images. Drew’s face 
above her as she dangled helplessly; the driver she’d killed; Arvind’s evil eyes. 
She had taken their lives and yet she was already finding the guilt receding. 


384 


She wasn’t sure if that made her a monster. Drew didn’t seem to think so. 
But then on a lot of people’s measures she supposed what he’d done today 
qualified him as a monster. 

Manon suddenly recalled the pain in his face at the knowledge he’d al- 
lowed Arvind to hurt her. She also realised she hadn’t actually thanked him 
for saving her life. But there was always tomorrow. When she heard the noise 
again she froze. Then, silently inching her way around the bumper of the 
camper van, she opened her mouth in astonishment. 

About fifteen feet away from her a tall, muscular figure was standing 
naked with his back to her in the cold moonlight. As she watched he stepped 
up onto one of the boulders at the edge of the sea and straightened his wide 
shoulders. 

Manon’s eyes traced the statuesque perfection of Drew’s form in silent 
fascination. The bluish moonlight in which he was bathed made his body 
appear like marble. As if his muscles and sinews, and the planes of his scap- 
ulae had been painstakingly carved by ancient hands. Standing silhouetted 
against the bleak Nordic sea she could almost see the wraiths of Norsemen 
in his DNA stretching away from him down the generations. Then he raised 
his arms gradually out to the side of him and, to her disbelief, executed a 
graceful dive into the lethal, icy water. 

Manon was on her feet immediately and ran to the edge, her eyes desper- 
ately scanning the water next to her, looking for him, but she was looking far 
too close to shore. Drew was already powering out into the open sea. Picking 
him out she shook her head as she watched the speed with which he swam 
away from her. When she couldn’t see him anymore she remained rooted to 
the quayside, shrugging helplessly, knowing she oughtn’t to be there when he 
got back, but unable to leave. Until she knew he was safe. 

Drew concentrated on the feel of the water against his skin, fought the 
cold and the physical exertion and tried to force the seeping garbage back 
through the hole the word ‘Ndrangheta had punched in the wall in his mind. 
But Michael’s steady voice kept replaying in his head. The nightmare which 
had followed that conversation had been the worst he could recall for a long 
time. It was so bad he couldn’t seem to fully wake up from it. 

He thrashed through the water. The place he felt safest, his arms tearing 
the images out of his head one by one and throwing them into the deep, 
cold, clean waters. When the lights of Alesund had become a distant blur 
he raised his head and for an instant considered just carrying on. On until 
morning. Until the weight of his body finally dragged him under. 

Drew trod water and looked up at the moon and searched for a reason 
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to go back. He imagined the hunt for him in the morning. Manon having to 
identify his body. He thought of her smiling at him in the candlelight and 
realised he didn’t want her to have to do that. It was a pretty poor reason to 
live another day, but it was a reason. So he somersaulted under the water, and 
kicked into another fast crawl back to the shore. 

By the time he hauled himself out onto the boulders and tugged his shirt 
and trousers on he was exhausted. But it still wasn’t enough. For an instant 
he saw himself from a distance. Felt the disassociation growing as he began 
to separate again and realised he needed to stop it. Think about it. Bring 
himself back. He threw his head backwards and looked up into the moon, 
felt his face screwing itself up as he let in the safest memory he could. 

Drew saw her as he had the last time. She smiled at him and the pain 
threatened to overwhelm him. He took a shuddering breath and swallowed 
hard. But there was no stopping it. He staggered slighdy and sank down onto 
the tarmac, his head in his hands. 

And from her vantage point behind the camper van Manon watched in 
appalled horror as the sound of his wracking sobs carried towards her on 
the still air. 

Hakon started violendy as he realised his wife Karen was standing be- 
hind him. 

She looked coolly at him. 

“Relax. It’s only me.” He turned back to the case on their bed and threw 
another belt into it. A cab raced by under the elegant windows of the dat, its 
elderly diesel engine echoing around the high ceiling of the bedroom. Her 
voice was curious. “I thought you didn’t leave until tomorrow. Hong Kong 
isn’t it?” 

His voice was gruff. “Had to bring things forward.” 

“Not another hi-jack? I know this is all marvellous for my profile, dar- 
ling, but if you have another one people are going to start wondering if I’m 
planning them.” Hakon turned and stared into her sharp brown eyes. She 
had absolutely no idea how close to the truth she was. He forced a smile at 
her. 

“Much as I love you, I am not going to pirate my vessels for you.” Karen 
walked closer to him and ran her hands around his waist, looking up into 
his face as he picked up another laundered shirt in its packaging and threw 
it into the case. 

“I had a very interesting discussion with Kim Ryder the other day. He 
thinks Robertson is finished. Going in the next reshuffie and that could be 
at the end of the week. That means I’m in with a shot at the Home Office. 
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As long as I keep my nose clean.” 

Hakon stopped and hated her for the ease with which success flowed 
to her. He had fought tooth and nail to achieve what he wanted, had been 
thwarted and challenged at every turn. And now, just as he’d had it within 
his reach everything was in freefall. And it was as close to being smashed to 
pieces as Arvind had been. 

Looking down at his wife Hakon realised he would have been far hap- 
pier to bury Karen than Arvind. But with or without Arvind he still had the 
problem of replacing Grune. Not to mention dealing with the bastards at 
Laughton MacAllister. Karen frowned. 

“By the way, what happened with those insurance investigators, that big 
Australian you introduced me to?” 

Hakon froze at the chilling confluence of their thoughts. Then he 
shrugged dismissively. “They are investigating still.” 

“I’m surprised Lloyd’s brought them in at all. They’re not usually so pro- 
active are they? Mind you I suppose it’s good fig leaf for them,” she sighed, 
“they’ll pay a fortune for the report and then bury it.” 

And then it occurred to Hakon exactly how he could safely neutralise 
Laughton’s. At least long enough to get Jens Grune’s replacement onto Che- 
ung’s yacht and into his cabin. And after that they were the “Ndrangheta and 
Li Jian’s problem. He suddenly felt more relaxed. Then he realised Karen 
was waiting for an answer. 

“Probably. In fact I should call and get an update before I leave.” 

“Right now?” 

Hakon noticed she was slowly winding one of his silk ties around her 
wrists. Then she held them both up in front of him suggestively and raised 
her eyebrows. He’d found Karen’s interest in bondage and domination in 
the bedroom deeply erotic for the first few years. But now it was beginning 
to set his teeth on edge. He thought of the silent, unchallenging twenty year 
old secretary he was screwing in Hong Kong. She may offer the type of sex 
Karen derided as vanilla, but it suited him. In fact it was a relief. 

Hakon had already made the decision that once he took the helm of 
HCL he’d base himself there. Of course with her responsibilities Karen 
wouldn’t be able to come with him. He reached for her bound hands, care- 
fully unwinding the silk tie from them. Then he lifted them to his lips, kissing 
each lightly. 

“Darling, I am sorry, but you aren’t the only one who’s busy.” 

Manon watched Drew walk around the meeting room in the conference 
centre at Bergen Airport as they listened to K’s rich, deep voice. 
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“The Triads and ‘Ndrangheta are undoubtedly competition for each oth- 
er. Danny is correct about that. But according to the information I’ve been 
given the Triads have been suffering a number of reversals on their drug 
routes in recent years. It’s possible that Cheung has decided to back another 
horse.” 

Drew raised an eyebrow without humour. “Or should that be mule?” 

In London Michael listened carefully for any clues as to his mental state. 
Not that he expected Drew’s iron self-control to be compromised on a con- 
ference call. The conversation with Drew the previous evening had been 
difficult and one he would have far preferred to have in person. Now he was 
sending both Drew and Manon straight to Hong Kong he was going to be 
denied the opportunity to do so for at least another few days. 

Coming on top of watching Col transfixed by those sickening images it 
was turning into a hell of a week. It reminded him to make sure Diego had 
wiped anything he’d downloaded from that monster’s computer from the 
Laughton’s network. 

K spoke into the conference phone on the desk in the team room. “Every 
business has its ups and downs. The ‘Ndrangheta were targeted about ten 
years ago apparendy. There was a dedicated counter-terrorism and security 
effort to disrupt them. It was very successful. Several key figures were killed 
or compromised and their moles weeded out of customs and intelligence. 
It’s taken some time for them to regain their profitability.” 

Michael noted the silence which greeted this information. Not that it was 
news to Drew. He lived with the consequences. It may have been ten years 
but for him it was in no way history. Manon’s voice came on the line. “K?” 
“Hi, Non.” 

“Do you mean that these two, the Triads and the “Ndrangheta are com- 
peting on these routes? The ones HCL are running?” 

“Absolutely. Drugs are a business like any other.” 

Drew saw Manon’s eyes glaze as she thought. “So, if the Triad drugs 
don’t make it then that leaves the ‘Ndrangheta to fill the gap in supply?” 
Drew saw where she was going and looked at her, nodding in appreciation. 

“Clever. Very clever. Did you hear that, Mike? We might have been look- 
ing at this the wrong way all along. This isn’t about the pirates, this is about 
the drugs. This is between the ‘Ndrangheta and the bloody Triads and the 
pirates are just the hired help. It’s gang warfare on the ocean.” 

Michael was already looking at the faces around him as each of them 
processed the implications. As Drew said, it was very clever indeed. He lis- 
tened as Manon picked her way through it. 

“So the ‘Ndrangheta buy into Gyrescom and get Sebastiano to write the 
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code.” Drew took over from her. 

“Gyrescom slow down the ships to let the pirates attack successfully and 
get the drugs the Triads are smuggling off the HCL ships. That means the 
Triad drugs aren’t getting through to Europe, the ‘Ndrangheta are getting 
them to sell, and, if they’re working with the pirates which they have to be, 
then they get a part of the ransom money too.” 

“Unless that’s Henry Tolling’s fee? For continuing to accept the HCL 
risk?” 

Drew bit his lip. 

“Shit, that’s neat isn’t it? Everyone’s a winner.” 

A sudden frown crossed Manon’s face. “It’s a hell of a risk for HCL 
though. And where do they make their money?” 

Col’s voice rang out. “That’s a very good point. Remember I’ve been 
over all the HCL companies and Cheung and Bao Yu. I can’t find any trace 
of this money anywhere, no shell companies, nothing. And I haven’t turned 
up any ‘Ndrangheta connections yet either.” 

Diego cleared his throat. “Maybe thees ees not the main prize. Con- 
trolling satellites and selling that access ees objective. Thees would be worth 
beeg money to anyone involved.” 

Drew frowned. “You’re sure the HCL connection is sound?” 

“Si, the IP address of who download the control virus ees a range so I 
cannot lock it down to one PC. But ees HaiSat. They are part of the HCL 
group. HaiSat is run by Li Jian, Bao Yu’s husband.” 

Danny leant forward into the speaker. “It’s possible that Cheung is being 
compelled to participate. If the party have decided they want him to co-op- 
erate then he will likely have no choice. They are very persuasive. And if he 
refused then — ” 

Danny didn’t have to say anymore. In Bergen Drew listened and knew 
Danny was thinking of his wife. Drew had been ready to go back for Hui 
Zong, but Danny had respected her wishes, and her belief that her father’s 
position would keep her safe. It had been a colossal mistake. If the party 
could do that to their own, then Christ knew what they’d do to that lovely 
daughter of whom Cheung Fei was so proud. Then it occurred to him that 
she wasn’t only leverage for her father. If HaiSat was being run by her hus- 
band then maybe he was the one being targeted. 

“What do we know about Bao Yu’s husband?” 

In London Danny shrugged. “He is... adequate. But ambitious beyond 
his capability. If it were not for Bao Yu then he would not be in charge of 
an HCL company. I cannot believe that he is clever enough to be involved 
in something like this.” 


389 


Manon closed her eyes and frowned. “And what do they do again? Hai- 
Sat I mean.” Diego raised his voice. He had returned to his keyboard and 
was busily looking at the HaiSat network. 

“Satellite software and hardware too. And,” he smiled and hit the return 
key as their client data rolled down the screen, “they are part of the supplier 
network for Galileo.” 

Michael folded his arms. “Drew? Manon? Did you get that?” 

Drew’s voice was terse. “Yeah, we heard alright. I reckon you’re spot on, 
Mike. We need to ratde a few cages and see who starts running.” 

He heard the satisfaction in Danny’s voice when he replied. “I can help 
there. Cheung runs his business from his yacht in Hong Kong harbour. 
There is a black tie reception there tomorrow night, a charity fundraiser. All 
the rich people are going. I have had you and Manon invited.” Manon rolled 
her eyes. She was already heading out to Hong Kong with a bagful of dirty 
washing. Now it sounded like she was going to have to buy a dress too. She 
saw Drew frown. 

“Black tie? How fast can your tailor get me a jacket, Dan?” 

“If we call him now with measurements, maybe in time?” 

Isabelle’s clear tones interrupted. “You’re transiting via Heathrow any- 
way. The Qantas flight down to Hong Kong originates there. Tony can pick 
up your suit and get it through to the lounge. You can pick it up there.” 
“Alright.” Drew nodded. “Do that. You know where it is?” 

‘Yes, I can find it. Mai can help me with the cufflinks and things.” Isa- 
belle looked across at Michael and grimaced as she realised that hadn’t been 
a smart thing to say, but they were both surprised when Drew’s response 
was even. 

“I can pick that stuff up in Hong Kong if I have to. Just make sure the 
suit and the shirt makes it.” Listening to the smooth organisation dedicated 
to making sure Drew turned up properly dressed Manon decided that when 
they got into Hong Kong she’d definitely better buy something. “What about 
you, Non? Want anything picked up?” 

She shook her head at him. “No. I’ll get a dress when we’re there.” She 
heard Danny and could sense the smile on his face as he spoke to her. 
“Manon?” 

“Yes?” 

“Let me arrange this for you. And some jewels. I think you will be more 
confident if you look the part.” 

“Oh, thanks, Danny.” 

“I will have Lin call you.” 

Drew blew out a breath. “Right, anything else? We’re boarding soon.” 
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Then a thought occurred to him, “Any news from the Norwegians yet, Mike? 
They get anything out of him?” 

“They started interrogating him this morning. I’m promised an update 
this evening.” Drew stopped and leant on the back of the chair. 

“Well, if you get anything new while we’re in the air email it and we can 
take a look when we land.” 

“Drew, before you go I had a call from Hakon Felland last night, he was 
on his way to Hong Kong and wants you to meet as soon as you get in.” 
Picking his jacket up from the back of the chair Drew pulled it on and nod- 
ded at the conference phone. 

“Righto.” 

Michael was definite. “Good. He’s no friend of Cheung, so use him.” 
Drew understood that instruction clearly. Hakon was a friend. And after 
what had happened in Norway they needed all the support they could get. 
“And be careful. Both of you.” 

Drew looked at Manon sitting opposite him, her chin resting on her 
hand as she listened. He wasn’t sure she’d even had to shoot a gun in anger 
before yesterday. And if so then the way she’d handled herself was nothing 
short of magnificent. He had wondered if, when she’d had time to realise 
just how close they’d come the day before, it would trigger some kind of 
delayed stress reaction, another panic attack. But she was as calm as ever. In 
fact, he was beginning to think she was a natural. Drew discovered he felt an 
odd, almost paternal pride in her. 

“No worries, Mike. We’ll look after each other.” 

Drew smiled at Manon and she smiled back. 

And tried to reconcile the tanned, handsome, self-assured man in front 
of her with the sculpted, agonised, marble-hued fallen God, cast to earth 
from Valhalla, she’d watched in the moonlight. 
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TWENTV-SEVEN 


Manon groped her way back to consciousness and wondered where the hell 
she was. Then the hum of the air-conditioning and the smell of the expen- 
sive soft furnishings brought it all back. The insistent ringing of her mobile 
continued and she rolled over and picked it up off the bedside table. 

“Drew? What’s going on? You alright?” 

He reflected that her normally gravelly voice now sounded like a lump 
of rock. When he’d first heard her speak to him he would have put money 
on her smoking forty a day. 

“Fine. Open the bloody door.” 

Manon scrambled across the covers and walked out of the bedroom and 
into the open plan sitting area of the suite, her muscles aching painfully. She 
felt her arm begin to throb again. If there was one thing she was coming to 
appreciate though, it was the Laughton’s travel budget. God knew how much 
all this cost, but it was absolutely worth it. 

She was about to open the door to the room when she realised she was 
only wearing the top of the pyjamas they’d been handing out in business 
class. But it covered her arse, and aside from that she was too jet lagged 
to care. She’d already slept across from him on the plane so it was hardly 
inappropriate. She pulled open the door and saw him standing there in his 
immaculate suit with a couple of coffees in his hands and a sheaf of papers 
under his arm looking like an advert for healthy living. It was a bit much. 

“G’day, Non.” 

“Is it?” She turned and walked back towards the bedroom as he followed 
her into the suite. 

“Hakon’s meeting us at eleven.” 

“What time is it now?” 

“Eight.” 

She turned around slowly and looked at him murderously. “You woke 
me up at eight o’clock in the sodding morning to make an eleven o’clock 
meeting?” He raised the coffee in an attempt at conciliation. 

“But I did bring you coffee.” 

She turned around and marched back into the bedroom, tossed her 
phone onto the dressing table and climbed back into bed, pulling the covers 
over her head. He watched her and stifled a laugh. Then he followed her into 
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the bedroom, tugged open the curtains and sat down heavily on the bed by 
her legs. Her yelled profanities were muffled by the quilt. 

“Owww. Fuck off, Drew.” 

“No. If you sleep any more now you’ll feel even worse. You need a cof- 
fee and a shower. And Qantas called wanting their PJs back.” 

“Get off my bloody bed. I could do you for harassment.” 

He put her coffee on the bedside table and leant his head closer to the 
covers, dropping his voice seductively. 

“Come on, you know you can’t resist me when I talk about fast multi- 
plexing single channel receivers.” Manon sighed under the covers and re- 
alised she wasn’t going to get rid of him. Drew watched her surface from 
beneath the expensive high thread count sheets and push the hair out of 
her face. 

“If that’s your idea of a chat-up line I’m surprised you ever get bloody 
laid. Drew” 

“Well if getting you into bed is as difficult as getting you out of it then I 
doubt you get laid much either.” 

Manon arched an eyebrow at him. “Fairplay, getting women out of bed 
isn’t really your area of expertise is it?” 

Drew narrowed his eyes briefly at her and then picked her coffee up 
from the bedside, took her wrist and put it in her hand. She scowled at him 
and sipped the coffee, waiting for it to start working. Drew nodded at her 
in satisfaction and stood up, walking around to the other side of the big 
superking-sized bed. 

“Diegs emailed the HaiSat report. They’ve supplied most of the compa- 
nies who’ve put satellites up in the last ten years.” Drew eased his shoes off 
with his feet and then sat next to her and swung his legs onto the bed, pulling 
up one of the pillows behind him until he was comfortable. She opened her 
eyes at him. 

“Make yourself at home.” 

He ignored her and pointed to the notes in his hand. “See this? This is 
their hardware product list.” 

Manon frowned at him. “Is this where you start talking about fast mul- 
tiplexing whatevers?” 

“It’s a type of decoder. HaiSat make decoders.” He raised his eyebrows 
at her and watched her mind engage. He’d been wanting to bounce his idea 
off her for hours. She was lucky he’d let her sleep as long as he had. 

“GPS decoders?” 

He turned his shoulders and looked at her. “I was thinking about what 
you were saying. That disruption wasn’t enough and I reckon you’re right. So 
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I’ve been going through the HaiSat product list, the various decoders they 
do and — ” 

“Do you actually sleep at all?” 

It was a completely random remark but his reaction intrigued her. He 
looked like he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. He saw her 
reading him and sighed. It would probably be easier if she knew. They were 
spending a lot of time together and she was going to start wondering where 
he was disappearing to otherwise. 

“Not much. I get a couple of hours a day. But not all at once. Thirty min- 
utes at a time.” Manon chewed the inside of her lip and looked at the deep 
blue of his suit trousers against the crisp white sheet. Drew braced himself 
for the next logical question, but she didn’t ask him why. She pushed her hair 
behind her ear and looked at him again. 

“Can you really function on that?” 

“I do pretty well. And I don’t get jet lag.” 

She looked grimly at him. “In that case I might give it a try,” then she 
nodded back at the papers in his hand, “so what’s your theory?” He was 
surprised she let it go so easily. But grateful. Drew put the papers on the bed 
between them. 

“Ever seen The Italian Job ? The original movie?” 

“Are we going to blow the bloody doors off a satellite?” When he sud- 
denly laughed at her Manon realised it was the first time she’d really caused 
him to. She was surprised how infectious it was. He shook his head as he 
subsided. 

“No. Remember when the Mafia realise the Poms have created this 
bloody great traffic jam? Bloke says, ‘If they planned this jam then they 
planned their way out of it.’ This is exactly the same. If the GPS system 
goes down then you get disruption but you don’t gain any advantage. But if 
you can find a way to still use the system accurately when no one else can...” 

He saw her face change as she began to put it all together. 

“Find a way around the timing errors you’ve introduced?” 

“Yup. And the easiest way to do that is to get the satellite to broadcast 
another timing signal, and encrypt it so — ” She finished his sentence. 

“You can only receive it with the right decoder. It’s like another P code. 
But you’d have no idea it was there.” She just looked at him for a moment. 
He put his head on one side. 

“So? What do you think?” 

Manon nodded slowly at him. “I think you’re wasted at Laughton’s. You 
would have made a great evil genius.” 

“Well, I thought about it, but the hours suck and there’s no dental.” He 
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watched her shake with laughter at him and smiled back. Then the laughter 
evaporated and she bit her lip. 

“If you’re right, then there has to be another piece of code doesn’t there? 
To decode the encrypted timing signal. Would HaiSat have downloaded that 
to put in their decoder?” 

“Diegs can check.” 

But Manon wasn’t looking at him anymore. She leant back on the pil- 
lows and her eyes scanned the ceiling as her mind ran over the scale of what 
would be possible. 

“Shit, Drew. Think about it. I mean crashing satellites into the earth is a 
waste of time when you’ve got this isn’t it? Imagine what a terrorist group 
would pay for it.” 

“Or what another government could do with it.” Manon turned her head 
at his tone, “Remember Danny was tail-ting about BeiDou, the Chinese GPS 
system?” 

“The new one.” 

“The Chinese want it so their military isn’t reliant on the Yanks’ GPS, 
but it isn’t coming cheap. There are thirty-five satellites in the constellation, 
that’s tens of billions of dollars of investment. They need to make it pay 
commercially to offset that. From what I’ve read the analysts reckon the 
real competition in GPS is now at the receiver technology development and 
manufacture levels. That’s because GPS and the others are so established 
and so reliable.” 

“So anyone can use these signals? The new BeiDou ones?” 

Drew fished about for a piece of paper on the bed and handed it to her. 
“If you’ve got the right receiver. To recoup the investment in BeiDou the 
Chinese need to get manufacturers to develop receivers that take the BeiDou 
signal, in fact some are already developing ones that take all four. I’ll give you 
three guesses who, and you won’t need two of them.” 

Manon didn’t. 

“HaiSat?” 

He nodded again and they sat in silence for a moment. Then Drew 
picked up another bit of paper and leant his shoulder to her, pointing out a 
table of figures. “The satellite products and services market globally is going 
to be worth about three hundred billion US by 2020. In 2012 there were 
about ten million satnavs in China, by 2020 there could be half a billion of 
them. You do the maths.” Manon sat back against the pillow and looked 
hard at him. 

“So, hang on, the Chinese get two for one is that it? They gain the ability 
to disrupt other GPS whilst still using its signals, something they can sell to 


395 


the highest bidder if they want to, plus they make a commercial killing at the 
same time because BeiDou and their decoders appear to be the most reliable 
on the market?” 

She watched the seriousness in Drew’s eyes. “All you have to do is screw 
up GPS and Galileo and all the others now and again, just enough to make 
them less reliable, while you provide a perfect system. With all the infrastruc- 
ture that runs on these things, and all the new apps Diego is talking about, 
it’s a license to print money. They’re already using these signals to drive cars 
about. Those signals start fucking up and BeiDou is reliable. . .which are you 
going to use?” 

Drew could see Manon was fully awake now. She sat up and swung her 
legs out of bed. 

“Well, now we know where HCL make their money. HaiSat could end up 
one of the most valuable companies in the world.” Drew watched her stand 
up and discovered that, despite his best efforts, he was biologically hard- 
wired to appreciate what bloody good legs she had. “But why the hell would 
the “Ndrangheta be involved in this? It’s a long way from drug running.” 

It was exactly what had been bothering him. He opened his mouth de- 
cisively and Manon braced herself for the bombshell she thought was on its 
way. Then Drew shut it again abruptly. 

“I’ve got absolutely no bloody idea.” 

She watched him sigh before leaping athletically up off the bed. Then 
he wriggled his feet into his shoes as he collected his coffee and papers and 
walked around to her. “Alright then, get yourself in the shower and I’ll take 
you to breakfast.” She rounded her eyes at him as he approached her. 

“You’re not coming in there with me too?” 

He stopped and put his head on one side as he thought. 

“No. I want to read the paper actually, so you’d better run us a bath 
instead.” Then he raised his hand to silence her as she opened her mouth 
in outrage, “And there’s no bloody way I’m sitting on the plug either, sweet- 
heart, so just come to peace with it.” 

Hakon Felland paused for a moment and collected his thoughts, then he 
took a deep breath, plastered a smile on his face and pulled open the door to 
his office to see the two of them walking down the corridor. 

“Drew, Manon, how good to see you both. Did you get in last night?” 
He noticed the tiredness around Manon’s eyes as she rolled them at him, but 
it just made her look sexier. Like she’d been screwed all night. He glanced at 
Drew behind her and wondered if they were indulging in any extra-curricu- 
lar activity together. 
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“Yes, and I’m still suffering.” 

Drew watched Manon take Hakon Felland’s offered hand and shake it 
and he didn’t miss the length of time the man held onto it. Drew had met 
his type plenty of times and they were easy to spot. Big jobs, large expense 
accounts and a merry-go-round of business class lounges, lie-flat beds and 
lie-flat secretaries. And Hakon struck him as a particularly old-school exam- 
ple. But then in the shipping industry white, late middle-aged men were still 
the masters of the universe. 

Hakon frowned sympathetically at Manon and gave Drew a firm hand- 
shake and then led them into his spacious office. Manon looked around 
at the pictures of ships on the walls and the framed view of Hong Kong 
harbour through the window. Her eye was caught by a particularly beautiful 
picture of a huge ship against a backdrop of fjords. For some reason the 
name on the side of the ship was resonating with her. She’d seen it some- 
where before. She saw Drew bypass the chair in front of the desk and walk 
towards the window 

“That’s quite a view, Hakon. Doubt I’d get any work done.” 

Hakon sat down in his chair and swivelled around to look out of the 
window too. “Do you sail?” 

Drew nodded and turned away from the view and back to take the 
spare seat next to Manon in front of Hakon’s desk. “Yeah, got a yacht but 
she’s down in the Caribbean. She’s up for sale actually, if you’re interested?” 
Manon saw him glance up at her as he sat down and for some reason she got 
the feeling he’d had to leave the Caribbean in a hurry. 

Hakon lifted his hand. “No, we have a company yacht at the marina. 
It’s not in Cheung’s league but made for sailing instead of drinking gin on,” 
at the mention of Cheung, Hakon’s face became grimmer, “I understand 
from Michael that you’re both planning to go to the charity auction tonight 
onboard?” 

Manon crossed her legs and realised that she hadn’t done anything about 
a dress yet. And whoever ‘Lin’ was, she hadn’t called as Danny promised. 
Drew nodded and leant forward, resting his forearms on his knees and clasp- 
ing his hands together under his tie. Considering what that suit had been 
through in the past few days Manon thought it looked remarkably good. 
Together with his crisp white shirt and silver and red striped tie he looked as 
sharp as ever despite the heat. 

“Someone organised us an invite. It’s a good opportunity to put some 
pressure on. Mike told you what we’ve got didn’t he?” 

Hakon paused and arranged his face. 

“Yes. Sadly I was wrong about Henry.” 
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Drew watched the mixture of sadness, embarrassment and betrayal. It 
was always the same when you confronted someone with the evidence. It 
was so hard to believe that a colleague, or a lover was capable of fraud even 
when you were handed the proof. 

The power of trust and of reputation was so potent it blinded even 
those who should be most alert to it. It was why Laughton’s were needed. 
That clear-eyed, objective cynicism, disregard for the establishment and will- 
ingness to think the worst. Drew embodied it. But he felt for Hakon. 

“Listen, mate, we had a hard time unravelling this so don’t beat yourself 
up. It’s taken a lot of work to uncover the connections.” 

Hakon nodded. “But even though Henry was running a piracy syndicate 
there were no others in Verre Slater involved.” Uncrossing her legs Manon 
saw him turn towards her and as she answered him she could see him mo- 
mentarily distracted by the view. 

“No. We’re fairly confident that he was working alone. There doesn’t 
seem to be any evidence to suggest what he was doing was being supported 
anywhere else in the organisation.” 

Hakon let out a long breath and then forced a little more edge into his 
voice. “Losing Henry was a tragedy. But it seems as though he did the hon- 
ourable thing. If it goes no further into Verre Slater or Lloyd’s then this is 
good news,” Drew watched Hakon’s face change and had the feeling he 
wasn’t going to like what was coming, “so I think we can begin to bring 
things to a close.” 

Manon just stopped herself from telling him they were nowhere near 
finished yet. She looked across at Drew and his face was impassive. But she 
knew him well enough now to pick up that he wasn’t happy. His voice was 
even. “The board might want to wait for our report before they abandon 
this.” 

Hakon leant his elbows on the desk and looked carefully at them both. 
“It’s no secret that I didn’t initially believe bringing you in was necessary, but 
I admit I was wrong. And I think you’ve done a magnificent job under very 
difficult circumstances. But mine wasn’t the only resistance to this investi- 
gation.” He paused but Drew didn’t respond, just continued to look at him. 
Manon took Drew’s lead and remained similarly silent. 

Hakon looked between them and continued. “The board’s objective and 
your remit was very clear. To establish if there was wrongdoing, and if so 
who was involved and the implications for Lloyd’s and Verre Slater. You’ve 
done that. You have done all that we needed you to do. Henry, sadly, is gone 
and his activities with him. And the journalist won’t be publishing any ma- 
terial now.” 
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Manon couldn’t listen to any more. Her voice was cold. 

“No. She won’t. Because some sick bastard fed her into a high pressure 
suction hose and sprayed her ail over a sandbank off Rotterdam.” Drew 
knew he should probably be annoyed with her, but it was exacdy what he 
wanted to say himself. 

Hakon’s face tightened as Manon looked steadily at him. He could see 
the same assertiveness, insolence, that he so disliked in Karen. And Sarah 
Grelsham. Had Arvind been ailowed to finish with Manon Wyn Roberts, 
then the dredger tank was exactly where she would have ended up. He kept 
his voice steady. 

“I understand that. And I’m sorry. But it isn’t up to Lloyds and Verre 
Slater to investigate that. And with respect, Manon, it isn’t up to you either.” 

He turned back as Drew addressed him clearly. “Hakon, this is your in- 
vestigation and you’re perfectly entitled to close it down whenever you want 
to. But let’s just be clear what we’ve established. This code that Gyrescom 
have developed has major maritime security implications and possibly wider 
than that. We can tie an HCL company, HaiSat, into it but there are still some 
questions we need answered. If you just let us put the last pieces together 
then I reckon when you see the full report — ” 

Hakon felt his blood run cold at the extent of what they knew and shook 
his head firmly. Drew stopped abruptly. He could feel the anger heating in 
him. They’d come so bloody far. 

“I completely understand your position, Drew, and I don’t disagree with 
it. But you have to realise I’m only the representative of the boards of Verre 
Slater and Lloyd’s. I am simply the messenger. Now I know the serious- 
ness of what you think you may have found. And I can promise you that 
everything is being passed on to the relevant people who can follow it up. 
You may know that there are some announcements coming about piracy 
soon — ” 

“From Karen.” It was Drew’s turn to cut him off. Manon watched the 
two men regard each other. 

‘Yes. And what you’ve found out will be extremely useful to her. And 
her committee. But there are people who can take things forward now.” 

Drew decided he was giving it one last go. 

“Stephen Desmond and Lars Pedersen were murdered on the instruc- 
tions of HCL, Hakon. Kreller Jonas was targeted. If you don’t let us finish 
this then who’s going to stop that happening again?” 

Hakon sat back in his chair. “From what I understand from Michael 
those are only suspicions at this stage, there’s no concrete proof.” Manon 
couldn’t be quiet any longer. 
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“So let us get it then. Cheung knows how much we have. He sent people 
to shoot us in Norway.” 

Hakon gave a short, patronising laugh. “My dear girl, this is most, most 
unlikely. I think Drew has maybe been working you too hard,” Hakon’s 
mouth twisted in a suggestive smile as he looked at Drew. “I know she’s very 
good to look at, Drew, but you have to give her a holiday now and again.” 

“I don’t need a bloody holiday.” 

Hakon flicked his eyes back to Manon at her tone and then looked 
knowingly at Drew again, raising his eyebrows lightly. “I think that she would 
miss you.” 

But he found no fellowship in the icy blueness of Drew’s eyes. Or his 
voice. It was like iron as he replied. 

“No, mate, turns out Manon doesn’t miss.” Hakon swallowed in the si- 
lence before Drew continued. “If it wasn’t for her it’d be us as the bottom of 
a fjord, not the bastard Cheung sent to kill us.” Hakon watched Drew look 
briefly across at Manon and swallowed down the vicious hatred swelling in 
his breast. The shadow of pride in Drew’s eyes just made it worse. 

Manon saw Hakon subside and then take a breath in through his nose. 

“Well, that is all in the past now. The boards have made their decision. 
And I’m afraid it is final.” Then Manon realised what this was all about. The 
thought of talcing on Cheung and HCL was too much for Lloyd’s. And if a 
few seafarers had to die in consequence then so be it. 

For the first time she really understood what Drew had told her on the 
cold mud of Execution Dock. Without a client there was no investigation. 
She looked across at Drew and saw him clench his jaw. His voice was low. 

“So why get us to come all the bloody way down here?” 

Hakon opened his hands in apology. “After I spoke to Michael yesterday 
obviously I had to report back to the rest of the board. By the time I’d done 
so you were already on your way here. If I’d had this information before 
then I would have stopped you.” 

“So Mike knows about this?” 

Hakon pointedly looked at his watch. If Laughton’s decided to call 
Lloyd’s or Verre Slater to verify the fact that they’d closed down the inves- 
tigation he was in trouble. But if he could convince these two it was over it 
would keep them out of his hair and off the yacht for the next twenty-four 
hours, and that would be enough. After that he’d be in a position to wipe out 
any evidence of what had been going on and deal with the fallout. Muddy 
the waters. 

“I didn’t want to wake him,” he looked up again at Drew, “I can call him 
and tell him if you would like?” 
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It was a risk, but a calculated one. And it paid off. Drew shook his head. 

“No. That’s not necessary. I’ll speak to him later on.” 

Hakon sat up straighter and took a deep breath. He made it clear the 
interview was over. 

“Well, I imagine you’ll be able to get on the evening flight back,” he 
looked at Manon apologetically. “I hope you won’t be too disappointed to 
miss the reception this evening. I’m told that several film stars usually go. 
Not that I recognise them.” 

All Manon could think of was that fat bastard Cheung and poor Andrea 
Pedersen. She fought to be civil to him. 

“Saves me buying a dress.” 

He grimaced sympathetically at her. “Oh dear, another disappointment.” 

Drew observed Manon’s restraint with a degree of admiration, then col- 
lected himself and stood up. There was no point in prolonging it. 

“Right, well, thanks for all the help, Hakon. If you want us to get an 
interim report out to you — ” 

Hakon shook Drew’s hand and waved gendy at him with the other. “No, 
no. That won’t be necessary. And it’s been a pleasure to work with you both. 
I can assure you that we’ll recommend Laughton’s wherever we can. We 
really can’t speak highly enough of you all.” 

And Manon wondered how highly she could make him speak if she 
kicked him really hard in the bollocks. 

They barely exchanged a word in the cab on the way back to the hotel 
but once they were inside the lift Manon turned to him as Drew knew she 
would. 

‘We aren’t stopping are we.” 

It was a statement not a question. 

“You heard. Job’s over. Client’s cancelled it.” She opened her mouth 
slowly at him in outrage and he sighed deeply and shook his head at her, 
“Don’t do this, Non. I’m not in the mood.” The doors opened and he held 
back to let her go first but she just stood and looked at him until he rolled 
his eyes and walked out muttering. “You want to spend the afternoon in the 
lift then fine, be my guest.” 

She followed him down the corridor and watched as he slammed the 
card key into the reader on the door and shoved the door to his suite open. 
He let it go behind him as he walked in and Manon caught it and followed 
him. Drew’s suite was very tidy. She suspected the maids had probably found 
it tidier than when they left. She watched him put the key into the box on 
the wall and all the lights and air conditioning started up. Then he threw his 
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phone on the table and dragged at his tie. He didn’t look at her as her voice 
rose. 

“You have to be kidding me. We’re seriously walking away from this?” 
He turned around and looked at her as he unbuttoned his collar and raised 
his eyebrows laconically. 

“Please, come in.” 

She walked towards him shaking her head. “Have you forgotten the 
conversation we had this morning? You might have uncovered the biggest 
corporate cyber-fraud ever contemplated, Drew, and now, because a bunch 
of stupid well-fed businessmen tell you to drop it you’re going to?” She 
watched his jaw working. 

“That was just a theory, we don’t know there’s another timing code.” 

She threw her hands up in frustration. “Now you sound like Hakon. If 
we don’t find out then no one will.” Drew shook his head at her but it was 
like he was arguing with himself. He knew she was bloody right, but he didn’t 
have any choice. He’d promised Michael there’d be no vendetta. Now they 
knew it was ‘Ndrangheta they were dealing with there was no way he could 
justify going rogue. No matter how much he might want to. But he could 
hardly tell her that. 

“Listen, you may not have worked this out yet but Lloyd’s aren’t the only 
client here and whoever else is involved probably have blokes who can go 
and put the last pieces together and do something about it. They don’t need 
us. We’re investigators, like Hakon said our job was to investigate and report. 
We’ve done that.” He watched her shake her head emphatically. 

“Nooo. We haven’t finished. And if we don’t then who the fuck is going 
to make sure that Stephen Desmond and Lars Pedersen and Sarah Grelsh- 
am get some justice for what happened to them?” Drew turned deliberately 
away from her, tearing his way out of his jacket, and walked into the bed- 
room, yanking open the wardrobe door for a hanger. 

Manon followed him, exasperated with his lack of response, almost 
shouting at him. “If you don’t care about any of the rest of it then at least 
have the decency to care about that. You promised Andrea Pedersen you’d 
make them suffer, Drew!” 

He turned around suddenly, leaning down to look into her eyes and she 
shrank back at the rancour in his voice. 

“I told Andrea Pedersen what she wanted to hear, so we could get what 
we needed. But I expected you to know better than that.” As she squinted at 
him in disbelief his voice was hard and staccato, “There’s a Puppet Master 
here somewhere, controlling everything. So whoever you get rid of there’ll 
always another bastard ready to take their place. Another bloated corporate 
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and more board members like Hakon with big wallets and no balls, and more 
Henry Tollings embezzling and swindling them. People who get in their way 
get hurt. They suffer, but the world moves on. That’s the real world, Manon. 
And much as everyone may dislike it, they can’t change it. Believe me.” 

He expected that to be enough to make her back off but instead to his 
surprise Manon pushed her face close to his. She spoke very slowly, and with 
a passionate conviction which momentarily starded him. 

“But yon can change this. I know you can.” He clenched his jaw and took 
a breath in through his nose as she faced him down. Then when he didn’t 
move her voice became softer but more urgent. “I’ll help you and Diego 
will and I’m sure the others will feel the same. Michael doesn’t know they’ve 
called things off yet.” 

He turned away from her as she was speaking and hooked his jacket onto 
the rail, then stopped and leant against the wardrobe. As the cotton of his 
shirt strained across his shoulders Manon could see the tension in him. She 
took a step towards his back. “Between us we can get Cheung. Christ, Drew, 
if they get their hands on those satellites you know what they could do. You 
were smart enough to work it out which is more than anyone else did, you’ve 
got a responsibility to see this through.” 

She was like a conscience on his shoulder and he couldn’t deal with it. He 
could hear his own terseness. 

“My responsibility is to do what’s necessary to keep the client happy, 
whoever the bloody hell they are, and make sure Laughton’s get their fees 
paid. Lloyd’s are happy. This job’s over.” 

Manon grimaced helplessly behind him and her voice rose as her irrita- 
tion with him grew. In the pit of her stomach she couldn’t quell the rising 
fear that he was serious. That she had overestimated him. That he really was 
just a mercenary in a beautifully cut suit. 

“So you’re telling me you did all of this for a paypacket?” 

He swung around and fixed her in a savage stare. 

“It’s a job. It’s always a bloody job. When I had a badge on my cap and a 
commission someone still paid me to do it. You want honour and decency? 
Well I’m sorry to disappoint you, Non, but I never claimed to have either of 
those things. I do what I do to protect myself. You said it yourself, we’re the 
dirty half-dozen, all of us. The only reason any of us do this is because it’s 
better than the alternative.” 

She shook her head and felt the tightness in her chest as she looked at 
him. “So that’s why you saved my life? Because Michael might have fired you 
if you’d come back without me?” 

She was too close. Far too close. And the proximity was causing him 
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to lose his ability to articulate anything. Manon’s voice dropped and shook 
slightly as she stared at him and he could feel her groping her way inside his 
head as she narrowed her eyes at him. Delving into his thoughts. 

“No. No. This is bullshit. I saw you with Andrea Pedersen. You care 
about this as much as I do.” 

She was backing him into a corner and Drew’s natural response was to 
fight his way out. He slammed the door of the wardrobe and made her jump. 
His eyes were frigid, his voice final. 

“No, sweetheart. That’s where you’re wrong. Because I don’t care,” he 
saw her draw back from him, shaking her head and he almost snarled at her. 
“It’s finished. Now get yourself packed.” 

Manon watched him wrench the door open again and reach into the 
bottom of the wardrobe to grab his case out. She felt an odd coldness be- 
ginning to supplant the boiling anger and recognised the familiar sensation 
of discovering that a man wasn’t the person she thought he was. After Greg 
she would have hoped she’d learnt her lesson. But Drew should hardly have 
been a revelation. 

Clearly she’d needed to believe he was more than just the articulate, ve- 
nal, killing machine she’d always known he was. Whether it was her anger 
with herself for not seeing what had always been in front of her, or the 
disappointment that Drew simply didn’t live up to the advertisement, it hurt. 
And it hurt badly. Because there was still a tiny kernel of belief in her that he 
had the capacity to be better than this. 

But even if he wasn’t prepared to go on, she was. As he turned back with 
the case in his hand Manon lifted her chin and shook her head firmly. 

‘You go back if you want to, but I’m staying here.” 

Drew saw the determination in her and wished to God she’d just do 
what she was told. “For Christ’s sake, Manon. Grow up.” 

Her response was acid. “Not if it means turning into you. I knew you 
were no kind of hero but I thought you at least believed in something.” 

He opened his mouth to speak and shut it again. Then watched the mus- 
cles around her eyes tighten painfully and thought she was so angry he could 
almost see tears in their black and gold-flecked depths. 

“I’m sorry for you. Really, I am. Because I can’t imagine what kind of 
fucking awful shit happened to make you this way, but don’t think you’re 
going to make me the same.” 

She turned away from him and marched to the door as Drew stood root- 
ed to the spot and watched her go. When she got to the door she stopped 
and turned around to him again. 

‘You know if this is the way you live your life, Drew Rydstrom, then I’m 
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not surprised you don’t fucking sleep at night.” 

Drew heard the door slam behind her and the frustration exploded 
in him. He lifted his case and launched it across the bedroom. It crashed 
against the wall with a satisfying clatter and he swore viciously as he walked 
after it and aimed a substantial kick at it for good measure. 

Drew closed his eyes and concentrated on containing the anger. He was 
already in a pitched battle for control of his subconscious since the ‘Ndrang- 
heta had infiltrated his life again. There had been brief periods of disassocia- 
tion, two or three at least. And he knew that wasn’t good. At all. 

Opening his eyes he looked at the harbour through the window. No one 
had ever challenged him like that, questioned his choices and his motives the 
way Manon just had. What made it harder was the passionate belief in her 
face. And the disappointment in her eyes. 

Drew mentally swept up the conversation with Manon into a tidy heap 
and chucked it to the back of his head. Then he retrieved his case and put it 
on the bed, and dedicated his cerebellum to the repetitive task of precisely 
folding his shirts; laying his ties carefully in his tie case; pressing his cufflinks 
firmly into the velvet of their boxes, and methodically packing his suitcase 
so pristinely that there wouldn’t be a wrinkle in anything when he opened it 
again in London. 

And all the while the ghastliness and self-loathing in the remainder of his 
hog-tied mind writhed and shrieked at him to let it free. 
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TWENTV-EI6HT 


Having been so rudely interrupted the previous evening Diego made up for 
it big time and it hadn’t been until after four in the morning that, exhausted, 
he had kissed goodbye to the student nurse with a mouth like a vacuum 
cleaner. 

He’d been so shagged out that he hadn’t even spent any time checking 
his email when he got back to the flat, choosing instead to collapse into bed 
fully clothed, and falling swifdy asleep. As a result it wasn’t until he surfaced 
the following morning that he read Drew’s email in full. 

It didn’t go into much detail, just asked him to check exactly what HaiSat 
downloaded and whether it included anything which looked like a timing sig- 
nal, but the cryptic nature of it intrigued him. So he’d headed into the office 
early and since then had been settled in front of his PC trying to answer the 
questions Drew had asked of him. 

The download link on the Gyrescom server had expired the moment 
the HaiSat connection had terminated and the files for download been au- 
tomatically deleted, so Diego began searching back through the secure area. 
It took him some time but now he knew what he was looking for it stood 
out a mile. 

The simplicity of the timing signal and the encryption programme were 
in sharp contrast to the complex nature of the Judas Code it was designed to 
work in tandem with. But it was no less essential. Diego sat back as his mind 
followed the same parabola as Drew’s and Manon’s had several hours earlier. 

It was incredibly ambitious but deceptively simple. What most people 
didn’t realise was that the best and the most profitable kind of cyber-crime 
was the simple stuff. The more complex everything got, the more there was 
to go wrong. And Sebastiano had resolved everything so elegandy. He would 
never admit it to another living soul but, as he looked again at the codes on 
the screen in front of him, Diego knew that Sebastiano was probably his 
equal. 

Further than that his ego wasn’t able to entertain. 

He was about to call Michael and ask him to come in when he heard 
movement behind him and saw the man perching on Manon’s empty desk. 
He looked as if he had something important. Diego turned around in his 
seat to listen and saw K and Danny were looking expectandy at him too. 
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Michael opened his mouth and then heard Tony walk in and stopped. 
“Sorry, guv’nor.” 

Michael encouraged him across with a tilt of his head. 

“No, fine, I was just about to say that I’ve had a conversation with the 
Norwegians. The man Drew dealt with was interrogated for most of yester- 
day and it sounds as though they were very happy to get him.” 

K frowned. “He’s known to them obviously.” 

“Yes, they believe he’s been responsible for a number of contract killings 
in Scandinavia and further abroad. He hasn’t said very much, but his mobile 
phone has done the talking for him. They’ve found a variety of text mes- 
sages and voice mails on it, and they think there are more which have been 
deleted.” Diego cut him off. 

“Eef they geeve me number I can hack in and retrieve the deleted stuff.” 
Nodding up at Diego’s screen Michael stood up. “You should have 
something coming through now. You can hack into the phone, but first will 
you get this current data exported so that Col can read it? There’s something 
else too. One of the bodies they retrieved was an Arvind Barstad. He was 
under surveillance several years ago by their internal security people. He 
went underground as they were on the point of picking him up. They have 
his phone too. Get everything you can about him, records, bank accounts, 
everything,” he looked across at Col, “see what you can find.” 

He saw Col sit up straighter and pull down the hem of his blue, white 
and yellow striped jumper which had ridden up over his stomach. He looked 
earnesdy at Michael. “If one’s a contract killer then he’s likely to be paid in 
cash or corporate transfer. Most of them have offshore accounts. We may be 
lucky and find out some of his client names and bank accounts from that.” 
“That sounds like a good idea,” K nodded in agreement. “I’m looking at 
Li Jian, Bao Yu’s husband and his companies at the moment and there may 
be something here. It looks to me as though he is part of an offshore vehicle. 
Again, if there is money coming in and we can track it to the ransoms then 
it’s concrete evidence.” 

Michael rubbed his hand over his mouth. “The other thing the Norwe- 
gians told me is that this man, Jens Grune, was suspected of the murder of a 
senior shipping executive eight or nine years ago,” he saw the concentration 
on the faces around him intensify, “at the time they were convinced it was an 
“Ndrangheta hit. Apparently they were infiltrating the company with a view 
to buying it and the man was a whistle blower.” 

Tony grimaced. “Sounds like ‘e didn’t blow in time.” 

“The “Ndrangheta have clearly been customers in the past,” Michael 
nodded solemnly. “Whoever ordered the hit on the Brodjfell executive — ” 
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Col gave a squeak and everyone looked at him. 

“Brodjfell. Brodjfell was the company Sarah Grelsham was looking into. 
The one which was bought by HCL. According to her files Brodjfell had 
been dumping toxic waste off the coast of Somalia and she was at the point 
of having the evidence she needed when it went into administration and was 
bought out by HCL.” 

Danny looked around. “So could it be that the executive who was killed 
was a source for Sarah Grelsham?” 

K stretched his legs out and then leant back in thought. “So Brodjfell 
were already dumping waste in Somalia; the Norwegians thought that the 
‘Ndrangheta were trying to buy the company, but eventually it was Cheung 
at HCL who got them cheap out of administration. Who were the original 
owners of Brodjfell, Michael?” 

“I don’t know But I want to know.” He had a sense that this whole thing 
was finally beginning to have a shape to it. As if the threads they’d been 
pulling from a variety of different directions were about to lasso the truth 
for them. Danny’s hooded eyes concentrated on Michael. 

“There is nothing more on Trond Venlu then? Nothing which is useful 
to us?” 

Shaking his head Michael looked up to find Diego catching his eye. He 
wondered what he had. “No. But I don’t think it’s an overestimation to say 
that he won’t be missed. Unfortunately without him we don’t have anyone 
else who can shed light on how the Judas Code might be used. Until and un- 
less Drew and Manon speak to HaiSat. And I somehow doubt they’re going 
to volunteer any information.” 

Diego took a deep breath, loud enough to attract attention. His eyes 
were alive. “I theenk we now know how thees code will be used. I had email 
from Drew overnight asking me to look for another piece of code, timing 
signals for decoders. And I find eet. Ees beeg, Miguel. Real beeg, man. I tell 
you all now.” 

It took fifteen minutes or so of displacement activity for Manon to calm 
down sufficiently to start thinking with any sort of clarity. Her anger had dis- 
sipated surprisingly quickly and what was left she didn’t like. A sadness and 
a disappointment she couldn’t really quantify. What she could only describe 
as a sense of loss. 

Unlike the last time she’d squared up to him, on this occasion Manon 
wasn’t expecting a knock on the door anytime soon and Drew didn’t disap- 
point her. Deciding that if she was serious about going on her own to Che- 
ung’s party she’d better read up on HaiSat Manon fired up the little laptop 
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she carried with her and logged onto the Laughton’s network. 

Shortly she was trawling through the files, refreshing her memory and 
focussing on the new information Diego had provided on HaiSat. As she 
looked at it she had a pang of sadness. She glanced across to the bedroom 
and remembered the euphoria she’d felt when Drew had shared his theory 
sitting on the bed together that morning. What a difference a few hours 
could make. 

Manon was just settling down to read in detail when there was a knock 
at the door. For some reason she felt the adrenalin shoot through her. She 
was torn between wanting to hear what he had to say and readying herself 
for another argument if it was just more of the same. 

Eventually she roused herself from the couch and walked over to the 
door. When she opened it she was confronted by what appeared to be a 
posse led by a tiny, dark haired, elegantly turned out Chinese woman. 

“Hello, Manon? I am Lin, Mr Tao has asked me to help you choose an 
outfit for this evening.” 

Manon sagged a litde in relief. “Oh, brilliant. I was just about to go and 
find a dress. Hang on a minute and I’ll get my bag — ” She saw Lin shaking 
her head. 

“No, no. We have everything we need. If you’re ready we can come in 
and set up now.” Manon shrugged her agreement and watched as a stream 
of flunkies carrying cases, bags and boxes and then two men pushing a 
clothes rail carefully protected by a zipped cover trooped into the suite. She 
realised that this was shopping billionaire style, where the shops came to you 
together with a glass of champagne and a make-up artist. 

As Lin began the work of transforming her into red carpet material 
Manon was initially very uncomfortable. The woman fussed around her, put- 
ting her into one evening dress after another and adding different shoes and 
bags while another pinned her hair up and let it down again. Fairplay, Lin 
knew what she was doing, but Manon would far rather have spent the time 
researching. Or at least that was what she told herself. But as the time passed 
she acknowledged that in some ways it was a blessing that all these people 
had descended on her and taken her mind off the fact that Drew was busy 
packing next door and whatever happened on Cheung’s yacht, she would 
have to deal with on her own. 

It was the last dress which hit the jackpot. It accentuated all the most 
important things whilst also managing to disguise the wound on her arm. 
There wasn’t much she could do about the gathering bruising on her wrists 
where Drew had hung grimly onto her over the ravine though. 

While the dress looked discreedy priceless the same could not be said 
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of the jewels which Danny had organised for her. It was billionaire bling. 
Manon hadn’t been particularly bowled over by the eye wateringly expen- 
sive dresses she’d been trying on, but the jewels were something else. Lin 
explained that Danny had asked the jewellers to send a selection, and they 
clearly weren’t paste. She chose a simple but stunning diamond daisy chain 
necklace and matching earrings, set in platinum. When they were fastened 
around her throat and at her ears she was surprised by how heavy they were. 
They lay coldly on her neck for a few minutes and then she felt them gradu- 
ally begin to absorb her warmth. 

Manon sat obediendy as the make-up artist put the finishing touches 
to her face and stood back in satisfaction. From the smiles around her she 
could tell they all felt they’d pulled one out of the hat. But she had no idea 
the extent of it. As she stood up and turned to the full length mirror Manon 
quite genuinely failed to recognise herself. 

Her make-up was full-on dramatic, and combined with the expensive 
black dress and the spectacular diamonds she looked like a movie star. Dan- 
ny was absolutely right. Looking the part made all the difference. She had a 
sudden wave of gratitude to him for doing this. And an ache that, after what 
she’d said to Drew, and the fact she was about to go AWOL, she probably 
wouldn’t be working with Danny or the others any more. But by Christ Drew 
had deserved it. It may be sordid, but it was the truth. 

She heard her mobile ring and was convinced that this time it was him, 
telling her they were leaving for the airport and to get downstairs. But it was 
showing an unknown number. She looked around at Lin who was already 
packing up. 

“I’ll just get this.” 

“Please. We will clear through now and I will make sure that your car is 
here.” Manon smiled gratefully and answered the phone. 

She discovered it was a Rydstrom, but not the one she’d been expecting. 

“Non? It’s Caz. I just wanted to call you and say thanks. He called Mai 
and he called me too. And everything’s fine. More than fine actually. I don’t 
know what you did to him but it worked.” Manon decided that telling Caz 
what she really wanted to do to her brother at that point involved a gag and 
a cattle prod probably wasn’t diplomatic. So she forced some enthusiasm 
into her voice. 

“Caz, that’s great. I’m really pleased.” 

“Well it’s down to you I reckon. Mai and I want to take you to dinner 
when you get back. Say thanks properly.” Manon looked out at the view of 
Hong Kong from her hotel window and thought that in another life she and 
Caz might well have been friends. 
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“You don’t need to do that.” 

‘Yes I do. I know what a stubborn bastard Drew can be and if you 
can handle him that well you deserve a medal.” Caz was so way off Manon 
wasn’t sure what to say to her. Then she heard another voice in the back- 
ground before Caz continued. “Non, Mai wants a word if that’s OK? I’ll see 
you when you and Drew get back.” 

“Yes, s’long, Caz.” Manon braced herself for Mai but she was caught out 
by the quietness in his voice. 

“Is he with you, Non?” 

“No.” She heard Mai take in her tone. Drew may be Caz’s brother but he 
wasn’t Mai’s. There was no need to disguise how pissed off with him she was 
to Mai. She was surprised again by the urgency in Mai’s voice. 

“What’s happened?” Manon pursed her lips as she tried to find the 
words to explain. Mai clearly mistook her silence. “Christ. Caroline isn’t with 
me, Non, you can tell me. Do you need someone to help?” 

“No. Of course I bloody don’t. I’m capable of going to a party and 
flying to London without Drew holding my hand.” She heard the tension 
in Mai’s voice. 

“I was rather hoping you’d be holding his.” 

“Drew?” Manon heard herself laugh shortly. “I think he’s perfectly capa- 
ble of looking after himself. It’s one of his finer qualities, in fact probably his 
finest. Looking after number one is just about his sole purpose in life, Mai. 
There sure as hell doesn’t appear to be anything else in the world he cares 
about. Certainly not any of the poor bastards Cheung and his lot have killed, 
or the ones they intend to butcher in the future.” She stopped and took a 
breath and was surprised how accusative Mai sounded when he replied. 

“This is the same Drew Rydstrom we’re talking about?” 

“Well, if it’s the Drew Rydstrom who promises grieving widows what- 
ever he thinks they want to hear in order to extract information from them, 
or kneecaps complete strangers and only bothers saving people who are 
worth something to Laughton’s, all because Michael Leithead is paying him 
handsomely then yes, we are, Mai. And frankly I’m surprised that any of this 
is news to you.” 

She heard him pause and take a breath as if coming to a decision. 
“Manon, I’m not exactly flavour of the month with Drew at the moment 
so what I’m about to do is really pushing my luck. If he knew I was talking 
to you like this then — ” Manon frowned as she listened to Mai. She hadn’t 
thought he was capable of being so serious. “I spoke to Michael earlier and 
he told me that you’ve got a connection to the “Ndrangheta.” 

“Yes. We think so. What the hell has that — ” 
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Mai didn’t let her finish. “There are reasons Drew is at Laughton’s.” 

Manon cut him off sniffily. “Well I’d worked that much out.” 

“OK, have it your way, Manon,” Mai snapped at her. “You think you’ve 
got him worked out then fine. But you might want to ask yourself why a man 
like that gets awarded two Stars of Gallantry. That’s second only to a VC by 
the way. And no one else has ever got two of them.” 

Manon opened her mouth and then shut it again. She was astonished. 
But Mai hadn’t finished. She had the sense that her attack on Drew had really 
upset him. “The truth is that if it wasn’t for Drew I wouldn’t be here and I’m 
not the only one. So don’t give me any of this bullshit about Drew being out 
for himself. It’s complete rubbish. I have no clue what’s happened to give 
you that idea, but this I can tell you. The ‘Ndrangheta cost Drew. They cost 
him everything, Manon, and if there was ever a reason to cut any man some 
slack it’s because he’s having to deal with bastards like them again.” 

She swallowed, her voice rough. “I din’ know any of that, Mai.” 

He sighed hard and she heard the anger go out of him. “I know. That’s 
why I told you.” Manon closed her eyes as she remembered the vicious way 
she’d laid into Drew. 

“What did he get the medals for?” 

“I don’t know. Heroic stuff. Saving people. Exceptional bravery. You 
know the kind of thing. And I can’t believe that he’s changed the habit of 
a lifetime in the last twenty-four hours. Whatever you may think.” Manon 
remembered him standing on the shore in Alesund, executing that graceful 
dive into the icy waters. And the sound of him sobbing. Her voice broke 
slightly when she spoke again. 

“I saw him in Norway. He dived into the sea and swam for bloody miles. 
What’s that about?” 

“Drew swims. Always has. According to Caroline if their bitch of a 
mother had allowed him to train he would have won every Olympic gold 
medal going. The coaches thought he was a phenomenon. I’m not convinced 
he isn’t biologically part fish.” 

“But why swim in the middle of the night in the arctic?” There was an 
intelligence in the silence on the other end of the phone. Manon realised 
that she wanted to know very badly so she pushed Mai. “Christ, Mai, tell me 
what’s going on. He came back and he sat on the ground and he broke his 
bloody heart sobbing. He din’ know I was there.” There was another deep 
sigh and she waited. 

“Non, the only person who can talk to you about that is Drew. But I’ll 
tell you two things. The first is that not even Caroline knows the whole story, 
and the second is that before you decide to ask him about it, you need to 
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make absolutely sure you want to hear the answer.” 

She bit her lip and nodded into the phone. “You think he needs someone 
holding his hand?” 

“Perhaps I should have said his lead. He clearly listens to you, Non. 
But if things get out of hand call us straightaway. I think expecting you to 
deal with him alone at this point in time is a big ask, and to be honest I’m 
annoyed with Michael for not giving you a heads up before, as soon as the 
“Ndrangheta connection showed up.” 

Manon wondered just how out of hand Drew was capable of getting. 
She straightened up and spoke slowly. “Thanks, Mai. For telling me all of 
this.” 

“Well, thank you for making things right with him for Caroline and I. I 
do actually happen to love her,” he paused a moment. “They get under your 
skin these Rydstroms. But I don’t think I can handle looking after two at 
once.” Manon found herself smiling at the affection in Mai’s voice. “I think 
I’m going to have to re-home Drew. If you’re interested?” 

She wasn’t sure what he meant but she played along. 

“Well, he’s certainly house trained.” 

“He’s also affectionate, loyal and doesn’t chew the carpet.” 

Manon turned and caught sight of herself in the mirror and remem- 
bered there was a car waiting for her downstairs. “Look, Mai, I’m sorry I 
have to go.” 

“Alright, Non. You know where we are if you need us.” 

She switched off the phone and closed her eyes. With a sinking heart 
she remembered the copious insults she’d thrown at Drew. Now she had the 
necessary distance she saw that all he’d done was what he was supposed to 
do in front of Hakon. And all the signs were there that he didn’t want to give 
up any more than she did. She just hadn’t given him a chance. She cringed as 
she remembered telling him he was no hero. It felt like there was only one 
thing to do. 

Manon picked up her evening bag and left the suite, taking out the card 
key and letting the door close behind her. She walked the few steps to Drew’s 
suite and took a breath, then rang the doorbell. When there was no answer 
she rang it again. And after a few minutes she realised that there was no one 
coming to open it. 

When she stepped out in the lobby and received the first reactions to 
her appearance she was slightly disconcerted. Even the woman on the desk 
virtually curtsied to her. And then with a wide smile she confirmed that Mr 
Rydstrom had indeed checked out hours ago and taken a car to the airport. 

Whereupon Manon understood that she had finally burnt her bridges 
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with Drew Rydstrom. And that meant now she really was on her own. 

Drew replaced the empty glass of scotch on the bar in the business class 
lounge and looked around. The dark haired Qantas girl with the peachy arse 
walked past and smiled at him. 

“You actually going anywhere, or have you come for the day?” 

“Just admiring the view.” 

She looked out of the window at the planes taxiing and then back at him. 
“Plane spotter are you?” He shook his head slowly and leant his elbow on 
the bar, putting his chin into his hand. 

“Not that view.” 

She smiled at him and wished she’d met him at a bar and out of uni- 
form. Although for so many of these businessmen the uniform was half 
the attraction. For a minute he considered making a play for her. There were 
plenty of quiet shower rooms around where they could get enough privacy 
to make it possible but not enough to stop it being interesting. And in the ab- 
sence of a swimming pool God knew he needed something to sort his head 
out for the thirteen hours back to London. This pretty girl with the luscious 
backside fighting to keep quiet while he screwed her and then telling him he 
was fantastic was just what he could do with at the moment. Because Drew 
felt about as far from fantastic as he could ever recall. 

And that was thanks to another girl entirely. 

He realised he shouldn’t have thought about it. Now that he had, the idea 
of trying to have sex in the bathroom felt entirely juvenile. And he’d told 
Manon to grow up. The girl was smiling at him. “Well make the most of it. 
I’m off shift in half an hour.” She wondered if he’d suggest a drink, but he 
just looked sadly at her. So she smiled again and headed off. Drew watched 
her go and sighed as that arse disappeared around the corner. He glanced 
at his watch and realised it was still early to call Michael and tell him he was 
on his way home. 

Truth was he didn’t really want to call him at all. Drew looked across at 
his bag and the suit-carry containing his dinner jacket on the sofa next to the 
bar. He’d been so bloody angry and so determined to get out of that hotel 
and away from her that he hadn’t bothered to check he could get on the 
flight. Thanks to the fully flexible ticket Isabelle had booked they’d managed 
to get him a seat. But now he had hours to kill in the lounge. 

He’d started with the papers, but he read fast so that hadn’t taken long. 
Then he picked up a thriller which was supposed to be vicious and absorbing 
but that bored him to tears within twenty minutes. When he realised he’d 
read the same page three times he gave up and decided it was time for a 
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drink. At least in an airline lounge every hour was cocktail hour. Now after 
three scotches and having exhausted every displacement activity he could 
find he realised he was going to have to deal with it. He turned back to the 
bar again and poured himself another scotch and replayed the conversation 
in his head. 

She was right of course. There was no way they should stop now, not 
when they’d come so far and got so close. But he’d been right too. The world 
wasn’t black and white: it was made up of shades of grey and Laughton’s was 
as grey and as shady as anything he’d come across. Things were too complex 
for him to head off gung-ho and take her with him. Even if he wanted to. 
And Drew acknowledged he did want to. Very much. 

Manon had read him with deadly accuracy. He felt for Steve Desmond 
and for Lars, but it was Andrea Pedersen and Sarah Grelsham that had really 
got to him. The kind of people who fed young women into suction pumps 
needed talcing out. But then what did you expect from the ‘Ndrangheta? It 
went against everything in him to get on a plane and go home. And it was 
even harder to do it alone. 

In fact Drew was surprised how difficult he found the prospect of leav- 
ing without Manon. But short of picking her up and putting her over his 
shoulder there was no way he could force her to go with him. She’d made her 
position clear. They’d been fortunate to get her back the first time, but this 
was different. She’d never thought they were good enough. And the truth 
was she was probably right. About him at least. 

Drew pushed the red cocktail napkin around the bar with his finger. 
What Manon had said to him had made him confront things about himself. 
What he’d become. He’d been so busy surviving maybe he hadn’t noticed 
chunks of him being lost along the way. In the long campaign for sanity 
Drew won the skirmishes, but never the war. And now he was in the most 
intense batde for a while. 

He realised that her idealistic, simple approach to doing what was right 
had floored him. Because that was what he’d been like once. Which was 
probably what made watching her intense belief in him curdle and flake to 
dust in her eyes so tough. He could see the almost-tears in the depths of 
them in his mind. 

The enormity of what he was about to do suddenly hit him. Leave her 
to walk into Cheung and his ‘Ndrangheta mates’ party alone and with the ex- 
press intention of causing trouble. It wasn’t like Cheung wouldn’t know they 
were coming either. Drew closed his eyes and felt a sickness in his stomach 
as he remembered her spattered with blood after Arvind had finished with 
her. Then he knew he couldn’t do it. If he got on that plane without her then 
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she was right. He was everything she’d accused him of being. 

He straightened up and took a long breath. In the old days he wouldn’t 
have thought twice. His maxim had always been that it was easier to seek 
forgiveness than to ask permission. Certainly Michael had the power to make 
his life very unpleasant indeed but maybe Mai was right. Maybe Mike did 
need him more than he realised. But even if he didn’t, Manon sure as hell 
did. So if Michael thought he was disappearing off on a vendetta then that 
was his problem. 

He was already climbing off the bar stool when his phone rang. 

“G’day, Diegs, mate.” 

“Drew, man. You are right. Ees all there. The timing signal, the encryp- 
tion, everything. You are genius.” 

He blew out a breath. Now surely Michael would allow them to keep go- 
ing. And if he didn’t then Manon was right. They needed to go after Cheung 
themselves. “Is Mike there?” 

“Si, he want to talk to you.” 

Drew heard Michael’s voice and noted the urgency in it. “Drew, excellent 
work. Really, quite outstanding. It’s essential that we push hard now. We need 
to establish where this is being driven. Colin is looking at the phone records 
of Grune and Barstad and K may have an offshore company Li Jian is con- 
nected to. The net is closing.” 

Drew decided he’d better give Michael the bad news. “Well Lloyd’s just 
cut the bloody thing from under us, Mike.” 

“What?” 

“Non and I saw Hakon this morning. Told us the board was canning us. 
Investigation over.” 

Michael was silent for a moment. “Did he give a reason?” 

“Just that they were always divided about wanting us in there, and now 
Henry Tolling and the journo were gone they reckoned they’d cleaned 
house.” Michael sat back against the desk in London and frowned. 

“I’m extremely surprised by that.” 

Drew snorted with unamused laughter. “Shocked the hell out of Non 
and me too.” Drew bit his lip and decided to go for it. “Thing is, Mike, I 
reckon with this new info on the decoders then it’s worth at least going to 
the party tonight. Shaking things up.” There was silence and Drew found 
himself holding his breath. Michael’s tone was measured. 

“Well, of course you’re going to the party. That’s why you’ve both flown 
down there and Lloyd’s will be expecting a full report from us.” 

Drew frowned in confusion. “Mike, Lloyd’s canned us. They want us to 
stop. Didn’t you hear me?” 
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“No. I didn’t — ” There was a pause. Drew got it. “And considering I 
haven’t been contacted by anyone in Lloyd’s there’s no reason for me to pull 
you both back to London yet.” 

Drew smiled slowly. Michael hoped he was doing the right thing. He 
needed some clarification and fast. And there was only one place to get that. 
Because this wasn’t making any sense. 

“Enjoy the party, Drew. Make sure you make an entrance.” 

“Roger that, Mike.” 

Drew was already grabbing up his bag and his suit carry. Switching off 
the phone he turned around and headed to the desk. 

“I’ve got an emergency. Need to stay. Can you get my bag off?” 

He watched the flurry of activity and oiled the wheels with plenty of 
big smiles. Inside five minutes it was organised. He looked at his watch and 
saw that he had precious little time to get back onto the island. It was bloody 
lucky his suit was in his hand and not in the hold. He turned and strode 
quickly towards the men’s room, unzipping the suit-carry as he went as the 
gaggle of women at the desk who’d sorted out his bag watched him go 
curiously. Life in the business class lounge was less exciting than it sounded 
and they were all wondering what kind of emergency the big Australian had 
to deal with. 

When he emerged five minutes later resplendent in his precisely tailored 
black tie, looking as though someone had polished him, he noticed them all 
looking at him open-mouthed. A young man in a suit stepped forward. 

“I can take you back through immigration, Mr Rydstrom.” 

“Thanks, mate, can we do it fast?” 

The man nodded and set off as Drew leant into the smiling women at 
the desk and dropped his voice. 

“And if you think that’s good you should see what I do in a phone box.” 

Then, with the sound of their laughter chasing him. Drew caught up 
with the young man, grabbed him around the shoulders, and sailed them 
both down the stairs three at a time. 

The noise of people chattering in Mandarin echoed down the breeze 
block hallway under the convention centre as the group of waiting staff 
disappeared off to their designated launches. The waiter sat down on the 
slatted locker room bench and listened carefully for the sound of any other 
people. Satisfied he was alone he pulled out the identity badge from his bag 
and flung it around his neck so it hung down over the white shirt and black 
bow tie. Reaching further into the bag he withdrew a modest, but carefully 
honed knife. It didn’t look very much but it could gut a bear. 
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The waiter stood up and carefully inserted the knife into the specially de- 
signed pouch below the waistband at the back of his trousers. Reaching into 
his bag he pulled out a bottle of mineral water and took a long draught of it. 
This was a big job, and he wasn’t a cheap hire. But then when your hitman of 
choice got busted and you needed another the price went up. Because it was 
usually the client rather than the killer who made the errors. And if they’d 
got Jens then it was unlikely to have been his mistake. 

Screwing the top back onto the water bottle the waiter walked across to 
the sink and ran it under the tap, grabbing a nearby towel hanging on a hook 
and drying it off, before throwing it into the trash. 

Then he pulled on his clear polythene gloves, checked there was nothing 
else in the bag that could possibly identify him, and walked purposefully up 
the ramp to join the small army of other staff catering Cheung’s party. 
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TWENTV-NINE 


Manon watched the streets of Hong Kong pass by the window of the lim- 
ousine. Everything was unfamiliar. She didn’t recognise anything, she had no 
idea where she was headed. She didn’t even recognise herself in the mirror. 
It occurred to her that aside from breakfast with Drew, and the little pas- 
tries Lin and her gang had brought with them, she’d eaten nothing all day. 
She hoped it was that which was contributing to the mounting sensation of 
light-headedness. 

The couple of glasses of champagne she’d had while getting dressed 
were properly wearing off too, just for good measure. She thought she 
would cheerfully murder someone for a glass of Tequila. But she needed to 
keep a clear head. 

As the limousine approached the harbour Manon could see a string of 
similar black limousines ahead of them. Each was waiting to disgorge its 
monied passengers at the entrance to the welcome area on the quayside, 
where pre-event drinks were being served before guests boarded the launch- 
es out to the massive yacht moored in the harbour. 

A sudden explosion of flashes made her concentrate. A couple had 
stepped out of their limo onto the red carpet and the assembled photogra- 
phers went crazy. Manon felt her blood run cold. Her hands balled in her lap 
as she realised she was going to have to go through them to get to the party. 
And it scared her more than Cheung and the ‘Ndrangheta put together. 

She swallowed and tried to concentrate on what was within the building. 
It was twenty-five feet of red carpet; that was all. And she had to find some 
way to do it, because otherwise this whole exercise was going to end before 
it had a chance to get started. By the time the doormen at the head of the 
red carpet shut the rear door of the car in front and it slowly moved off 
Manon was clamping down on the panic hard. And then everything seemed 
to be in slow motion. 

She watched the dark figure of the doorman lean forward to open her 
door and the hand held out to her. She managed to get herself out of the 
car, straighten up and take a step onto the carpet. 

The party was one of the Hong Kong social events of the year and Lin 
had done such a good job that most of the photographers decided that if 
they didn’t know who Manon was, they ought to. So they went into action. 
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It was too much for Manon. She knew she should move but the thought 
ended there. The flashes went on and on in front of her. She tried to swal- 
low and felt the pain in her chest beginning and the terror gripping her. It 
was exactly as when she’d stood behind Karen and Hakon Felland after the 
funeral. She couldn’t get enough air. And she knew that all these hordes of 
people were watching her fall apart in front of them. 

At the other end of the red carpet, just for a moment Drew was as 
transfixed as she was. Having paced anxiously up and down waiting for her 
to appear, he hadn’t recognised her to begin with. It was only when she’d 
stood rooted to the spot that he’d taken another look and realised who it was. 

Her hair had been softly pinned up, her face transformed by the far 
heavier make-up than she normally wore, lit up by the dazzling, flashing 
diamonds around her neck and at her ears. She looked taller, sculptural and 
as Drew couldn’t fail to acknowledge, appeared to have an incredible figure 
too. Unlike so many of the women walking down that carpet she wasn’t 
stick thin, and the draping black dress made the most of the fullness of her 
natural breasts and the curve of her hips. But it was the look in her beautiful, 
dramatic eyes which grabbed at him. She was losing it. Big time. 

So he turned on his heel and took off up the red carpet towards her. 

To begin with Manon didn’t know what she was looking at. Then Drew 
was in front of her, his large frame blocking out the flashes. And it seemed 
to break the spell. Like when he’d shouted at her as she dangled over the 
void, seeing him brought her back, concentrated her on what she was there 
to do and what was important. She took a shuddering breath and let it out 
as she felt the panic subside. Then she couldn’t remember ever being that 
happy to see someone in her entire life. 

It occurred to Drew suddenly that she may very well still be pissed off 
with him, so he bit his lip before he spoke. There was too much to say. But 
only one thing was important. She’d been right. He’d lied to her and he need- 
ed to tell her the truth. He took a breath and looked back into her familiar, 
and yet completely different face. 

“I care.” 

He watched her look back at him and braced himself, but her voice was 
soft. 

“I know.” 

She began to smile and Drew gave her a rather abashed smile in return. 
“You’re a bit of a bloody stunner, Non, by the way. I was going to say you 
looked a million bucks but around here that’s small change.” 

She looked him up and down in return. She’d thought that making Tony 
drive all the way to the airport to get his dinner suit on the plane had been 
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wholly indulgent. But now she saw him in it she wasn’t so sure. 

“You don’t look too bad yourself.” 

His face hardened. “Listen, we were right about HaiSat. Diego found the 
timing signal. So I’m here with Mike’s blessing.” She saw him hesitate, “But 
I was coming anyway, with or without it.” 

The knowledge that he’d come back for her, and just in the nick of time 
seemed to be forming a lump in her throat, so she cleared it and looked 
around him. 

‘You know I think they’ve got enough photos of your back. Drew.” 

He shrugged. “Bugger them. Are you ready to do this?” 

Manon nodded. “I am now.” 

Drew straightened his shoulders and she felt his arm go around her. 
As he made contact with the bare flesh of her back he stopped and looked 
down at her. 

“Strewth, Non. You left the other half of your dress at home.” 

Manon felt the warmth of his hand on her skin as he gave her an explor- 
atory pat, and nudged him with her elbow. 

“Shut up and get me a drink.” 

“Come on then, Barbie, let’s go party.” She fell into step with him as they 
walked down the carpet, “And this time when you meet Cheung you get to 
be as bloody rude as you like.” 

Bao Yu smiled and lifted her hand in greeting as yet more of Hong 
Kong’s elite emerged from the latest launch to arrive at the mega yacht. She 
was used to hosting this event alone. Her father was as good as his word and 
always made an appearance at the charity auction, but that was all he made. 

Aside from a brief ten minutes on the stage for photographs and a short 
speech, he remained, as usual, cocooned in the seclusion of his owner’s cab- 
in. Protected from the pseudo-friends every billionaire collected by a sturdy 
door sealed by a security code. 

But the event wouldn’t be complete without him. It didn’t matter how 
many times and in how many ways she tried to make it clear that she was 
in charge, the world seemed reluctant to believe her. Although, as she now 
understood, the extent of even her father’s control had always been limited. 

Bao Yu had been born into wealth but it had not been until after her 
brother’s death that she had begun to be groomed for power. She found 
it ironic that the world yearned for celebrity and exposure. How little they 
understood that real power came from anonymity. The wealth and celebrity 
her father had been helped to accumulate had come at a price. Inculcated 
into the real workings of the world as heir apparent Bao Yu now realised 
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that the reins of power were really the strings the Puppet Master used to 
make them dance. 

It had been her father to whom the party had made its approach regard- 
ing HaiSat and the BeiDou system. Not her. But they had already been told 
to refuse. Rebuffing the party was an order both father and daughter were 
happy to follow, but there were other instructions, like facilitating Triad drug 
shipments, where that accord evaporated. 

Bao Yu didn’t like it but her father had made it clear that going against 
this particular Puppet Master was not an option. She knew Fei’s connections 
were too intimate and too intricate for her to unpick them without his agree- 
ment. But as the number of vessels being targeted, and cargoes disappearing 
had increased, she had exhorted Fei again to sever their links to protect 
the company, and themselves from exposure. Turning to her beloved uncle 
Chen Li had been a last resort. And what had begun as an attempt to free 
her company of Triad interference had swiftly become something far darker. 

Bao Yu glanced at Li Jian’s raised chin next to her, then, squinting against 
the lowering sun, masked by the haze above the waters of Hong Kong har- 
bour, she returned to searching the faces of the guests streaming aboard. 

She knew they were on the guest list, and the event was the perfect op- 
portunity to hear for herself whether they had managed to acquire concrete 
evidence of the treachery of which she suspected the man next to her. If so 
then she would need to act quickly and decisively. If her murdered uncle had 
been correct then her husband’s duplicity was equalled only by his stupidity. 
If it really was the mythical CEO, the master Puppet Master, who lurked in 
the Cheungs’ shadow, Li Jian was suicidal to even think about challenging 
him. 

When his arm reached around her waist she carefully pushed it away. 
Li Jian withdrew it wordlessly. He reflected that he was unlikely to be able 
to make love to her that evening anyway. If things went to plan it would be 
inappropriate. Or perhaps not. In grief women needed to be comforted. 

He realised she had stiffened slightly and followed her eyes to see a strik- 
ing couple appear in the flow of guests arriving. He didn’t recognise them, 
but he recognised the quality of the jewels around the woman’s neck. He 
looked at the big, self-assured man and disliked him on sight. It was bad 
enough that he was handsome and had a woman that beautiful on his arm. 
That he was also sufficiently wealthy to buy her diamonds of that calibre 
added insult to injury. He turned to Bao Yu. 

“Who are those two? I do not know them.” 

Bao Yu sounded slightly absent. “We met them in London. At IMO.” 

Jian shook his head. “I did not meet them.” 
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He saw Bao Yu turn and look hard at him. 

“Perhaps you were elsewhere. They are corporate investigators. The man 
is called Rydstrom, he is from Laughton MacAllister in London. The woman 
too.” It was as though someone had suddenly plunged Li Jian’s head under- 
water. The sound of the party around him was drowned out by the throb- 
bing of blood in his ears and the beating of his heart. Even Bao Yu’s face in 
front of him blurred as his mind raced headlong in panic towards the cliff 
edge he now realised he was perched above. 

Hakon had assured him they were gone. That everything was in hand. 
Fool he was to have trusted him. Jian looked for an activity which would pre- 
vent him having to look at his wife and decided to raise his champagne to his 
lips, but the muscles in his arm were so frozen they creaked with the effort. 

Bao Yu regarded him for a moment longer and then looked back at the 
couple as they moved off towards the starboard rail. Drew pointing up at 
the big C-band VSAT and Inmarsat radomes on the very top of the yacht as 
Manon nodded slowly at him. 

And when Yu turned back Li Jian had disappeared. 

Col’s eyes ran hungrily, but with surgical precision across the sheets 
of data Diego had provided him with. The numbers captured from Jens 
Grune’s phone, Arvind Barstad’s phone and the latest email and phone re- 
cords from Gyrescom. It was a massive amount of disparate information. 

The colours burst and swirled in front of him as sets of digits paired 
up and a three dimensional map of the connections built itself slowly in his 
head. He looked at it in surprise and checked it again. Then Col sat back and 
noted down three telephone numbers and an email address. 

Standing up he took them across to Diego. “These. They’re the com- 
monality. They connect everything,” he frowned and shook his head, “there’s 
another thing too, the word ‘Liang. It’s been texted back and forth several 
times, but never in any kind of context.” 

Diego shrugged. “Eet mean nothing to me. Sounds Chinese, we should 
ask Danny. OK, I have a smoke and then I track thees numbers and see what 
we get. Email address, he ees simple.” Col watched Diego rouse himself and 
reach into the pocket of his leather jacket for his packet of Marlboro. 

“Did you get me into Grune’s bank account?” 

Diego put the unlit fag in his mouth and nodded. “Si, you want me to log 
you een now before I go?” 

“Do you mind?” 

Diego shook his head and walked across to Col’s desk and sat down, 
his fingers flying over the keyboard as he pulled up the bank network and 


423 


hacked into the account. “Ees all here. Offshore account. Take a look at 
what you want, Col man, but don’ touch anything. I do not want them to 
know we are here.” 

“No, no that’s fine. I won’t touch anything.” 

As Diego left the office he passed Danny on his way back in. “Danny 
man. Col has question for you.” Danny raised his eyebrows at Col as he 
walked back to his desk. 

“What may I do for you, Colin?” 

“Does the word ‘Liang’ mean anything to you?” 

“It is a Chinese name. It does not mean anything to me but it means 
something to Cheung Fei. Liang was the name of his son. Bao Yu’s elder 
brother. He was killed in a car accident with Cheung’s wife ten years ago. 
Where have you seen this name?” 

“It’s turned up several times in texts and emails. I think it’s significant but 
I can’t see how.” He watched Danny’s hooded eyes focus out of the window. 

“This was a great loss for Cheung. One I do not think that he has ever 
recovered from. Had Liang not died then Bao Yu would not have gone into 
the business.” 

“And he’s definitely dead?” 

Danny nodded sadly as Col turned his eyes back to the papers in front 
of him. Walking slowly back to his desk he reflected upon the loss of a child. 
He and Zong had not been blessed with children despite wanting them. It 
was a source of deep regret to him that there was nothing of her to live on. 

As he reached his desk K gave a great sigh and then looked up at him 
and grinned. “That’s it. We got him. Li Jian is one of the Directors of a 
Cayman Islands company. He’s well hidden but it’s definitely him. He got 
sloppy a few months ago and paid himself a chunk of money direcdy into 
his personal account,” he looked across at Col, “what will you bet that there’s 
a link to the ransom money?” 

Col shook his head. “I don’t bet.” 

K was slightly taken aback. He was sure that Col hadn’t meant to be, but 
it sounded accusatory. And after K’s well-documented problems with gam- 
bling he was understandably sensitive. K buried his discomfort by picking 
up his phone and concentrating on that instead. “Let’s let Drew and Manon 
know.” 

Hakon nodded as he listened to the banker opposite him and took a 
mouthful of champagne. Considering how significant the evening was going 
to be he was remarkably relaxed. It made him appreciate just how tense he 
had been about Laughton Mac Alii ster. Why it had taken him quite so long 
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to realise that they were only entitled to ask questions for as long as Lloyd’s 
gave them the authority he didn’t know. Granted, there was a risk that they 
would follow up with Edward or Jeremy Crisp but Hakon had spent long 
enough in the corporate world to know how these things were dealt with. 

It would be presented as a misunderstanding, a lack of communication 
between busy senior executives. Regrettable, yet ultimately harmless. But 
essential if harm was to come to Cheung Fei. So when he saw Li Jian ap- 
proaching him and the expression on his face he was taken completely by 
surprise. 

Li Jian didn’t bother with the normal social niceties. Ignoring the banker 
he grabbed Hakon by the elbow and pulled him away brusquely. Struggling 
to hold his champagne upright Hakon spluttered his apologies at the men 
around him and allowed Li Jian to push him back against the guard rail of 
the deck. 

“What the hell are you doing, Jian? I thought we had agreed it was not a 
good idea to be seen together tonight.” 

Jian’s face was twisted in anger and fear. “They are here, on board. Ryd- 
strom and the woman.” Every muscle in Hakon’s face seemed to sag for a 
second. Then he swallowed and his voice was low. 

“Are you quite sure?” 

“Yu recognised them from London.” Hakon looked around at the con- 
genial scene as he thought. 

“They must be got off the yacht, I will get rid of them before — ” He 
stopped abruptly as Li Jian grabbed at the sleeve of his dinner jacket and 
pulled him against the smooth wall of the superstructure, flattening them 
back as he nodded towards the opposite side of the deck. Hakon looked 
across in time to see Drew relieve a passing waiter of a couple of glasses 
of champagne and hand one to Manon. He heard Li Jian’s voice, low and 
desperate next to him. 

“How do we get them off? We cannot cause a fuss here and he does not 
look like a weak man.” Hakon’s mind churned. Then, as he watched them, 
Drew took Manon’s champagne and, putting it with his on a nearby table, 
took her by the hand and led her to the dance floor. When she hung back 
reluctantly, Drew turned to look down into her face, then put his arm firmly 
around her waist. 

Hakon was slightly distracted by the change in their body language. He 
had wondered about the nature of their relationship when he’d seen them 
earlier, but now he was convinced they were sleeping together. He was about 
to dismiss it when he realised the information had merit beyond idle pruri- 
ence. 
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“He may not be weak. But that does not mean he has no weakness.” 

Li Jian frowned. “What are you talking about?” 

Hakon watched the synchronicity with which the two began to move 
together, falling into each other’s rhythm. 

“The girl is his weakness. I need something to make her agreeable so I 
can get her off the boat. He will come after her. I guarantee it.” 

“Fine, I will get it, I have something in my cabin.” Hakon glanced at him 
and wasn’t in the slightest surprised that Li Jian needed to drug women to 
get them to do what he wanted. “Where will you take her?” 

The Norwegian thought for a moment and then his face cleared. “We 
have a dredger up the coast on sea trials. There is only a skeleton crew on- 
board from the builders,” then it hardened again as he looked back at Li Jian. 
“Now get me the drug quickly. We don’t have much time.” 

In the hot and noisy kitchen area on the yacht the waiter checked his 
watch. Things had to be timed precisely. As they crashed in and out of the 
kitchen and service areas the other waiters dropped off empty trays and 
picked up full ones, but the waiter kept hold of his. Placing a plate and a sil- 
ver cover onto it he fell into step and followed the line of other waiters back 
out of the service area and up the stairs to the decks and the guests above. 

He reflected that personally he wouldn’t want this lifestyle. It was too 
much work and too much responsibility. His job suited him just fine. One 
objective, one client and a handsome payment at the end. 

As he emerged onto the deck he saw a face he recognised. Not that 
they had ever met, but he was thorough enough that when he was hired he 
checked the client out first. It may be important, but money wasn’t the only 
thing in this game. Knowing who to trust was everything. 

Hakon ignored the waiter completely. He had no idea who the man was. 
And, as the waiter reflected, that could only be a good thing. Then he stood 
aside as Li Jian pushed past him and headed quickly down the companion- 
way towards his guest cabin. 

The dance floor was on the highest of the mega yacht’s aft decks and 
already well populated when Drew took Manon’s hand and began to lead her 
towards it. Sensing the resistance he looked back at her. 

“Come on, good chance to have a look around.” Manon opened her 
mouth to argue but Drew already had his arm around her waist. Then she 
felt herself pulled against him as his eyes scanned the dance floor. She rested 
her hand on his shoulder and frowned slightly. He looked down at her and 
nodded reassuringly. “It’s alright, I’m good enough for both of us.” 
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She couldn’t help smiling. 

“That’s Mai’s line.” He widened his eyes at her. 

“No, it was my line first. Bastard nicked it. And anyway, what are you 
doing dancing with Mai? He reckons he’s marrying my sister apparently.” 
Manon opened her mouth and Drew could see the genuine pleasure on her 
face. 

“You serious?” 

He shrugged his shoulders and looked around. “That’s what he told me,” 
then he looked down at her and narrowed his eyes. “Told me you had more 
to do with this than I realised too.” 

It was Manon’s turn to shrug. “I don’ remember.” 

“Yeah, yeah,” he muttered at her, “that’d be right. You played me like a 
bloody piano, Manon Wyn Roberts.” 

“Well it was time you changed your bloody tune, Drew Rydstrom.” They 
both pulled a face at each other and then Drew looked around again and 
clenched his jaw. 

“They’ve got to be here somewhere haven’t they? Unless they’ve clocked 
us already and they’re keeping their distance.” 

“Gudess fuckers.” 

Drew looked down at her astonishingly perfect face and just couldn’t get 
used to hearing Manon coming out. He put his head on one side and stared 
at her and she frowned at him. 

“What?” 

‘You, with all that on your face. It’s like watching the Mona Lisa shout 
fuck.” 

“So you think I look like the Mona Lisa?” 

“I think you say fuck a lot.” 

Manon rolled her eyes. “Whatever, Drew.” She felt him grab her hand 
and twirl her around before pulling her back to him again. ‘You’re just show- 
ing off now.” 

He grinned at her. “Tell you what, why don’t we get you pissed again. 
You’ll find Cheung in a heartbeat then.” Manon frowned reproachfully at 
him and he looked pained, “Oh fair go. Non, at least I’ve never mentioned 
the exotic knickers.” 

“I wondered how long it would be before that reared its ugly head again.” 

Drew nodded. “I reckon my restraint has been admirable.” He twirled 
her around again far more slowly this time, taking in the naked perfection of 
her back and the swing of her hips. Manon could feel his eyes on her back, 
and probably her backside, so when he pulled her back against his chest she 
pushed her face up into his combatively, her voice low. 
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“And to answer your questions, number one, no I am not wearing it, 
and number two, if you mention it again I will strangle you with the fucking 
thing.” Then she tried fruidessly to thump him off her as he buckled with 
laughter and grabbed at her to stay upright. “Get off, Drew, Christ, I really 
feel sorry for Caz growing up with you as a big brother. I bet you gave her 
a hell of a time.” 

She felt a vibration and realised it was coming from Drew’s chest. He 
reached into his pocket, still laughing and pulled out his phone. 

“I did when she tried to go out in half a. . .bloody. . .dress. . .” Drew 
trailed off as he read K’s text. 

“What?” 

He raised his eyebrows and put the phone back into his pocket, taking 
her hand and starting to dance again. The laughter had gone out of him 
completely. 

“Looks like they’ve got a Cayman company of Li Jian’s. K thinks the 
ransom money’s going there. He’s trying to get behind the other nominees 
now but he’s convinced they aren’t Cheung or Bao Yu.” 

“So Cheung isn’t the Puppet Master?” 

“No,” Drew’s response was immediate, “way too high profile, but there 
could be one behind him. Have to be a big one though.” 

“Could Li Jian be doing all this without their knowledge?” 

“I guess so. I know we started out assuming Cheung was involved but 
we’ve found no evidence at all that he is. Or Bao Yu.” 

“Danny said Li Jian wasn’t capable of running something like this,” 
Drew saw Manon’s eyes slide away from his, “but it makes you wonder about 
HaiSat. I mean, let’s say Cheung isn’t involved, that means that Li Jian is 
working very hard to make HaiSat incredibly valuable. And he doesn’t own a 
share in it. Why would he do that?” 

Drew shrugged. “He’s married to Bao Yu, and I guess when Cheung 
retires — ” 

“But he’s already supposed to have retired isn’t he? You said yourself 
that Chinese billionaires never retire.” She saw Drew’s face change and his 
eyes narrow back at her. 

“Alright, so what if rather than driving this Cheung is actually a road- 
block. If Cheung were gone then Bao Yu would take full control of all the 
companies. It’s not the same as owning them himself but Li Jian wouldn’t 
have Cheung to answer to any longer.” Manon felt an odd chill shudder 
through her despite the balmy warmth of the evening and Drew’s hand on 
her back. 

“Jian and the ‘Ndrangheta? In partnership?” 
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“Unlikely.” 

“OK what about the Chinese?” 

Drew stopped and thought. “They forced Dan to co-operate. Maybe 
Cheung wouldn’t.” 

“But Jian would. And in return they make sure Cheung is out of the 
way.” The band stopped playing and the sound of polite applause rippled 
around them as Drew and Manon stopped dancing and stared at each other. 
Drew shook his head slowly. 

“We need to speak to the blokes back home, see if any of this stands 
up.” Manon shook her own head more decisively. 

“Cheung. We need to speak to Cheung, on his own if we can.” The mu- 
sic started up again and Manon opened her mouth and then swore quiedy 
but viciously. “Fuck. Oh for fuck’s sake.” 

“What’s going on?” He saw her focusing behind him. 

“Hakon, and he’s coming this way.” She looked back urgendy into Drew’s 
face, “Speak to Danny and find Cheung. I’ll keep him busy.” Drew watched 
her stick a polite smile on her face and turned to see Hakon raising his eye- 
brows. He’d wondered if they were in for a bollocking, but Hakon appeared 
to be so captivated by the new-look Manon that he’d forgotten they weren’t 
supposed to be at the party. 

“Manon? I see it is indeed you. I wasn’t sure. I insist that you dance with 
me,” he addressed Drew but barely glanced at him, “you don’t mind if I cut 
in?” Drew shook his head and made to let go of Manon but before he could 
release her Hakon had picked her hand off Drew’s shoulder and pulled her 
out of his arms. It was verging on rude and Drew found himself slightly 
annoyed as he watched Hakon dance Manon enthusiastically away from him. 
He could see the effort she was putting into being civil to Hakon though. 
Her whole face was far less animated than usual. Watchful and studied. 

Drew was struck by her profile again. The combination of the dramatic 
make-up and that aquiline nose reminded him of a Roman goddess. Right 
up until she opened her mouth and started swearing like a docker. He re- 
membered the abuse he’d got trying to get her out of bed and smiled in- 
wardly for a moment. Then it occurred to him that he was standing on the 
dance floor like a lemon. So he pulled out his phone and looked around for 
a quiet spot to call the office. 

Manon felt Hakon’s hand disappear further down over her backside and 
decided she’d had enough. She was about to say something when Hakon 
suddenly stopped. 

“Come, we have a drink together.” Grateful to engage in any activity 
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which put distance between them Manon allowed him to guide her off the 
dance floor and then on towards the stairs. As they descended she turned 
and frowned at him. 

“Where we goin’P” 

“There’s a quieter bar near the bow downstairs. We can get something 
other than champagne.” Manon decided that if she was going to have to put 
up with Hakon for any extended period then a shot of Tequila was most 
certainly in order. She was itching to know what Drew was up to though. She 
surreptitiously pulled her phone out of the evening bag around her wrist just 
in case he’d texted her but there was nothing. 

She’d been surprised to have any coverage at all in the harbour but Drew 
had told her there was even signal in the tunnel underneath it. When Manon 
looked up she could see they’d reached the bar. It was smaller, more intimate 
and far less crowded. Hakon raised his eyebrows. “What will you have?” 

“Tequila.” Hakon nodded and made off to the bar as Manon turned and 
leant on the railing and looked at the ships. She turned back to see Hakon 
holding the Tequila out to her. She took it and he raised his scotch at her. 

“Sko/.” Manon just threw the Tequila down her throat. Hakon watched 
her in satisfaction. “Well, Ms Wyn Roberts, Drew is a very lucky man. I think 
you may be the most beautiful woman on the boat tonight.” 

Manon laughed slightly and shook her head. “We’re just colleagues, 
Hakon, that’s all.” Hakon pressed himself closer to her and she looked at the 
predatory set of his eyes. Considering he was a very publicly married man 
he was blatant about his intentions. Manon eased back slighdy from him and 
changed the subject. “Are you bidding tonight?” 

“That depends.” He smiled and Manon realised how much she disliked 
him. 

“On what?” 

“Well, if I could bid for you then I would have no hesitation.” Manon 
decided it was time to draw a line in the sand. She tipped her head back to 
challenge him with her eyes and felt a sudden, odd, spinning sensation. As 
if she was seriously drunk. She had to wait a millisecond before it passed. 
Hakon watched her closely as she recovered herself. 

“Are you alright?” 

“Fine, I’m fine.” But as she said it she felt the dizziness again and a 
weakness in her legs. And this time it didn’t seem to want to pass. Malting a 
conscious effort to send energy to her knees to hold her up she fought to 
concentrate on his face in front of her. “Actually, I’m not feeling — ” 

Manon was sure she had something else she had intended to say, but it 
seemed to have dropped between the wooden planks in her head. Hakon 
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watched her as she scrabbled around for it and had no doubt the drug was 
taking effect. He saw her stagger very slighdy against the rail and the brief 
look of confusion in her lovely eyes as she did so. Then he pulled himself 
upright and drained his scotch, looking around him. His manner and voice 
altering completely. 

“Now, I think it is time to go, Manon.” 

Manon saw the look in his face and felt a weight gathering in the pit of 
her stomach. She realised her peripheral vision was beginning to blur. 

“What’s going on?” 

Hakon slipped his arm around her waist just as Manon’s ability to stand 
deserted her. Held against him she made to struggle, but her head just lolled 
backwards drunkenly. Hakon smiled and leant his head to her ear. 

“Behave now.” 

Manon tried to reach to open her evening bag tied around her wrist, 
but her fingers were like numb sausages. All she succeeded in doing was 
knocking the Tequila glass off the lip of the railing. As it shattered onto the 
deck she had a brief flash of hope that someone would come and clear it 
up and help her. 

Someone came sure enough but try as she did Manon couldn’t seem 
to say anything lucid. Clamped against Hakon she could only watch as the 
uniformed girl swept up the broken glass into her little dustpan, and nodded 
obediendy at him. 

She felt him moving her, lifting her against him as they made their way 
out of the bar and down more stairs towards an open, private landing stage 
at the bow. When Manon saw the launch waiting for them and its props 
begin to churn underneath it she made a superhuman effort to scream, but 
there was nothing other than empty air. 

The panic grabbed at her for the second time that evening as she realised 
just how stupid they’d been and how much trouble she was in. But this time 
there was no Drew. And as she fell back against the bench seat in the launch 
and felt them take off from the yacht across the open sea, she found herself 
praying that he would realise. 

And he would come for her. 
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TWRTV 

“Good morning, Rolf,” Danny gripped the phone more comfortably and 
made a concerted effort not to be short with the man. But he really didn’t 
have time for a conversation with him. “Are you looking for Non and Drew?” 

Rolf noticed that they called her ‘Non’. He had the feeling that had come 
from Drew. It wasn’t what she’d ever been called at the Met. 

“Well, I was going to come down and give you and Michael an update, 
but if Manon’s around — ” 

Danny Tao had already worked out that Rolf’s interest in seeing Manon 
was not remotely work related, and he could fully understand why. But as he 
listened Danny felt a pang of sadness for the man. He was a benign-look- 
ing, decent and competent fellow, and was kind to children and animals no 
doubt, but Manon Wyn Roberts was special. Danny hoped that Rolf Vincent 
hadn’t pinned all his hopes on the lovely Manon. Because men like him very 
seldom ended up with women like her. 

Rolf paused a litde helplessly. He wanted to ask where Manon was, but 
didn’t want to sound obvious. He marvelled afresh at the way she man- 
aged to fit in with this cast of exotic, mercurial and, in the case of Drew 
Rydstrom, quietly terrifying individuals. Because he wasn’t sure he could. 
Danny’s voice was soft. 

“Non and Drew are in Hong Kong.” 

“Hong Kong?” 

It was all in those two words. The disappointment, the annoyance that 
she’d gone without telling him and, Danny concluded, just possibly an em- 
bryonic unease that she was there with Drew. Not that Rolf had anything to 
worry about on that score. If there was one thing of which Danny was abso- 
lutely confident it was Drew’s professionalism. Manon couldn’t be safer an- 
ywhere than in Drew’s hands. And the likelihood of those hands ending up 
on Manon was zero. Although Danny reflected that if he were in love with 
Manon then the prospect of her spending so much time with a man who 
looked like Drew would indeed be very unpalatable. But Danny had more 
important things to occupy him than Rolf’s unrequited love for Manon. 

“Do you have news for us?” 

Rolf hesitated. “Well, the dead man, the skinny Chinaman, he did turn 
up. And he wasn’t anything to do with HCL. Those two were Teru.” Rolf 
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listened to the silence on Danny’s end of the phone. 

“You are sure of this? That it was Chinese Secret Police?” 

‘Yes. Once we realised we checked it out with the people who know.” 
“MI6?” 

Danny could hear Rolf shrug. “I don’t know who any of them are. But 
they made enquiries and there’s no doubt that the men who came after you 
were Teru.” 

Danny was surprised just how much it upset him. It had been hard 
enough to think that he had been targeted because he was part of the 
Laughton’s team. Knowing it was utterly personal, that those party men in 
their sober suits whom he had wined and dined, drunk interminable toasts 
with at so many dull banquets were now actively trying to have him eliminat- 
ed, was chilling. Thanking Rolf seemed inappropriate, but he did it anyway. 

“I will let Michael know, Rolf, and thank you for the information.” Dan- 
ny had barely replaced the receiver when Col raised his finger into the air as 
if he was in the classroom again and attracted everyone’s attention. 

“K, would the name of Li Jian’s offshore company be Oystersheil?” He 
watched K approach his messy desk. 

“Yes. What do you have?” 

“Payments from them to Arvind Barstad and also Jens Grune. They look 
like deposits and then settlements,” he looked up and between K and Danny, 
“and there’s something else here too. An airline ticket e-purchase on Cathay 
by Jens Grune. I can get the ticket number and Diego can have a look. Or — 
hang on, I’ve got Grune’s email from his phone here.” Danny stood up too 
and walked across to them as Col searched for a piece of printed paper and 
scanned down it, “Yes, here’s the confirmation and itinerary. He was due to 
fly down to Hong Kong the day after he was arrested. And he was coming 
back on the first flight tomorrow.” 

There was silence for a moment and K looked at Danny. 

“That’s a job, and it’s too much of a coincidence that Cheung’s party 
happens to be tonight.” 

Picking up Col’s phone he stabbed in Michael’s extension. 

In his office down the hall Michael blew out a breath and considered 
whether his calls were being avoided. Then he shook his head of the idea. 
It wasn’t unusual to be unable to get hold of people at this kind of level. It 
was just the tension getting to him. Filling in the blanks, running scenarios 
was just habit now. Michael had got used to knowing only part of the story. 
Just enough for him to collect what intelligence he needed and be able to use 
his initiative if necessary. But Lloyd’s cancelling the investigation so abruptly 
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made no sense at all. And being unable to confirm why was becoming an in- 
creasing worry. When his phone rang and he saw Col’s number he snatched 
it up. 

“Do you have something?” He was surprised to hear K’s voice. 

“I think you should come in.” 

Michael made his way out of his large office and walked quickly down 
the corridor into the team room. The faces were tense. It was Danny who 
spoke. 

“The hitman Jens Grune and Arvind Barstad have both been paid by a 
company owned by Li Jian. Grune was also booked down to Hong Kong 
this week.” They all watched Michael frown hard. 

“A hit? Li Jian is paying for a hit?” 

Danny nodded. “It makes sense.” Col nodded too. 

“The ransom money from the pirate hi-jacks, I can track it to this com- 
pany. Li Jian has already paid himself a sum of money into his personal 
account.” 

Michael shook his head in disbelief. “That’s entirely stupid.” 

Danny’s voice was hard. “Yes. He is not clever enough to run this. There 
is someone else. And I think I have an idea who that could be,” Danny took 
a breath and his hooded eyes narrowed, “I just heard from Rolf. The men 
who attacked me were Teru.” K opened his mouth in surprise. 

“Teru? Is he sure about that?” Nodding, Danny looked at Michael. 

“Chen Li, Bao Yu’s Uncle was meeting me to talk about HCL. I don’t 
think the Teru were looking for me directly. I think that they wanted to stop 
Chen Li from talking to us.” Michael nodded back. 

‘You believe that Li Jian is working with the Chinese?” 

“It fits with Drew’s analysis. And it is possible that they approached 
Cheung or Bao Yu and they refused.” 

Michael’s mind raced ahead as he looked at Danny. “Cheung’s security 
is good isn’t it?” 

“Yes, very good. Cheung works and lives most of the time on his yacht 
in the harbour. It is difficult to get onboard and off again. Everyone who 
goes aboard has to get there via launch and they are cleared by security, even 
the staff. And his cabin has security code access too.” 

Col’s mind lit up as he listened to Danny. Scrabbling on his desk he 
found the print outs of the email on Jens Grune’s phone. He thrust it at 
Michael urgently. 

“Look. In Grune’s email there’s confirmation from a waiting staff agency 
saying they’ve received and are processing his application. In Hong Kong.” 

Michael ran his hand over his mouth and looked at Col again. “Find 
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out if this agency is providing anyone for the party tonight and get Diego 
to cross reference it against all the databases we have. As fast as you can. 
Was there anything else in the records, anything to indicate what they’re 
planning?” 

Diego raised his eyebrows and looked at Col. “What about thees word 
you find? You ask Danny man?” 

“ Uang , the word Uang keeps coming up. Danny says it was the name of 
Cheung’s son. But I’ve no idea what it refers to — ” Then he was cut off by 
the sound of the phone. K snatched it up. 

‘Yes? Drew, we’ve got news.” 

Drew leant on the rail of the yacht and looked out over the water. 

“I’m listening.” 

K’s voice was sharp. “Your kneecapped hitman was due to fly to Hong 
Kong yesterday and come back tomorrow.” Drew’s response was immediate. 

“Is Dan there? Put him on speaker,” Drew heard the click on the line, 
“Dan mate, Non and I’ve been thinking, is Li Jian capable of ordering a hit 
on his father in law?” Danny shook his head in admiration. He paused for a 
moment, but only a moment. 

“Yes. Yes, he is. And we think it is imminent. Someone from a staffing 
agency.” Drew frowned and straightened up, looking around to check he 
wasn’t being overheard. His sharp eyes scanned the crowd picking out sever- 
al of the uniformed waiters. 

“I assume Mike wants us to stop this?” He heard Michael’s voice. 

“Yes he does, but we don’t have a name or description yet, I’m not sure 
how you’re going to find him.” 

“I just have to find Cheung. If there’s a bloke on board wanting to 1-dll 
him then that’s where the bastard’s going end up. Eventually.” 

Danny leant forward towards the phone. “He will most probably be in 
his cabin, but he is usually well-protected there. Men outside, and also key- 
pad entry. It is unlikely they will attack him there. He makes an appearance at 
the auction for a short time. That is where he is vulnerable.” 

Drew sucked his teeth and looked at the monied hordes. “That’s pretty 
bloody public. Unless it isn’t just Cheung that’s being hit. Maybe they plan 
to take out Bao Yu as well?” Danny spoke almost under his breath, horrified 
at the prospect. 

“There is only Cheung and Bao Yu, since Dang died. That would mean 
the whole family gone.” 

The name Uang wrote itself again across the three dimensional stage 
projected in front of his eyes with which Col lived every day of Ds life. As 
he looked at it Col realised that the ‘ U was sDmmering with another colour 


435 


other than its usual brown. He turned his head slighdy and peered around it. 
There appeared to be another face in addition to the plump woman in the 
beret he was used to. Once he’d picked up the deception the woman in the 
beret nodded down at the other letters and one by one he could see them 
give up their secrets. And then it was suddenly clear. 

“DREW! It’s a password, Uang is a password.” 

Drew frowned and shook his head as he turned back towards the railing 
and concentrated on the phone. 

“What? What’s a password Col?” In London everyone turned to look 
at Col as he struggled to articulate what he’d found. Danny nodded at him 
urgendy. 

“You mean the word Uang?” 

Drew pulled the phone away from his ear briefly and looked at the key- 
pad as he started to calculate the number, then he put the phone back to his 
ear. 

“On a keypad, mate? Looks to me like that’s going to be bloody long and 
bloody repetitive.” 

Col swallowed and stopped. It was so abundandy and patendy clear to 
him he was almost frozen with the frustration. Michael’s voice was soothing. 
“It’s alright, Colin, just take your time.” Col looked back into the warm en- 
couragement in Michael’s face. And let out a sharp breath. 

“It’s an alpha phrase. 5-4-2-6-4 is the numeric conversion. It’s a security 
code.” On the end of the phone in Hong Kong Drew slapped the rail of 
the yacht hard. 

“Beauty, Col. What do you reckon that’s the code for Cheung’s cabin? 
That’s where they’re going to hit him. Text it to me, I’m on my way there 
now.” 

“Good luck.” 

Drew was just in time to hear Michael’s salutation before he stuffed the 
phone into his jacket. There was no way of knowing if one or both of the 
Cheung family were in the crosshairs, or when it was likely to happen. But 
he needed to find them in short order. He turned purposefully away from 
the railings and rocked back on his heels to see Bao Yu standing behind him. 

She was in an elegant, red halter-necked dress and a large ruby necklace, 
her lips painted a similar deep red. Drew had been told that the Chinese 
believed the colour red drove away misfortune. He found himself hoping 
they were right. Bao Yu’s delicate features were concentrated on him, but her 
voice was anything but delicate. 

“Mr Rydstrom. I think it is time that we spoke together.” 

“No worries, but first we need to find your Dad.” 
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As she landed on the bunk it knocked the breath out of Manon’s body 
and set up a jarring pain in her shoulders. They’d tied her hands behind her 
back with some rope, not that they were doing her any good anyway. It was a 
truly frightening sensation. She could feel everything and her mind was alert, 
but she was trapped in a drunk’s body. 

She looked up at the Chinese goon who’d carried her up the metal rungs 
set into the side of the huge ship, her head lolling over the black, foam 
tipped waves far below. Considering how gingerly he’d made his way up the 
ladder she doubted he was a seafarer. From what she’d seen and learnt of 
seafarers she doubted the crew would be complied in holding her hostage. 
In fact there seemed to be very few people around on the ship as she’d been 
carried across the deck. 

Manon hoped the goon might register the pleading in her eyes, but he 
turned away immediately. The weight of her head was too much for her and 
Manon surrendered to gravity, laying it down on the coarse covering of the 
bunk, smelling the oil and the marine diesel and the salty paint which had 
permeated it. She forced open her eyes to look around the room but could 
hardly keep her eyelids apart. It was relatively spacious but sparsely furnished 
and the harsh lighting hurt her. 

She heard Hakon’s voice in the corridor but couldn’t make out what he 
was saying. When he stepped over the lip of doorway and into the room she 
deliberately didn’t turn her head to look at him, but she was soon aware of 
him standing over her. 

Hakon paused a moment and looked at Manon’s lolling head. Then he 
sat down on the bunk next to her. Twisting around he reached out his hand, 
allowing his fingers to trace their way from her ankle up her bare leg until 
he reached the material of her dress, hanging sideways from her knees. He 
stopped momentarily. Then Manon experienced a wave of physical revul- 
sion as he began to push his hand between her thighs. With all her strength 
she twisted away from him. It was fractional, but enough for him to know 
how much she loathed the touch of him. It was exactly the encouragement 
Hakon needed. 

He realised that the beautiful, sexy, defenceless woman on the bunk next 
to him had made him as hard as he could remember. And if he didn’t have 
her now then he never would. No one ever would. 

“I am not an animal, and I know how to please women. You will find me 
a good lover, Manon, I have much more experience than Drew.” As Hakon 
withdrew his hand and instead moved to hold her face in it Manon found 
herself reflecting that was pretty unlikely. “Don’t fight me. It will be harder 
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if you fight me. If you relax then we can enjoy each other.” As his fingers 
brushed across her lips Manon summoned all her strength and sank her 
teeth into them. 

“ Eelvetes MORE. 1 ” Hakon shouted in pain and pulled his hand back, 
seeing she’d broken the skin. Then he picked her up by the shoulders and 
pushed her upright against the wall, forcing his hand inside her dress and 
grasping at her breast roughly. Manon’s shock, anger and humiliation coa- 
lesced into one agonising scream, but it was silent. The only evidence of her 
distress was the tears spilling out of her eyes. 

Hakon’s other hand was already gathering up her skirt when the door 
was flung open and a man appeared. He looked quickly at her and then back 
at Hakon, as if he wasn’t sure what to do. Hakon stopped and his voice was 
low. “What? What the hell do you want?” 

“I was looking for the Master.” 

“Get out. Look for him on the bridge.” Hakon saw the shock on the 
man’s face and realised he needed to contain the situation. The dredger only 
had a skeleton crew until the morning, but he still didn’t want Manon’s pres- 
ence broadcast. He watched the man pull the door shut again and reluctantly 
decided Manon would have to wait. He stood up from the bunk and strode 
towards the door. 

Manon watched the door close behind Hakon and the combination of 
relief and nausea made her gag. She tried to control the rate of her slide 
down the wall until she hit the bunk again heavily and rolled onto her back. 
Looking up at the freshly painted steel of the ceiling she closed her eyes 
once more and concentrated on fighting off the effects of whatever shit 
he’d given her. 

Because she had no doubt the bastard was coming back to finish what 
he’d started. 

The waiter balanced the tray with its covered plate more securely on his 
hand and felt the knife nestled against his coccyx. Walking briskly down the 
corridor he saw the two security guards standing outside Cheung’s cabin and 
prepared himself. As he reached them one put his hand out and stopped 
him. 

The guard reached to check under the silver cover and the waiter swifdy 
changed his grip on the tray, slicing its sharpened rim into the man’s neck, 
cutting deeply into his throat. At the same time his leg shot out, kicking the 
other guard viciously in the stomach as he reached for his gun. Dropping 
the tray he grabbed his neck, twisting hard, hearing the vertebrae crunch as 
the man collapsed dead onto the floor. Turning his attention again to the 
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wretched man behind him, gasping and clutching against the pumping blood 
gushing out of his neck between his fingers, the waiter dragged him and 
his lifeless companion towards the unlocked storeroom opposite and within 
fifteen seconds had closed the door on them both. 

In his cabin Cheung Fei looked up from his huge desk where he was 
running his fingers down a sheet of numbers and wondered if he’d imagined 
the odd sound from outside his door. He returned to the balance sheet but 
was distracted again by a gurgling noise. 

Getting to his feet the portly Chinese, looking uncomfortable in his din- 
ner jacket, walked over the deep pile carpet towards the door and listened for 
a second, then he put his eye to the peephole. The first thing he realised was 
that his guards were gone. And then as his eye swivelled to the left he jumped 
in shock to see the waiter punching the code into the keypad. At which point 
Cheung Fei turned, staggered, and then belted back up the cabin, searching 
for somewhere to hide. 

Seeing the green light flash on the keypad the waiter silently opened the 
door and eased himself inside, closing it again quiedy behind him. It was a 
huge room with the lights of Hong Kong twinkling through the plate glass 
windows and a desk about half-way along it. The waiter paused, his sharp 
eyes scanning, checking around him. There was clearly no one else in the 
main salon. He stopped and listened, then made his way towards the bed- 
room and began to search it methodically. 

From his vantage point under his big desk Cheung tried not to shake. He 
wondered about trying to reach his phone on the desk or if it represented 
too big a risk. But he had to do something. Because this was clearly well 
planned. And he doubted whoever had sent the man to kill him had any 
intention of him leaving the room alive. 

He silendy reached his hand out, the tips of his fingers feeling their way 
around the rolled edge of the mahogany desk then edged himself forward 
slightly on his knees, fingers scrabbling to find his mobile phone, tendons 
straining silendy. 

In the bedroom the waiter finished his sweep and walked back into the 
main salon in time to see the pile of papers disappear off the edge of the 
desk and float to the floor. He pulled the knife from its holster and advanced 
on the terrified Cheung as the man staggered out from under the desk and 
prepared to run for the door. 

Bao Yu was virtually running to keep up with Drew as they turned the 
corner and headed down the corridor towards the owner’s cabin. He’d been 
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impressed by the calm and concentrated way she’d listened to his spare brief- 
ing and absorbed the salient facts. The one he’d neglected to include con- 
cerned the man they believed had ordered the hit. She was coping pretty 
well with the idea that her father, and possibly she herself, was in imminent 
danger: expecting her to deal with the fact that it was her husband who was 
responsible was probably asking a bit much. 

He heard her slighdy breathless voice next to him. 

“Oh, the guards are gone.” Drew looked down the corridor towards the 
plush and impressive doorway and noted the lack of security guards outside. 
He broke into a jog, checking around him and immediately saw the fresh 
blood on the floor. At the door he looked up to see Bao Yu arrive next to 
him. 

“Code?” He could see the terror gathering in her face as she stared at 
him, “The security code, what is it? 5-4-6...” To his relief Bao Yu suddenly 
reached across and punched in the code, then she was flung aside as Drew 
thudded against the door, throwing it wide. 

Cheung was on his face in the deep pile, the waiter standing behind him, 
in the process of yanking his head back by the pitifully small amount of hair 
remaining on his head, the knife poised ready to slice Cheung’s throat from 
ear to ear. Drew heard Cheung beg and Bao Yu scream in panic next to him, 
but his focus was on the waiter and he didn’t stop moving. 

The waiter looked up at the noise of the door being thrown open and 
Drew was instantly on him. The waiter let go of Cheung, defending against 
the onslaught as Drew concentrated on ridding him of the knife. The speed 
of the assault took the waiter entirely by surprise and the knife was knocked 
out of his hand, flying across the deep carpet. 

But the waiter was a professional and recovered quickly. As Drew threw 
the first of a salvo of punches he raised his forearms to block them, bringing 
Drew closer into him, before weaving to the left and unleashing a series of 
vicious kicks, first to Drew’s solar plexus, then his back, and finishing with 
a boot in his face so hard that the sound of it ricocheted around the cabin. 

Drew felt his head ringing with the impact and staggered backwards. 
Expecting it to be enough to fell his dinner-jacketed opponent the waiter 
looked around for the knife in order to finish things. Seeing his big rescuer 
stagger Cheung twisted in panic and found Bao Yu grabbing for him. But 
Drew was far from finished. 

His Special Forces training had been comprehensive, and he’d followed 
that with ten years at SKD where a variety of specialist martial arts and other 
instructors had been drafted in to satisfy Drew’s requirement for stimulation. 
And to give him something to do for the extra six hours a day he had to fill. 
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Over the years he’d learnt to use every one of his own and, on one mem- 
orable occasion, someone else’s, limbs as a weapon, together with any object 
he could lay his hands on. The result wasn’t always particularly elegant but it 
was fluid and thanks to his extreme fitness, lightning fast as well despite his 
size. On dry land Drew lacked the effortless grace he assumed in the water. 
But in either element he was still deadly. And, as many a previous opponent 
would attest, kicking him brutally in the face just pissed him off. 

As the waiter searched for the knife Drew positioned himself, balancing 
his weight on his left leg, then his foot shot out in the first of three fast and 
powerful kicks. The first connected squarely with the side of the man’s knee 
with a force calculated to comfortably exceed the sixteen pounds per square 
inch necessary to break the joint. As his leg went from under him the waiter 
fell forward straight into the path of the second kick which was on its way 
towards his diaphragm. Agonised and winded the waiter didn’t even register 
the third kick before it smashed into his face with such raw power that it 
flipped him up and landed him flat on his back. 

Bao Yu and Cheung watched Drew advance on the waiter as he rolled 
over, and plant his foot on the man’s neck. 

“Hands behind your head, NOW,” the waiter complied, gritting his teeth 
as Drew looked at Cheung. “You two okay?” 

Cheung staggered to his feet and nodded, looking at the man on the 
floor. “Yes. I am alright.” The sound of voices outside speaking rapidly in 
Chinese grew louder and three fat Chinese guards appeared in the doorway 
before making a bee-line for the waiter, piling onto his body, almost suffo- 
cating him under their weight. 

Drew lifted his foot off their victim and stood back, listening to the 
staccato shouting in Chinese as the waiter was wrestled to his feet and held 
firmly in front of Cheung. His piggy eyes stared curiously into the man’s 
pock marked face; at the slightly misshapen nose and the shadow of pain in 
his brown eyes. 

“Who sent you to kill me?” The waiter clamped his mouth shut and 
knew he wasn’t leaving the room alive. His only hope now was that it was 
swift. He felt the automatic pistol levelled at his head and prepared himself. 
Drew looked at Cheung. He’d protected Bao Yu this far, but she had to 
know sometime. He glanced across at her and straightened his shoulders but 
before he could fully open his mouth she spoke first. 

“Li Jian.” Drew was so surprised he actually had to physically concen- 
trate to close his mouth again. Bao Yu looked steadily at Cheung and then 
across at him. “That is correct isn’t it, Mr Rydstrom? That is why you are 
here?” 
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Why he’d doubted it before Drew had no idea, but now he looked at her 
he could see the implacable strength in the woman in front of him. 

“Yes. This bloke wasn’t the first one he hired. He’s under arrest in Nor- 
way. He had the security code to your cabin on him.” 

Cheung’s reaction to his son in law’s treachery was equally controlled and 
subdued, but there was a brief flash of emotion when Drew mentioned the 
security code. That personal, inside knowledge which only those closest to 
Cheung would be privy to. It seemed to drive home the betrayal. But when 
the old man stared back at him Drew could almost see relief in his eyes. 

There was a further commotion outside the door and Li Jian walked 
swifdy into the room. He halted abruptly and took in the scene. Drew; the 
waiter held fast by the security men. Clearly things had gone catastrophically 
wrong. So he did the only thing he could do. 

“What? What is this? Is everyone alright?” 

Drew narrowed his eyes at Li Jian as he walked up the cabin towards 
them, looking from face to face, and imagined that the panic was entirely 
genuine. Cheung’s voice was flat as he watched Jian approach him. 

“This man was paid to kill me.” 

“No. Surely not, Father.” 

It had always grated with him, and he wasn’t going to have to listen to it 
for much longer. But once more was once too many. “Don’t call me that. I 
am not your father. What son plots to kill his father?” 

There was silence as the full import of his dire situation sank in for Li 
Jian. Cheung’s eyes flicked towards his daughter. What they did with her 
husband had to be her decision. But the man clearly still didn’t grasp that it 
was his wife who was in charge. Li Jian looked around in terror and then fell 
to his knees and clasped at the hem of his father-in-law’s dinner trousers. He 
was almost weeping. 

“Father, I am sorry, I wanted to show you what I could do with the 
companies, to prove I was worthy of Yu and of my position. It was not my 
intention for any harm to come to you. If someone has told you that then 
they are lying to you.” 

The waiter watched the pathetic snivelling mess of a man on the floor 
and thought he had rarely seen a less edifying spectacle. Behind him Drew 
was thinking much the same. Bao Yu walked back towards her father and 
Jian looked up to her in desperation. 

‘You know, my darling, you know that I would never do anything to 
hurt you,” she stared back at him and realised just what a loathsome piece of 
filth he really was. “I had no choice. . . He forced me to do this, he came to 
me and tol’ me that we could use a Judas Code to control shipping, to allow 


442 


pirates to board and steal the Triad cargo — ” 

Cheung cut him off. “You hi-jacked our own ships? You allowed pirates 
to kill our people and take our cargoes?” Jian swallowed and his eyes darted 
around as his mind squirmed to find an excuse. But Drew was already step- 
ping forward towards him, his eyes concentrated and icy. They’d been trying 
to find the silent partner. His money had always been on the Chinese, but 
from the way Li Jian was talking it sounded more like an individual. 

“Who? Who forced you to do this?” Li Jian swallowed before he spoke. 

“Hakon Felland.” 

As he said it his eyes flicked to the waiter still awaiting his execution. 
Although the man said nothing Drew could see by the look on his face that 
he knew Hakon. It took a couple of seconds for the map of the fraud to 
re-draw itself in his mind. And then everything else was obliterated by the 
sickening, galvanising knowledge that Manon was with him. 

Drew wrenched his phone out of his dinner jacket and punched in her 
name, striding out of the cabin and putting the phone to his ear. He felt the 
hackles begin to rise on the back of his neck. And when he heard that the 
network had been unable to connect his call he knew it was serious. The 
coverage in Hong Kong was excellent, exacdy as he’d told her. Even on 
Cheung’s yacht they were still well within network reach. 

Drew looked out over the gathering darkness and the ship’s lights twin- 
kling on the South China Sea. If her phone was out of range of a network 
then there was only one direction she’d been taken. And that was out to sea. 
He fought the inexorable tightening of his muscles as he realised just what 
that could mean. Sarah Grelsham and that lone finger was all over him like 
a cheap suit. 

He pulled up the AIS app on the phone and lifted it to scan the hori- 
zon. As the programme contacted the AIS database and plotted the current 
data Drew squinted at it and read off the vessels nearby. There were several 
coasters, a bulk carrier and tramper within a few miles. He caught his breath 
as he saw something else. It was further out, and the largest of the vessels 
around by a long way. Drew slowly dropped the phone down and put it into 
his pocket. There was no question where Hakon had taken her. And it was 
as bad as it got. 

He was turning back to Cheung’s cabin when he heard Bao Yu at his 
elbow. 

“Is there a problem?” Drew’s mind worked as he looked at her. 

“My colleague, Manon. I reckon she’s been taken off the yacht.” 

“What can we do?” Bao Yu’s voice was urgent. 

“I need a RIB or a fast launch,” Drew’s voice hardened, “and any kind 
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of weapon you can find me.” 

Li Jian was regarding his father in law warily when Bao Yu walked back 
into the cabin and up to the three men still holding tightly to the waiter. She 
issued her instructions crisply. ‘You. Go to Mr Rydstrom and get him what 
he needs. And give him your gun.” 

The man obediently let go of the waiter and walked smardy out of the 
cabin, closing the door behind him. Bao Yu concentrated on the waiter. She 
walked slowly around as he focussed his eyes on the floor and felt the gun 
digging into his temple. Then she stopped and stared at him. He was so 
average-looking. The banality of evil. 

Watching her Li Jian eased himself up from where he had prostrated 
himself in front of Cheung and into a semi-recumbent position. Then he 
paused, assessed the look on her face and got all the way to his feet. If there 
was anyone who could protect him from Cheung it was her. As she had al- 
ways been, Bao Yu would be his salvation. He began walking slowly towards 
her, his hands open in apology. 

“I did this for you. To prove that I am worthy of your love. I wanted 
you to believe that together we can — ” He stopped at the look in her eyes. 

Yu caught sight of the waiter’s knife which one of the security men had 
retrieved from the floor. It gleamed dully on the edge of a small side table. 
She reached across for it and held it up in front of her, looking at the dis- 
torted reflection of the room and her face. She wondered how many men 
it had killed. Jian tensed for a second but relaxed again when he heard her 
voice was soft. 

“So if you had come upon this man trying to kill my father you would 
have tried to stop him?” Jian narrowed his eyes and then realised that she 
was finding a way out for them. 

‘Yes. Of course I would.” She nodded and walked closer to him. 

“Despite the risk to your own life?” 

“Naturally,” he smiled, “for you and for Father I would gladly risk my 
life.” 

Then without warning Yu drew back her arm and stabbed him with 
tremendous force in the chest. Jian began choking almost instantly and stag- 
gered away from her. Eyes staring in disbelief he tipped backwards and fell 
heavily onto his back as Yu stood over him. 

“Then you will die a hero, Jian.” 

Cheung Fei and the other men in the room watched in silence as the 
sound of Li Jian choking tailed off and his shoulders sagged back against 
the deep pile of the carpet. Cheung had been utterly devastated at the loss 
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of Liang, but deep down he had always known that Yu was as good as any 
son. He saw her look towards the waiter and felt she was waiting for him to 
give the order. But when he opened his mouth to do so she raised her hand 
and shook her head at him very slighdy. 

“Wait, Father.” Then she addressed the man directly. “You. Come here.” 

The security guards holding the waiter looked at each other and then 
let the waiter go. Girding himself for the pain the waiter went to take a first 
step, but his broken knee refused to take his weight. Bao Yu watched him 
collapse onto the floor in front of her and shook her head. Her rosebud 
red lips pursed as she realised he was no use to her in his present condition. 

When she spoke again it was in Chinese. The waiter had never learnt 
Chinese but that was no handicap. Execution had a dialect of its own. One 
in which they were both fluent. 

So the bullet in the back of his skull was just a formality. 

“Joder.” They were on edge anyway so when Diego suddenly lifted his 
hands from the keyboard and pushed himself back, as if the smooth plas- 
tic of the keys had briefly become red-hot, he immediately had everyone’s 
attention. 

Michael was sharp. “What, Diego?” 

“Thees numbers wheech Col geeve me. Eet does not make sense,” Mi- 
chael walked around behind Diego as he pointed at the screen, “look, ees 
mobile number for Li Jian, but thees number.. .he ees registered to Kreller Jo- 
nas.” Michael allowed the perspective in his head to shift. His voice was slow. 

“Did anyone ever check who the owners of Brodjfell were before Che- 
ung bought it out?” 

There was an instant of silent discomfort as they all realised that in 
their haste to track Li Jian no one had followed that particular instruction 
through. K was the first onto it, pulling up the Bronnoysund Norwegian 
company register. Michael stood and watched him silently as he allowed the 
possibility to germinate. It was chilling, but it made sense. Then they all 
turned around as Isabelle walked in and looked at K. 

“This fax came through from Carter and Grossman in New York. I 
think it’s for you. I didn’t know anyone sent faxes anymore.” 

K took the document, scanning it carefully. When he raised his head and 
looked at Michael the shock in his face was clear. 

“I wanted to get behind the other Nominee Directors of Li Jian’s com- 
pany, to see who he was partnered with. One is a legal firm we know now 
is Chinese state money, but the other is an individual.” Michael took the 
fax and read it. But he already knew what he was going to see. And as the 
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potential consequences of what they had failed to establish so early in the 
investigation percolated through him, he felt a shoot of adrenalin. 

“Get hold of Drew and Manon. Tell them Felland is involved.” 

Leaving the lea of the harbour Drew opened the throttles fully and the 
bow rose up ahead of him as the RIB tore across the top of the waves. He 
braced and absorbed the impact in his knees as the powerful craft crashed 
down periodically, eating the distance between Cheung’s yacht and the 
dredger. 

Drew glanced across at the Chinese man who’d come with the RIB. He 
wasn’t looking too happy. Drew somehow doubted they’d ever pushed the 
boat this hard before. But then that was what he’d been trained to do and 
he’d fallen off enough of them getting this good. 

As Drew concentrated on piloting the boat towards the dredger he be- 
gan to plan how he was going to get aboard and find Manon. The grappling 
hook they’d found him was probably good enough as long as the freeboard 
was low, and he had a pistol, but that was noisy. 

He’d been gratified to find a knife in the dry locker. Even if it did look 
blunter than Kjell Rydstrom, the big Drover grandfather he’d only met a 
couple of times who’d told him to learn how to fight and learn how to fuck 
and the rest of it would take care of itself. It may not have been the advice 
Drew was expecting at age seven, but fair go, it had proved to be some of 
the best he’d ever got. And he had the feeling he was about to walk into a 
real fight. 

Checking the compass Drew saw lights in the distance ahead of him. He 
killed the throttles and leant across to the man. “Mate, I need you to take 
over here.” 

“You want I take us alongside?” Drew shook his head hard and started 
to shrug his way out of his dinner jacket. 

“No. They’ll see us for sure if you get that close. I need you to stand off 
for ten minutes and then come in below the transom and pick us up. We’ll 
jump if we have to so just be ready. Give me exacdy ten minutes, and don’t 
be late.” 

Frowning at him the man looked up at the ship in the distance. “So how 
are you going to get to the ship?” Drew tugged at his black tie and it unrav- 
elled in his hand. He carefully rolled it up and handed it to the surprised man, 
stuffed the pistol in his waistband, looped the grappling hook on its rope 
around his neck and looked back. 

“I’m going to swim there, mate.” 

Then Drew put the knife between his teeth, took in a breath and dived 
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into the inky, oily black waters of the South China Sea. 

There had been some crises in Michael’s career but he couldn’t remem- 
ber being faced with a telephone call quite this difficult. 

He settled himself at his desk and got everything straight in his mind 
before he took up the receiver. This time there was no delay and no obfus- 
cation. He got through immediately. 

“I’m sorry, I understand you’ve been trying to speak to me. What’s the 
situation?” 

“There have been significant developments. I need to brief you.” 

Michael heard the pause and wondered if he had detected the slight 
apprehension or whether he was just projecting it. 

“Continue, please, Michael.” 

“The threat is confirmed to the GPS network, Galileo and potentially 
every other satellite in constellation. The Judas Code works in combination 
with a proprietary decoder giving us both commercial and military security 
issues. The piracy appears to have been an opportunity for profit in the short 
term whilst testing the system. But the longer range plan is being executed 
by a company joindy owned by Cheung’s son in law, the Chinese state and 
another person.” 

There was silence as this information was absorbed fully. The voice was 
still measured. 

“So this has been planned for some time?” 

‘We can’t be sure. But writing the Judas Code was not a quick job, and 
we know they’ve been testing it extensively at Kreller Jonas before using the 
system to attack HCL ships.” Michael took a breath, “But further than that 
an urgent situation has developed in the last couple of hours.” 

“Explain.” 

“The contract killer apprehended by the Norwegian police had already 
been hired to kill Cheung on his yacht at the charity auction. It’s happening 
now. We believe that a replacement may be on his way to complete the as- 
signment. I have already asked my people to stop that.” 

“Drew Rydstrom is there?” 

“Yes, onboard now. But if we stop this Cheung will know he’s been com- 
promised and by whom. It will almost certainly mean exposure for those 
involved. All those involved. I need your instructions as to how you want us 
to handle them when the time comes.” 

This time the silence was longer. 

“Michael, before I give any instructions can we be clear on both counts 
please. Who is responsible, and are you satisfied beyond doubt.” 
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There was one last thing to do. 

“We have the offshore company, bank accounts, we can track the piracy 
money and calls to and from Li Jian and deleted text messages to Jens Grune 
the contract killer. But there is one more thing.” 

“Well?” 

“Did you at any point yesterday instruct or agree with Edward that 
Lloyd’s or Verre Slater should cancel this investigation?” 

“No, of course not.” 

Michael steadied himself. “In that case it is conclusive. Hakon is respon- 
sible.” 

He stopped and allowed the echo of the words to die away. Michael 
couldn’t imagine the choice being made in that gracious office across town. 
It was bad enough to be given this information at all, but then to have to act 
on it immediately seemed particularly cruel. When he spoke again he was 
businesslike, distancing them both from the human tragedy. 

“You asked us to establish the players and the game. We’ve done that. 
When my people encounter him they need instructions as to how you want 
them to proceed.” 

There was no hesitation. 

“Stop him. Contain him until my people get there. They will do the rest. 
And destroy the code immediately.” 

Michael listened with a mixture of admiration and pity. But there was 
no doubt she had what it took. He had the feeling it wouldn’t be the last 
time she gave him an order like that. But it might be the last time she did it 
in person. 

“Understood.” 

“Thank you, Michael, and goodbye.” 

“Goodbye, Mrs Felland.” 
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THIRTV-ONE 

It was too easy. The freeboard was low, which indicated the vessel was load- 
ed, and he’d managed to get the hook over one of the guard rails on the 
stern and hand over hand up the rope without any incident, but when Drew 
emerged onto the deck of the dredger, alert for the first of the crew he was 
bound to encounter, the ship felt deserted. 

He put the knife into his waistband at the small of his back and pulled 
out the gun, holding it lighdy as he made his way along the deck towards the 
accommodation, the water sloughing off him as he ran. 

Even without the support of a team the drill was so ingrained it was 
more like muscle memory: it was why they trained as hard as they did. And 
like the US Navy SEALS, the British SBS trained for a whole hell of a lot. 
From taking a ship underway back from terrorists, to underwater sabotage 
and close combat. 

As an Australian on attachment Drew hadn’t been required to waste his 
energy on the hackneyed arguments over which of the UK Special Forces 
units was the toughest. But considering the SBS could be expected to wet 
jump with their RIB in bits, including a couple of two-fifty brake horsepow- 
er engines, and put the bloody thing together in the ocean, all before they 
got started, Drew reckoned their required level of fitness and stamina far 
exceeded their SAS counterparts. But more important than that, they had 
to be as dangerous in the water as on dry land. And that was something at 
which Drew had always excelled. Because the water was where he belonged. 

Where he categorically didn’t belong was on the exposed deck of the 
dredger. His mind was screaming at him that something was wrong. It may 
not be pirate alley but no ship in these waters should be so sparsely popu- 
lated. Drew was self-aware enough to know exacdy how good he was at this 
kind of shit, and equally that he should have had to work a lot harder to 
have got where he now was, climbing the metal steps on the outside of the 
superstructure. 

Padding softly up the treads, distributing his significant weight carefully 
through his feet so it dissipated silently, Drew peered in through the window 
before talcing a breath and pushing the door to the accommodation block 
open. He stepped over the storm sill, tensed and looked around but there 
was still no one to be seen and nothing to be heard. Drew gritted his teeth 
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and fought the voice telling him that something was off. Whatever the hell 
was going on he had no choice but to go forward. He knew Manon was 
onboard somewhere. 

He headed for the companionway, aware that the Master and Chief’s 
accommodation would normally be on the upper levels, where the air and 
the noise was most tolerable and they were close to the bridge. And if it had 
been him, the Master’s cabin was where he’d put a visitor he didn’t necessar- 
ily want the rest of the crew knowing about. 

As he reached the second deck the hum of the ship, held by its dynam- 
ic positioning sensors, was broken by a noise to his left and Drew swung 
around, the gun raised. But there was nothing. He found himself longing 
to have the opportunity to expend some of the tension in his muscles. He’d 
rather someone attacked him than this creeping around in silence. The place 
was like the bloody Marie Celeste. It was so quiet he thought he could hear 
the water dripping off him onto the green lino. 

It was clear that the third deck housed the Master and Chief’s cabins. As 
he stepped into the alleyway Drew could see the accommodation was scarc- 
er and larger. He walked immediately to starboard. The Master’s cabin was 
always on the starboard side. Merchant ships travelling in opposite directions 
passed port to port so if the Old Man looked out and saw a ship approach- 
ing it was time to give the Officer of the Watch a focussing. 

Checking around him briefly Drew prepared for what he might find in 
there. Then he depressed the handle of the door and pushed it open slowly 
with the tip of the gun. The lack of any shots or scrambling bodies sug- 
gested that whatever was in there wasn’t coming for him. Drew put his back 
against the door and followed it around as it opened. 

His practiced eyes took in all the key details, but the most important 
thing was the sight of Manon, slumped on the bunk. He had no idea if she 
was still alive. Throwing himself across to her Drew leant his head to her 
face, feeling for breath against his cheek, listening for her heartbeat, and then 
talcing the pulse in her neck. It wasn’t as strong as he’d expect, but it was 
there. He pushed the hair out of her face and looked down at her. 

Her make-up was surprisingly intact other than the tracks of dark 
smudges fanning out from the corners of her eyes where her tears had slid 
out. He had the feeling Manon didn’t cry easily and sickness grabbed at his 
guts at the thought of what they’d done to her. His hand was resting on her 
forehead but she still hadn’t opened her eyes. So he leant his mouth closer 
to her ear. 

“Non? Non, wake up.” 

He watched the struggle it took for her to force her eyes open and look 
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at him, and how unfocused they were. Manon saw Drew’s face, the drops of 
water clinging to his cheekbones and brow and his wet hair. Her first thought 
was to tell him Hakon was waiting somewhere, but when she opened her 
mouth it was just slurring. 

It was immediately obvious to Drew that she’d been given something; 
which made things slightly more problematic. He doubted she’d be able to 
walk unaided and in this condition there was no way she was going to navi- 
gate a ladder. But they’d get around it somehow. If it came to it he’d get them 
as close to the water as possible and just jump. He could put her on his back 
and swim her to the RIB. 

“We need to get out of here. Do you think you can hang onto me?” 

Manon forced her eyes open and looked hard at him, his face kept blur- 
ring in front of her. With a supreme effort she got her tongue to work but 
her voice was so broken it was still almost unintelligible. 

“Hakon — ” 

“I know.” 

Drew nodded grimly and she closed her eyes again as if exhausted. He 
looked down at her as he prepared to gather her up into his arms. Her hands 
tied behind her back were forcing her breasts towards him and when he 
turned her over to cut the bindings he noticed that the strap of her dress had 
been torn. Her black lace bra as well. 

Drew clamped down on the fury and the pain of what he knew that 
might mean. She was incapable of doing anything. Or of stopping anyone 
doing what they chose with her. And if he found out Hakon had, he prom- 
ised himself that he would personally make sure that he was relieved of the 
equipment required to do it again. But he had to get them off the ship first. 

Pulling the knife out of his waistband he cut her hands loose. Manon 
felt Drew’s arms go around her and sit her upright and then he knelt down 
and gendy draped her over his shoulder. She felt the wetness of him seeping 
through her dress and the muscles moving under her breasts as he turned 
back for the door. 

As they emerged into the alleyway Drew paused and checked around 
him. But there was still nothing. He walked to the companionway, Manon 
slumped over his shoulder, and made his way quickly down the steps. When 
he reached the door to the outside he pushed it open, listened for a second 
and then leant onto the handrail, sliding quickly down and landing on the 
deck. 

Manon felt the jolt and forced her eyes open as Drew turned for the 
stern and scanned the water for any sign of the RIB. He checked his watch, 
it had taken nine minutes. So where was the bastard? Turning and walking 
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back along the railings, looking out over the water, searching for the RIB 
and the tell-tale sound of the idling engines Drew was just looking for the 
steps down a deck when there was the unmistakable sound of a machine gun 
being readied somewhere ahead of him. 

He raised the gun and swung around and then it was as if the sun sud- 
denly came out. One by one the powerful lights on the deck powered on 
illuminating everything in a harsh, sodium yellow glare. Drew squinted at 
the scene ahead of him. There were four men, all armed with machine guns. 
And in the middle of them stood Hakon. He’d known it was too bloody 
easy. 

Drew assessed his options: he still had a gun in his hand so he could 
shoot one and hope that distracted everyone enough to let him dive over the 
side. But he had Manon on his shoulder and hitting the water at that speed 
could easily break her neck. Plus there was a good chance one or both of 
them would be shot in the process. Or he could get her off and hope she 
swam. He realised that really was a non-starter. 

It was beginning to look like he just had to see what they intended to do 
with them and take it from there. Wherever he was going he reckoned he 
could make a better deal than the one he had at the moment. 

Hakon watched the clever, ice-filled eyes regard him, and the soaking 
shirt and dress trousers still dripping onto the deck. He’d been quite right to 
let him get the woman and get out into the open first, where they could see 
him. Drew’s mind worked overtime as he saw Hakon walk towards him. The 
man’s voice was low. 

“I told you to leave this. I asked you to go back to London and walk 
away. I wish you had.” Hanging over Drew’s shoulder Manon felt the sound 
echo in his frame as he replied. 

“It’s finished, Hakon. Cheung’s alive and well and Li Jian’s busy filling 
him in on what you had planned.” Hakon’s eyes narrowed and he paced 
along the deck of the ship, speaking as he went. 

“I do not think so. Li Jian knows the ‘Ndrangheta as well as I do.” 

“This was always too big for them,” Drew shook his head, “Li Jian’s 
working with the Chinese.” 

Hakon laughed slightly. “That is incorrect. You are not the investigators 
you think you are. We have been taking Triad drugs. Sebastiano is the best 
the “Ndrangheta have and — ” 

“He’s a hacker for hire. And the Chinese hired him,” for the first time 
Drew saw Hakon hesitate and he continued grimly. “Think about it, mate. 
They were never going to allow a round eye to run HCL. Once Cheung was 
dead you were next. Whatever deal you thought you had, you need to think 
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again.” Hakon was thinking. Harder than he had in a long time. Replaying 
scenes and conversations, looking for clues that what he was being told was 
the truth. 

Drew sensed he’d given Hakon pause, now he had to give him a viable 
alternative. Any bullshit would do, as long as he could at least get Manon off 
the ship and to safety. Manon heard Drew’s voice become brisker. 

“I need to get Non into a boat and back to the island, then you and I can 
talk this through. There’s a deal to be made, Hakon. There’s always a deal to 
be made. You know that.” 

There was a moment of silence and Manon could hear her heart beat- 
ing in her ears. Then Hakon raised his head and looked at one of the men 
pointing a weapon at Drew. 

“Take the woman.” For a second Drew thought he’d done enough to get 
Manon away, but a look at Hakon’s face disabused him of the notion. “Drop 
the gun, Drew.” One of the Chinese heavies began to walk towards him and 
Drew shook his head at Hakon. 

“I can help you, Hakon, but I can’t do it dead.” As the man stopped in 
front of him and nodded at Manon lying over his shoulder Drew gritted his 
teeth and looked for the opportunity. There were too bloody many guns. He 
didn’t want her getting shot. But he didn’t want to let go of her either. There 
was no choice. 

Manon heard the clatter of the pistol hitting the deck and felt him lift 
her down off his shoulder. As her feet made contact with the deck she had 
the sense that her head was clearer. She opened her eyes and saw the tension 
in his. 

“Chin up, Non, it’ll be fine. No worries.” 

The man pulled Manon out of Drew’s arms and she staggered back- 
wards against him. Hakon shook his head sadly at her and then Drew. His 
voice cut through the still, heavy air. 

“This gives me no pleasure.” 

“Don’t bloody do it then.” 

Hakon’s face was shadowed by the fierce light, but his voice was clear. 

“I have no choice.” 

Manon leant against the man holding her, staring at Drew, her mouth 
falling open in horror as she realised they were going to kill him. She discov- 
ered her voice again. 

“NO!” She saw Drew turn his head, waiting for the inevitable. 

His eyes scanned the men in front of him wondering where the shot 
would come from. But it was the heavy wrench swung at the back of his 
skull which cracked into his head, and Manon watched in helpless misery as 
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Drew staggered, fell to his knees, and then collapsed heavily onto the deck 
in front of her. 

Michael looked up in surprise as Isabelle burst into his office. He liked 
Isabelle enormously, and he knew her very well. Which was why the second 
he saw the look in her eyes he was on his feet. “Isabelle? Did you speak to 
Drew?” 

“They can’t get them. Not Drew or Non, it’s been more than an hour 
now, Diego says it’s because they’re out at sea,” Michael rounded the desk 
and took the door she was holding open, heading towards the team room as 
she shook her head. “He says the phones haven’t got network coverage and 
it means they’re outside the GSM network and the only place — ” 

Michael leant around her to push the door to the team room open and 
followed her in. You could cut the tension with a knife. Tony, K and Danny 
all stood behind Diego looking at the big screen in front of him. Col was 
sitting in his seat like he’d been electrocuted. 

“Where are they?” 

Danny shook his head. “We don’t know. But there’s a dredger having 
sea trials nearby. It’s managed by Kreller Jonas.” Isabelle gasped next to him. 

“We have to do something.” 

Michael looked at Diego. “Where exacdy is it?” 

“Off coast of China.” Michael gave a tiny shake of his head. There was 
no way they could send in the fleet. Even if they still had one. He saw Col 
turn to him in horror. 

“What do we do? We can’t just leave them? We have to do something.” 
Michael realised they were all looking at him, expecting him to come up with 
some magical solution. But he had no idea what he could possibly do. The 
truth was that the best advice he could offer them was to raise their eyes to 
heaven and pray to the deity of their choice. But there were no benevolent 
Gods up there. Just infected satellites. 

And then he realised exactly what they needed to do. 

Drew gradually became aware of a cacophony of noise. Then he realised 
it had several distinct elements, more like a symphony. He teased out the 
vibration and a rhythmic thumping and something in a higher register. The 
noise was going through him, as if it was physically making contact with 
him. 

Lying on the vast sandbank above him Manon had a sudden terror that 
Drew was dead. Because nothing she was doing seemed to be rousing him. 
And the force with which they’d belted him around the head was nothing 
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short of lethal. She wriggled and tried to slide herself down the mountain- 
ous sandbank closer towards him. They’d tied her hands again, and his, not 
that he’d appeared to move a muscle since she vaguely remembered watching 
him being tossed into the hopper tank, its dunes of reclaimed sand forming 
mountains and valleys in the vast space left by the water which had been 
pumped out. 

Manon remembered the sensation of following him in, hitting the hard 
sand and bouncing, rolling down until she’d come to rest just above him. 
The drugs had made her sleep and it seemed that Drew had been uncon- 
scious throughout too. 

When she’d come to a few minutes before her head was clear, but a 
brief look around at the massive high walls of the tank and the motionless 
figure of Drew beneath her had forced the hopelessness of their situation to 
sink in. And when the vibration had started and she’d heard the sound of a 
muffled klaxon somewhere the chilling reality of what was about to happen 
clutched at her. As did the irony: that the man who never slept was now 
absolutely impossible to wake up. 

When the water began to pour into the tank she gathered all her energy 
and screamed at him. “DREW! DREW! For fuck’s sake...DREW! WAKE 
UP!” 

He realised that he was distinguishing a voice and that he was aware of 
his body again and the most excruciating pain in the back of his head. And 
his shoulder seemed to hurt too. Then he realised that was because Manon 
was kicking him hard in it. The rest of the surface to consciousness took 
place with lightning speed and to her eternal relief Manon saw him open 
his eyes and turn towards her, and the sudden smack of pain in them as he 
did so. 

“Christ. Shit, that hurts. Are you alright?” 

“We’ve got to get out of here. We’re in the fucking tank.” He opened 
his mouth to reassure her but instead took a look around himself. He had to 
agree with her on this occasion: it was pretty bad. Noticing his hands tied in 
front of him he checked that Manon’s were too and had a thought. 

“Can you get a bit closer to me?” He watched as she wriggled down the 
sand towards him, her expensive black evening dress riding up her thighs, 
and he turned his back towards her. “There was a knife at the back there. 
They might have found it though — ” 

“No, it’s here. I’ve got it.” 

He turned back and took it from her and cut the rope holding her hands 
and waited as she cut his free. The water surged into the tank beneath them, 
liquefying the sand in preparation for it to be pumped out again. As the level 
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rose the foundations of the sandbank under them began to dissolve. Manon 
was about to rub at her wrists when she felt what she was sitting on start to 
give way. Drew felt it too and put his hand out to grab her but missed. 

They both fell heavily. Landing on a patch of still dry sand, Manon 
watched Drew fall past her so he was half submerged in the liquefying sand. 
She held her hand out to him, but the sand she was lying on was shimmying 
and shaking itself into a liquid state too and she slid towards him. Drew 
grabbed her and tried to push her back towards what was left of the sand- 
bank. But it was disappearing too fast. Within half a minute all he could do 
was grasp her to him and try to hold her up. Drew realised that the whole 
tank was becoming quicksand. 

And he could feel himself beginning to sink into it. 

The noise was deafening as they looked at each other. Drew watched 
the terror gathering in her face and as his body was suddenly sucked deeper 
into the quicksand away from her she gave a strangled cry and hugged him 
tighdy to her. 

“NO. No. God. Oh God, Drew, do something. Fucking do something.” 

He released his hold on her slightly, knowing that the weight of his body 
was just a liability now, likely to take him under faster, and her too if he didn’t 
let go. He looked around and realised there was no way out of this. Unless 
there was some kind of reversal in the laws of physics they were both fin- 
ished. And the toughest thing was that she was likely to have to watch him 
go first. 

He slipped downwards again and Manon felt him go with overwhelming 
panic. It shot through her entire body and shocked itself painfully into the 
ends of her fingers and her toes. She clawed at his shirt and his skin to keep 
him with her. Looking into his face Manon couldn’t stop the panic screwing 
up hers. She saw Drew swallow at her and shake his head. 

“Christ, I’m sorry, Non.” 

“It’s not your fault.” 

“Shouldn’t have left you with that bastard.” They stared helplessly at 
each other for a moment. Her make-up was now plastered all over her face, 
her hair matted with sand. The diamonds still sparkling at her throat. He 
watched her force the fierceness into herself. 

“But you stopped it didn’ you? Cheung’s alive.” He nodded and felt the 
most gut wrenching admiration for her. There was no doubt in his mind that 
she was the bravest woman he’d ever met, and it seemed fairly certain he‘d 
never meet another. Brave or otherwise. In that tank, with all hope gone. 
Drew looked at the passionate, clever, funny girl with the gold flecked eyes 
hanging on to him for dear life and realised she was a far rarer specimen than 
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any of the diamonds they’d draped her in. 

“We both stopped it, Non.” 

Then he saw the bravery melt away as her eyes flicked from side to side 
and slowly back to him. She swallowed hard and took a breath in through her 
nose. He thought how small her voice was as her eyes searched his. 

“Will it hurt?” 

He knew he could stop it hurting. End the terror now. It would take a 
second to break her neck and spare her the agony of suffocating in this vis- 
cous muck. And maybe that was the last thing he could do for her. Drew felt 
himself slip very slightly down into the sand again and realised he may not 
have much time. If he was going to do this then he needed to. 

Drew lifted his hand out of the thick, glutinous sand and shook it hard 
to get rid of what he could. Then he pushed the hair away from her face 
and held it for a moment. Manon leant her head against his hand and felt a 
strange calmness as he concentrated on her. The stillness in him was tran- 
quillising. Drew watched her gaze at him. He had his arm around her, all he 
needed was to put his hand on her neck and pull her close. Then twist. 

He shook his head at her and knew it would be the hardest thing he’d 
ever had to do. He may only have a few minutes left, but a selfish part of him 
hated the thought of spending them without her. 

“No, sweetheart. It won’t hurt at all.” 

They all watched Michael’s face suddenly animate as he looked back at 
Diego. “That’s a Kreller Jonas ship. If Sebastiano already uploaded the Ju- 
das Code onto their network to control their ships then surely you can. Via 
Gyrescom.” 

Diego whooped and jumped up off his chair, crashing back down into it 
and turning back to the PC. 

“Si, man. Ees right.” After a minute or so he nodded slowly, “The code 
ees already on the network, all we need to do is open the door.” 

“Bleedin’ get on wiv it then, Diego.” 

Tony’s voice was urgent and Isabelle saw the stress in the way he was 
wringing his large hands in front of him. She could feel his need to be there 
and doing something. She knew Mai would have been exactly the same. At 
the thought of Mai and Caz, blissfully unaware of any of this, sitting at 
home in Drew’s flat Isabelle had a sudden vision of telling them Drew was 
dead. It was so terrible she groped for the chair behind her and sat down. 
Tony noticed and glanced at her. Her face made him look back. 

“Come on, Iz, darlin’,” he wandered over and pulled her to her feet and 
wrapped her in a bear hug. “He’s a big old git an’ he can look after ‘imself. 
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And ‘e ain’t coming back wiwout Non.” Michael watched Isabelle bury her 
face in Tony’s barrel chest, and clenched his jaw together. He wasn’t giving 
up. If they could disrupt the ship remotely then at least they had given them 
every possible chance. 

And he owed Drew and Manon that at least. 

Sebastiano heard Li Jian’s phone connect to the voicemail yet again and 
made his decision. By this time he had expected to see a large payment from 
Oystershell arrive in his Seychelles bank account. The fact that it hadn’t and 
Li Jian had gone off radar was just about enough for him. But there was one 
other avenue to explore. 

Sebastiano wasn’t entirely sure at what point Li Jian and the Chinese 
intended for Hakon to be removed, but if things hadn’t gone to plan then 
there was a good chance he was still alive and potentially able to shed light 
on what had happened in Hong Kong. He listened to the short overseas ring 
tone of Hakon’s mobile phone and had already decided he wasn’t picking up. 
So it was with some surprise he heard Hakon’s voice. 

“Sebastiano?” 

“Si, I want update. I have no payment. I want to know what happened. 
Li Jian weel not answer hees phone.” Hakon looked out of the floor to 
ceiling plate glass windows of his suite and watched Cheung’s yacht in the 
harbour. Although he wasn’t convinced that Drew had been telling him the 
truth, equally he didn’t want to take any chances. So he’d decided to avoid the 
yacht and go straight back to his hotel. For similar reasons he had avoided 
calling Li Jian. 

Up until that point there had been nothing to suggest that things hadn’t 
gone as expected. Cheung’s death was unlikely to be reported until the fam- 
ily was ready. But listening to Sebastiano he felt that hope slip away. What 
replaced it was a gathering panic. 

“He is busy tonight, you know that. The money must be an oversight.” 

“So Cheung ees dead? You know thees?” Sebastiano was so intent on 
listening for Hakon’s answer that the sound of the network alert startled 
him. Walking closer to the desk he hit a couple of keys and peered at the 
screen again. 

“I wasn’t there but that doesn’t mean — ” 

Sebastiano ’s voice was unusually calm as he spoke across Hakon. “There 
ees someone in the network. Right now.” 

But whereas calmness seemed to have overtaken Sebastiano, Hakon had 
just relinquished any semblance of it. His voice was shrill and fevered. 

“Li Jian has nothing to do with the Chinese does he? You know nothing 


458 


of any other involvement than “Ndrangheta?” 

Sebastiano paused and gave a snort of unamused laughter, switched off 
the phone and turned to concentrate on the unfolding Armageddon playing 
itself out on his screen. Then he grabbed his pitifully few identifying pos- 
sessions into his pockets, lit a cigarette and took a long drag before blowing 
the stream of smoke towards the latticed tiles of the suspended ceiling. He’d 
been around long enough to know when to quit. And that time was now. 

When the footage was replayed several days later the first set of security 
cameras watched Sebastiano Lastrega walk unhurriedly down the corridor 
to the lifts. The second had recorded him crossing the marble-tiled recep- 
tion area and stepping into the revolving main door. But according to the 
cameras trained on the entrance, he never emerged into the steady rain. And 
no matter how many times they interrogated the footage, there was no ex- 
planation. 

Sebastiano Lastrega had simply melted away. 

It was as he looked back at his hand reaching for Manon’s neck and the 
thick sand on it that Drew realised how stupid he’d been. He decided to put 
it down to the crack on the head. There was no way they were pumping out 
something this thick. They’d keep going until the sand was suspended in 
water. And a sand suspension he could float in and swim through. The only 
question was how long it was going to take for the water volume to increase 
sufficiendy for that to happen. 

Judging by the speed with which the sand had turned to quicksand the 
process was designed to be as fast as possible. But he could feel himself sink- 
ing more quickly now and there was no way the tank was going to be liquid 
by the time he went under. If he could hold his breath long enough the sand 
around him should be freeing up all the time. And if he could hold Manon 
up then she wouldn’t have long to survive before they were both able to sur- 
face. Manon saw the expression in his eyes change and read it immediately. 

“What? What are you thinking?” As he began to explain it Drew realised 
that this plan probably came under the heading of ‘ambitious’, but there was 
nothing else to try. 

“This sand is becoming liquid, from the bottom up. The more water 
they pump in the easier it’ll be to move. Won’t be long and we can swim 
through it.” 

“How long?” As always Manon found the million dollar question. 

“I don’t know.” Without warning Manon was suddenly sucked down too 
and she gave a brief scream. Drew was still disappearing faster than she was, 
his elbows already out of view and his shoulders only just clearing the sand. 
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As Manon pulled herself more tightly towards him Drew’s face was level 
with her chin. He tried to concentrate her again. 

“Listen, I don’t reckon we’ve got much time,” Manon tried to steel her- 
self for what was coming, “when I disappear you’ll still be able to feel me; 
I want you to use me to stand on for as long as you can alright? I’ll do what 
I can to help you, but you have to focus on keeping your head out.” Manon 
nodded as he slipped away again. She realised that her hands around his neck 
now had handfuls of his shirt clutched in them. 

“What about you? What are you going to do?” 

He ignored the question. “If it takes a bit of time and you go under take 
a deep breath, right down to your feet, and when you can’t hold it any longer 
start letting it out as slowly as you can. You got that?” Manon opened her 
mouth and heard the tears catching at her words. 

“I’m crap at holding my breath though. Really, I’m shit at it. And swim- 
ming. If we get out of this will you teach me to swim properly? I’ve never 
seen anyone swim like you do.” Drew nodded at her. It didn’t occur to him 
to ask how she knew he swam. His voice was definite. 

“Manon, I will get you out of this. And then I’ll teach you how to swim.” 
She swallowed and nodded at him and almost whispered to herself. 

“Okay — okay — okay. I can do this.” 

‘You can do this, Non.” Manon thought that there was both nothing 
and everything to say. 

“Drew — ” 

“Don’t. Just.. .concentrate on what you need to do.” 

“But — ” 

His shoulders slipped under and he watched the panic in her face. He 
knew he needed to distract her, so with the last of the movement he had he 
tipped his head back and reached his face up to her. Manon automatically 
leant her head forward, closed her eyes and rested her lips on his as they 
breathed each other in. 

And they stayed that way, Manon’s hands clutching at his neck and then 
his face, until she felt him suddenly take an enormous breath and finally slip 
away from her. 

“NO! DON’T LEAVE ME. DREWWW!” 

As the sand closed over him Drew heard her muffled, anguished scream- 
ing and felt for her arm as Manon plunged her hands down into the quick- 
sand. When their flailing hands finally found each other and locked together, 
there was nothing more either of them could do, but hang on. 

And hope to God that Drew had breath enough for them both. 
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*** 


In London it was rapidly becoming apparent that hacking into the ship’s 
systems were one thing, but doing anything useful with them was quite an- 
other. Diego swore again at the length of time it was taking to execute any 
commands. 

“Puta madre. Ees not broadband. Ees so slow we are going backwards.” 
Michael watched Diego wrestle with the connection and sighed hard. 

“Can you remotely control things?” 

“Ees complex systems.. .what ees DPS? Shit, man, I do not know what 
anything of thees shit means.” Tony leant forward and looked over Diego’s 
shoulder. 

“’Ave a look for anyfink what’s got pumps writ on it. That’s what we’re 
after. An’ if you find 'em shut the fuckers down.” Michael’s voice rose. 

“Are you saying you can’t do anything?” 

“I am doing something, but I do not know what eet ees.” 

Michael caught Tony’s eyes and the tightness around them. He looked 
back to Diego and his voice was loud and commanding. 

“Diego, stop fucking about and shut that ship down,” Diego opened his 
mouth and raised his hands in protest but Michael ignored him. “Everything. 
Every system, every vending machine, every damn lavatory. Now!” 

Drew felt the pressure in his head and the thumping of the machinery 
and tried to concentrate. Locking out the panic and the darkness. For an in- 
stant he was that little boy again chained up in the cupboard under the stairs 
as day turned into night and back again. 

Drew had learnt how to live inside his head. And under the water. He 
told himself that was all this was. Just like the free diving off the reef he 
did so frequently in the Caribbean. He had the breath to last. But only if he 
stayed calm. 

He tried an experimental kick out with his legs to see if anything was 
moving but everything felt as solid as stone around him. Manon’s hand 
squeezed his again and he squeezed back. He had no idea where she was 
because he couldn’t risk opening his eyes, but he assumed he was still sink- 
ing down in front of her and from the position of his hand in hers he was 
probably looking at her stomach. 

He’d hoped he would have been able to get her foot on his leg and give 
her a push but the sand was like a straightjacket. He was concerned that by 
continuing to hold her hand he was dragging her down, but he didn’t want 
to let go. He told himself it was to keep her calm. But it wasn’t doing him 
any harm either. 
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Above him Manon looked around the tank in desperation. It felt like 
minutes since he’d disappeared and the sand was still sucking her down to 
him. She knew that if she hadn’t been able to feel him holding her hand as 
he finally went under she would have lost it. And now she wasn’t far off 
disappearing too. 

As she sank a little further into the sand she suddenly lost his fingers and 
her hand scrabbled around where he’d been, trying to re-establish contact. 
She realised her arms were now pinned at her side anyway so without him 
the sensation of paralysis and helplessness was so terrifying she screamed 
out. Then she felt his hand again and got hold of herself. 

She slipped further, inexorably towards him and turned her head up to 
keep her face out of the sand. She noticed the metal ladder in the wall of 
the tank across from them and thought how bloody typical it was that she’d 
found a way out just as she was going to die. And Manon suddenly realised 
that it was going to happen. Drew was never going to teach her to swim. 

Drew knew he had just about reached his limit. Things were getting 
fu22y. Then he lost her hand for the second time and couldn’t find it again. 
He felt his body slip further into the sand and his natural reaction was to 
kick his legs. And this time they moved. Once the sand around him began to 
saturate with water the process was fast. Within seconds his arms were free 
and, released from the tomb of sand, he dropped down into the liquid slurry. 

She felt his hand disappear and had the sense that he’d slipped away from 
her. It coincided with the sand beginning to close over her face. The shock 
of losing him and the coldness of the sand on her cheek made her sob and 
she almost forgot to take a breath as she felt the sand climb up the back of 
her head and finally cover her face. 

Manon screwed her eyes up tighdy and tried to remember what Drew 
had told her. With a jolt of pain she realised he was probably gone anyway. 
So maybe the best thing would be to take a big breath now. She wished so 
much she’d said goodbye. As she prepared to open her mouth Manon had 
a sudden sense that her legs were free, and the sand between her fingers 
began to thin. 

Struggling against the sand she felt her body release, but not enough. So 
close. And yet so very far. Beneath her Drew aimed squarely for where he 
thought she should be and powered himself upwards. With the very last of 
his breath he made contact with her hard and forced them both up through 
the final disintegrating layers of the sand and broke the surface. 

For a moment Manon wasn’t sure what had happened but as she took a 
lungful of the sweet air and opened her eyes she saw Drew’s heavily blood- 
shot ones staring at her as he gasped for breath. The relief was so intense 
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she almost laughed out loud. He grinned at her and she could see he was 
perfectly alright. 

“Right, now I’m going to teach you to swim.” 

She nodded up at the ladder she’d seen on the wall of the tank. “There’s 
a ladder over there.” Drew looked around over his shoulder and saw the lad- 
der in the wall. The entire tank was now a boiling, liquid slurry and he could 
feel it blasting at his face. He watched as Manon closed her eyes, turning her 
head away from it. They may be out of the quicksand but he knew those 
pumps would be starting any second, and they had to swim almost the width 
of the tank to the ladder. He reached out for Manon’s hand. 

“Come on. Quick.” He pulled her towards him and at that moment 
heard the massive suction pumps kick in beneath them. Almost instandy he 
could feel the current in the water. He blotted out the knowledge of what 
they were swimming against and dragged her arm over his head. “Put your 
arms around my neck.” 

Manon linked her hands together under his chin and pulled herself onto 
his back as he struck out for the ladder. Drew covered the first three quarters 
of the distance in short order, but as they reached the last stretch the pumps 
got into their stride. He realised he was making virtually no headway. The 
exhaustion, the lack of breath and the head injury were all beginning to tell 
on Drew. 

He put it all aside and concentrated on finding just a bit more from 
somewhere. Enough to get them to that ladder. It was so close. But when he 
looked up he saw he’d actually begun to lose ground. And for the first time 
he could ever recall in the water, Drew Rydstrom knew fear. 

It was almost impossible for Manon to see what was going on. Between 
the slurry flaying the skin of her face, the terrible high pitched whine of the 
pumps and Drew’s head in front of her she was just hanging on for dear life. 
But when she felt Drew’s rhythm dip slightly and raised her head as high as 
she could she saw the ladder was further away than it had been. 

And she wasn’t surprised Drew was getting tired. Hanging onto his 
shoulders she had a good view of the blood soaking the back of his white 
dress shirt and the wound on the back of his head. She was astonished he 
was still standing, let alone swimming. But she had a strange feeling of inevi- 
tability now. And she sensed that Drew did too. They categorically could not 
have tried any harder to live. 

Drew raised his head, saw the ladder again and made the decision. With 
a final effort he might just be able to get Manon close enough that he could 
shove her to the ladder. But that would mean he’d have to stop swimming. 
And to do that even for a moment was probably suicide. He switched to 
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breast stroke so he could talk to her. 

“Non?” 

“What is it?” She leant her face down next to his so she could hear him. 

“I’m going to go for it in a minute, and when we get close I’ll give you a 
shove and you need to strike out for that ladder. I can only do this the once, 
so make it count.” 

“I can’t make it.” 

“Yes, you can. Is that dress around your legs?” 

Manon moved her legs and felt the material wrapping around her. “A 
bit.” 

“Well rip the skirt off, or tuck it in. You need your legs free.” It was while 
Manon was trying to tuck the skirt into her knickers that she realised what 
he was actually telling her. This last push was to get her to the ladder, but not 
him. He was so tuned into her by that point that he realised just from the way 
she was grabbing onto him. 

“Manon, don’t you chuck a wobbly on me.” 

“But you have to keep swimming, and I can’t make it.” He felt the ache 
in his shoulders and his head and couldn’t help the shortness in his voice. If 
he didn’t get her to that ladder soon he knew he wouldn’t manage it. 

“Without you on my bloody back I’ve got a chance. Now for Christ’s 
sake, don’t argue with me. Just get ready to swim and go like hell.” Then 
before she could answer he stuck his face into the slurry and with a burst of 
energy struck out powerfully for the ladder. 

Manon saw them approaching and then felt his hands grabbing at her. 
With a colossal effort he threw her as hard as possible towards the ladder. 
Manon hit the water again and scrabbled through it. When she felt the metal 
under her hand and grabbed tightly to it she couldn’t quite believe it was real. 
Once both hands were secure she felt for the bottom rung with her foot and 
turned around to look for him. 

Drew saw her make the ladder and the relief seemed to neutralise the 
adrenalin. He was still swimming, but he could feel the pull of the pumps 
dragging him now Even without her on his back his energy was as good as 
spent. She was holding her hand out to him and shouting but he’d done all 
he could. At least she was safe. 

“Get out, Non. Get the fuck out.” She watched him swimming towards 
her but going nowhere. 

“Swim! SWIM! Come on, you can make it.” But Drew knew better. The 
pumps were too strong. For anyone. And he wasn’t Superman. She was a 
distance away from him now and he had to shout to her. 

“Get out of here NOW Get OFF the ship.” 
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It was just so horrific, Manon found she couldn’t move. She couldn’t 
watch him die and she couldn’t leave him to die either. The helpless impo- 
tence welled up as she realised there was nothing she could do to help him. 
Absolutely nothing. When Manon shouted again it disintegrated into furious 
sobs. 

“No— NO! Just FUCKING SWIM TO ME.” 

Drew saw her shaking her head, angrily wiping the tears away, willing 
him to swim to her. 

“GO! Don’t stay for this.” He prepared to shout at her again but some- 
thing told him it was pointless. When he spoke it was almost under his 
breath. “Oh, sweetheart, c’mon... Please?” 

Drew realised he was really losing ground now. It wouldn’t be long and 
he’d be under. She was too far away to shout to any longer. And then just 
as he was about to close his eyes and let it happen there was a sudden loss 
of power. The lights flicked off and the note of the pumps began dropping 
away. He felt the current beneath him ease and then dissipate and as the 
emergency lighting kicked in he didn’t hesitate. He swam like a man pos- 
sessed, thrashing through the slurry desperately towards the safety of the 
ladder and Manon’s outstretched arms. 

Without the current it was child’s play and in a matter of seconds Manon 
had him within her reach. She let go of the ladder, throwing her arms around 
him and hugging him tighdy, kissing his cheek as he buried his face against 
the diamonds and the still scented warmth of her neck and allowed himself 
a brief second of relief. Manon’s voice was choked with tears. 

“Oh, thank fucking God. I thought you’d had it. I really did.” 

He pressed his lips against her cheek and spoke in her ear. “You weren’t 
the only one, sweetheart.” Then he looked up at the ladder. “Can you get 
up this?” 

Manon turned and began hauling herself up, the slurry cascading off her 
body and the evening dress balled around her hips where she’d tucked it into 
her underwear. Drew followed her and as they stood on the edge of the tank 
he leant over and put his hands on his thighs, trying to catch his breath. He 
looked across at her. 

“We need to get off.” 

“Which way?” He straightened up and took her hand and together they 
made their way to the nearest door. The sea and the sky were one block of 
darkness as they stepped out onto the deck. Clearly whatever had happened 
it had disabled virtually everything. All they could hear were alarms, sirens 
and shouting. Flattening himself against the superstructure Drew edged his 
way around towards the stern. He was hoping the crew were so busy trying 
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to get anything to work that they’d have forgotten about them. But it just 
wasn’t their lucky night. 

As Drew stepped out there was a shout and other voices. He grabbed 
Manon around the waist and ran as fast as he could with her towards the 
railings at the stern. He knew she wasn’t much of a swimmer, but they didn’t 
have a choice this time. And at least she was conscious. 

Drew was about to tell her to hang onto him when he noticed the two, 
long steel runners on the back of the superstructure. He cursed himself for 
not recognising it before. The burst of automatic gunfire galvanised him and 
he pulled Manon around and looked for the step he knew must be close as 
she shouted at him. 

“What? Where are we going?” 

“Off the ship. In a lifeboat.” Manon looked up in confusion and real- 
ised what he was pulling her towards. The freefall lifeboat sat at the top of 
what looked like a maritime-themed rollercoaster. Perched precariously on 
the back of the superstructure it had a clear and virtually vertical run down 
to the sea. 

Any reservations she had about getting on board were wiped aside by the 
bullets zinging off the deck behind her. She scrambled after him, through 
the door he was holding open and into the tiny, cramped interior of the life- 
boat. Rows of seats faced her and then above them a driver and passenger 
seat facing forward in a little cockpit. Drew slammed the door behind them 
and locked it and then she felt him lift her up into the passenger seat. She 
watched him climb up opposite her. 

“Strap yourself in tight, because this thing is going to get up some speed 
before we hit the water.” The sound of the shouting and gunfire was closer 
now and she felt incredibly vulnerable, strapped in, waiting. She hoped to 
God that Drew knew what he was doing. He pulled the safety belt across 
him and saw the flashes of machine gun fire reflecting off the windows of 
the cockpit. Reaching for the release he looked across at her. “It’ll be fine. 
Trust me.” 

Manon pressed herself back in her seat as Drew yanked the release hard. 
Immediately the lifeboat began to move, slowly at first and then picking up 
speed. Manon felt the vibration and the momentum building as they hurtled 
towards the water. She heard Drew shouting to her to brace and knew they 
were about to hit. 

The impact of the water was so huge that the lifeboat actually dived 
under, submerging itself for a moment before tearing back up through the 
waves. As soon as they broke the surface again Drew immediately started the 
engines and she felt the power running through the tough little craft. Drew 
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wasn’t hanging about. He threw off the safety belt and opened the throttle 
further as he checked the dials. She took her belt off too and saw Drew turn 
to her, reaching out his hand to grab hers. 

“You OK?” He noticed the slight glaze in her eyes and the grazes on her 
face and was about to worry when he saw her focus on him again. She nod- 
ded and grasped his hand tightly as he smiled and his still faindy bloodshot 
eyes narrowed at her. “Fair go, Non, that bit was pretty fun wasn’t it?” 

Manon took a deep breath. 

“To be fair to you, Drew, that bit was quite good.” Then she turned the 
corners of her mouth down and shook her head gently at him, “But overall, 
that’s definitely the shittest party I’ve ever been to.” 

Hakon listened to Sebastiano’s derisive snort and then the line went 
dead. He took the phone from his ear and switched it off. Staring at the 
shimmering lights of the HCL yacht below him his mind squirmed to find 
the answer to his current predicament. 

And of course there was only one. He took a deep breath and calmed 
himself, then dialled his wife’s number. 

“Hello, Hakon.” 

“Darling? Darling, I need to talk to you about something important.” 

“What’s that?” Hearing her voice grounded Hakon. Reminded him that 
he was far from finished. She had pursued him when they met and deter- 
mined they be married. And as far as Hakon could see he had been a good 
husband to her. 

He had never missed a birthday or an anniversary, never refused her 
when she had wanted to make love, accommodated her sexual predilections 
no matter how odd, and as her political career blossomed he had been her 
consort and confidant. She owed him her protection and what was more, 
though he had often disliked her for it, she did have the necessary power to 
protect him. Feeling more confident he chose his opening. 

“The piracy enquiry. They have turned up what they think is evidence of 
collusion and they’re trying to implicate me. I believe Cheung is encouraging 
them,” there was silence, “it’s all rubbish, but they will destroy me and my 
reputation in public before I can have the chance to prove my innocence. 
They are accusing me of being in bed with the Chinese for God’s sake. I 
mean, how ridiculous.” He sighed and continued carefully. “I can only im- 
agine what it would do to your Home Office chances if these smears come 
out.” 

In her climate controlled office Karen Felland looked at Hakon’s silver 
framed photograph on her desk. 
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“What do you want me to do?” 

Hakon smiled. “Well I think — ” He stopped at the sound of a knock 
on the door of his suite. “ — -Just a minute, there is someone at the door.” 
Hakon walked across and put his eye to the peephole. He could see one of 
the uniformed hotel staff waiting patiently. “Yes? What?” 

“Housekeeping. Turn down, Sir.” 

Hakon opened the door, briefly nodding at the Chinese man as he turned 
back to his phone conversation with Karen. “I’m sorry darling — ” 

The Chinese man grasped his hands together and brought them down 
powerfully at the top of Hakon’s spinal column. Hakon yelled involuntarily 
as the lights went out and he lost all sensation for a second. The next thing 
he knew he was lying on the floor and the man was astride him. Hakon 
twisted and tried to crawl away but the man pulled his arms painfully behind 
his back and forced his face into the carpet, muffling the desperate screams, 
dragging back the sleeve of his dinner jacket. 

Hakon felt the sharp scratch of the hypodermic needle and as the pa- 
ralysis crept through him discovered his ability to speak was diminishing, 
together with his capacity for resistance. After a few seconds the man got 
to his feet and grabbed Hakon by the ankles, dragging him across the carpet 
and into the bathroom, Hakon’s chin catching on the gripper rod between 
the sitting room carpet and the smooth marble tiles. 

Stripping him efficiently and without ceremony the man lifted Hakon’s 
inert body into the large bath with care. Careful to avoid any suspicious 
bruises. When he’d finished he looked around him briefly, checking the 
scene was consistent. 

From his brilliant white sarcophagus Hakon watched. His shallow 
breathing the only sound in the room. Until the man twisted open the taps 
and the noise of the water gushing into the bath around him eclipsed its 
frantic acceleration. 

The assassin’s feet were barely audible as they moved over the marble 
tiles and then crossed the deeper pile carpet of the sitting room, pausing 
to collect the empty syringe before moving towards the door. The mobile 
phone lying on the floor picked them up though. And in her gracious office 
Karen listened silendy to every one, as she had to the first desperate yell, 
scuffling, and muffled shouting. 

She heard the door shut, and the silence which followed, but it still took 
some time for her to realise that there was nothing else to come. Her hand 
was steady as she finally took the phone from her ear and disconnected the 
call. 

It was done. And at least the last thing he’d said was sorry. 
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The sound of the water gushing into the tub was relentless. Hakon 
lay paralysed in the rapidly filling bath, eyes darting around the beautifully 
finished tiled ceiling, his shallow breathing barely adequate. As the water 
reached his ear lobes he hit full blown panic, his heart hammering in his 
chest, the tickling rise of the water against his jaw and cheek toying with 
him, like a lover’s caress. He willed Karen to be calling the hotel and getting 
someone to check on him. It gave him something to hold on to as the water 
finally oozed into his nostrils and rose over his forehead and he closed his 
eyes against it. 

Despite his determination, the reflex to breathe, when it came, was irre- 
sistible. As it rushed into him the water felt thick, like someone had stuffed 
a sock in his mouth and throat. His pale blue eyes snapped open, staring 
again at the expensive marble ceiling as he suffered motionless and helpless 
through those interminable, agonised minutes. 

Hakon had been a religious boy and he suddenly found himself remem- 
bering the paintings of hell that had scared him so badly as a child. Then an 
age-old, visceral terror flooded through him together with the water. That 
he had already been judged, found wanting, and condemned to suffer this 
pain for an eternity. 

That this was his hell. And it was already upon him. 
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TWPTV-TVO 

By the time Drew and Manon landed in London the news of Hakon Fel- 
land’s sudden death from a heart attack had broken. Naturally his wife led 
the tributes. Michael hadn’t identified Karen Felland as the client who initiat- 
ed the Lloyd’s investigation. In line with their agreement, she was to remain 
safely anonymous. But then, it wasn’t like anyone was asking. 

Thanks to Manon’s stubborn refusal to get on an aeroplane until he was 
seen by a doctor, Drew’s fractured skull had been diagnosed before they left 
Hong Kong. That, and their other cuts and bruises had brought it home 
powerfully to the rest of the team just how close they’d come. So Isabelle’s 
birthday had provided an ideal opportunity for everyone to let their hair 
down. Drew had ensured they’d put their backs into it. 

By eleven o’clock those with wives at home had left already, but the rest 
were still drinking and they were far from sober. Drew looked up to see Mai 
and Caz nose to nose opposite him, then Mai pulled Caz into his arms and 
kissed her. Drew couldn’t avoid watching them. He realised that Manon was 
looking at them too. She caught his eyes and he rolled his, opened his mouth 
and stuck his fingers down his throat as if he was going to throw up, and she 
burst out laughing at him. 

Caz extricated herself from Mai and realised what was going on and 
shoved at her brother across the table. 

“Bugger off, Drew.” Drew addressed himself to Manon. 

“I live with this, Non. Every — bloody — day.” He grinned back as she 
spluttered with laughter. Mai relaxed his hold on Caz and pointed at Drew. 

“We’re going back to drink whisky. Your whisky to be precise. The good 
stuff.” Then he turned to Manon. “You’re coming too.” 

“Am I?” 

Caz nodded crisply. ‘Yes. He’ll need someone to whinge at while we’re 
pashing.” Mai raised his eyebrows at her. 

“And a fourth for bridge later.” 

“Well, obviously bridge too, babe, that goes without saying.” 

Drew put his head on one side. “Or Twister.” 

Mai’s eyes lit up. 

“Mmmm. Strip Twister.” He saw Drew open his mouth in outrage. 

“Not with my bloody sister.” 
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Manon picked up her wine and leant into Drew. 

“Wouldn’t that make it Strip Sister?” 

Drew heard Mai snort with laughter and suppressed a smile at the en- 
quiry in Manon’s eyes as she looked at him over her wine glass. “You’d better 
watch out, Wyn Roberts, I remain undefeated at Strip Twister.” 

Mai’s head nodded sagely opposite her. “He’s right. Strip Twister is defi- 
nitely his event. He’s like an enormous eel.” 

Caz heard the music change and grabbed for Manon. “Come on, have to 
dance to this.” She got off Mai’s lap and dragged Manon bodily out of her 
seat as she tried to get her wine back onto the table, and onto the dance floor 
where Isabelle was already gyrating. Diego grabbed a very reluctant Col and 
followed them, but Mai didn’t. 

Drew drained the wine in front of him as he watched his sister and 
Manon dancing together and noticed his phone light up. He read the text 
from Tara Taylor and recalled the scent of her and the softness of her skin. 
Drew had suffered some fairly spectacular headaches and felt generally odd 
for a good few days after they’d got back. His convalescence, together with 
having Mai and Caz staying, meant it had been an unusually long time be- 
tween women. 

Mai and Caz had turned out to be as lovable as they were loving, but 
their intimacy was so profound and so intense he couldn’t help but feel ex- 
cluded. So now the head injury was healing and he was feeling normal again 
God knew he was ready for a woman. He was about to reply to Tara that he’d 
be waiting when Mai slid into the seat next to him. 

“While Caroline’s gone, I heard from Tricky today. Terri’s been up there 
threatening them. They called the cops.” 

Drew sighed and sent the text to Tara, then threw the phone back on the 
table. Whatever your opinion of the way Mai had behaved and regardless of 
whether you thought he deserved a happy ever after or not, no one deserved 
Terri. The phone calls had started again almost immediately after he’d got 
back from Hong Kong, and once she realised that Mai and Caz were stay- 
ing at his flat her viciousness had intensified. They’d blocked every number 
they could on their mobiles and the flat landline, but it sounded like she was 
broadening her attack. 

There had already been several conversations between the two men 
about what to do, but they’d both come to the conclusion there really wasn’t 
anything. She just had to burn herself out. Until or unless she found another 
environmental project, and another big corporate victim to go after. Drew 
bit his lip. 

“What did she say?” 
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“The usual,” Mai picked up his wine glass, “may they walk the earth nev- 
er crossing the same river twice and may porcupines copulate in their but- 
tocks.” Drew looked at him out of the corner of his eye. It was a typical Mai 
response, but he knew this was really getting to him. Mainly because it was 
getting to Caz. She’d heard some of the bile Terri had been expectorating 
down the phone and been shaken up by the vileness of it. Mai knew that the 
thought of someone wishing such destruction on the two most important 
men in her life had really upset her. Mai swallowed his wine and frowned. 
“There was some other stuff this time too.” 

“Like?” 

“Tricky and Pip would have a grandchild but I wouldn’t live to see it — 
oh, and you’ll be pleased to hear you got a mention. Apparently your chil- 
dren will never be born and every woman you love will be taken from you.” 
Drew nodded appreciatively. “OK, that’s good to know. Thanks, mate.” 
Mai smiled but it soon disappeared. “I think Caroline and I should get 
out of your hair anyway.” Drew knew what this was about. 

“Look, if Terri’s going to give me grief she’ll do it whether you two are 
there or not. It doesn’t bother me.” Mai knew it was the closest that Drew 
was ever likely to come to telling him he liked them being there. And as he 
remembered the expectation he had set out to Australia with, to build bridg- 
es between Drew and the sister he’d lost, he realised that, although he’d been 
somewhat sidetracked, his original objective had ultimately been achieved. 
But he acknowledged that in the process he had changed things. 

Drew and Mai had always been each other’s support. Not even Terri 
had really changed that. But Caz had. And now he’d experienced that kind 
of love and closeness he was like a recovered alcoholic, driven evangelically 
to push Drew towards it too. It wasn’t a role he was used to. Mai had never 
played matchmaker, certainly not for Drew, but then he’d never found an- 
yone he considered a match for him before. But he had a strong suspicion 
that he had an ideal candidate in Manon. 

Mai had lost his beloved elder brother Will twenty years earlier and in 
many respects Drew had taken his place. Drew felt like family, and after all 
these years perhaps that wasn’t so surprising. But in some odd way Manon 
felt like family already. And as far as Mai was concerned that was confirma- 
tion enough that they were ideal for each other. Such was Mai’s confidence 
that it didn’t even occur to him that she might not be interested in Drew. He 
watched his friend look back and frown. 

“Seriously, mate, just stay as long as you need to. I can handle Terri.” 
“Do you want to come up to Crynant at the weekend? I’m going to get 
my grandmother’s engagement ring for Caroline.” 
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Drew thought of the huge reservoir tucked away in the forests and de- 
cided he was in. “No worries, I’ll drive.” He didn’t look up at Mai, just picked 
up the bottle of red wine and began refilling his glass as he continued con- 
versationally, “By the way, we’re clear that if you hurt my sister you die, aren’t 
we?” 

Mai decided to throw in a grenade and see what he could smoke out. 

“How about we ask Non to come with us? Caroline loves her.” 

He saw Drew look up at her again on the dance floor. 

“She’s probably got better things to do. But ask her if you want.” 

A declaration of undying love it was not. But Mai decided it was a start. 
And he had plenty of time. He looked up as a middle-aged Arab he vaguely 
recognised as one of the staff leant down to Drew’s shoulder. 

“Mr Rydstrom? There’s a phone call for you.” Drew frowned and then 
raised his eyebrows at Mai who shrugged back. He looked at the restaurant 
manager. 

“Who is it?” 

“I’m sorry, Sir, I didn’t get the name.” 

Drew got up and followed the short man through the restaurant and on 
into a quieter private area at the back of the premises. The Arab gestured 
to several circular, very private, banquettes. Facing him in the nearest was 
Karen Felland. Drew stopped and narrowed his eyes at her. 

“G’day, Mrs Felland.” 

“Do you have a moment?” She nodded at the seat opposite her and 
Drew raised his eyebrows. 

“Are you my phone call?” 

She smiled. “I am. Sit down.” He slowly eased his large frame around 
the table opposite her. She was in black, which was appropriate, and today 
she was wearing a pair of thick-rimmed designer spectacles which magnified 
her clever dark brown eyes. Drew found himself wondering what was going 
on in her head. She was clearly a smart cookie, but you had to wonder how 
a woman that smart ended up with Hakon in the first place. He decided to 
let her talk. 

“How’s the head? Skull fracture wasn’t it?” 

Drew had a vague sense of unease that she knew that much. But it 
shouldn’t have surprised him. “It’s fine. Takes a few weeks. Nothing seri- 
ous.” He watched her watch him. It was just the two of them, and being a 
government minister didn’t mean she wasn’t human. And if she was allowed 
to be personal he sure as hell was. “Can’t have been easy all of this. He was 
your husband after all.” 

Karen pursed her lips and looked back. Drew thought again that she was 
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an attractive woman; she didn’t look like late forties. “I assume that translates 
as ‘I’m sorry for your loss’?” Her tone was circumspect but he could see the 
wry smile on her face. 

“Can’t say I’m sorry.” He heard the first sign of emotion in her voice 
when she replied. 

“No. I can’t really say I am either. But it wasn’t unexpected. I wouldn’t 
have brought you in otherwise.” Drew frowned at her and leant his arms on 
the table, his mind working to square the new information. 

“You were the client?” 

“I asked Michael for secrecy. You must understand why.” 

Drew’s voice was low and angry. “If you suspected him couldn’t you 
have given us a bloody clue?” 

For a moment Karen was taken aback. She wasn’t used to this kind of 
bluntness. Sycophancy and smiling treachery were the stock in trade where 
she came from. But it was refreshing. Part of this man’s undoubted charm. 
All the more fascinating when you understood the darkness at the heart of 
him. Karen Felland knew all about Andrew Rydstrom. And that edge of 
danger was a powerful aphrodisiac. She sighed and took her glasses off. 

“It was never that simple.” 

“Believe me, it got pretty simple at the sharp end on this one.” 

“But then that’s your job isn’t it?” 

Drew looked back at her and saw she had exactly what it took to send 
a man to die. 

“Yes, but I don’t expect to do it with one hand tied behind my back.” 

Karen paused for a moment and the thumping beat of the music from 
the dance floor at the front of the building intruded. She had the strong 
sense that he didn’t trust her. But she’d been waiting for this opportunity for 
some time and didn’t intend to waste it. Sharing a few confidences usually 
dispelled any lingering doubts, formed a bond. And it was hardly much of a 
gamble — -it wasn’t as if he didn’t know the score. 

Drew watched her come to a decision and then she spoke quiedy. 

“Before the PM appoints a minister he’s given a briefing by the security 
services. They cover everything about you. Anything that could cause em- 
barrassment, or blow up in the PM’s face. Family. Friends. Lovers...” She 
held onto the word just too long. “I was told everything was clear and I was 
given the job. Then a few months ago a man arrived in my flat and gave me 
the real briefing document. He suggested that if I wanted the contents to 
remain private I should look into Hakon’s activities more closely. Involve 
Lloyd’s. Focus on Cheung.” 

He held her eyes as he worked out the web of relationships. “They need- 
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ed you to initiate the Lloyd’s investigation? Someone from government.” She 
didn’t answer him. “But this wasn’t government led was it?” 

“No.” Karen looked back steadily as Drew thought. Whoever had in- 
structed her to investigate knew Hakon was her weakness, and they’d ex- 
ploited it. It was a familiar fingerprint. 

“We were looking for a Puppet Master, but we were looking in the wrong 
place weren’t we?” Drew watched the pattern of relationships shift in his 
head and sat forward curiously. “So, what, the Chinese go to Cheung and he 
refuses, because his Master tells him to, and then Li Jian sees an opportunity 
to take out both Cheung and the Master with the Chinese to help him?” 

“It would seem so. But he made a major error.” 

“So if he blocked Cheung from participating in BeiDou that means this 
bloke must be heavily invested in — ” 

“Galileo and GPS.” Karen nodded and smiled softly as Drew sat back 
and assessed her. 

“This Puppet Master runs Cheung, and you, and beats the Chinese? 
There’s only one name I ever heard big enough to do that, and up until now 
I doubted he even existed.” Karen saw the opportunity to cement the bond. 

“You mean, The CEO?” 

There was absolute silence. Then her voice was very measured. “As you 
say, I doubt he even exists. I’m sure that my friend Bao Yu will tell you the 
same.” 

Drew broke eye contact with her and looked around as the final pieces 
fell into place. It had always felt big, far bigger than Michael let on. He 
suddenly wondered if even Michael realised how big. Laughton MacAllister 
had been set up to rid the world of Puppet Masters, and they’d got their 
man, but it seemed Li Jian was small fry, a trainee. And in getting rid of 
him they’d been doing another Puppet Master’s bidding, however indirectly. 
Drew didn’t like the taste it left in his mouth. 

Sitting opposite Karen Felland Drew promised himself that whoever 
this CEO bastard was, no matter how powerful, it was the last time he was 
going to manipulate him, or his team. 

“Does Mike know this?” 

“No. He doesn’t know I’m speaking to you either. I’d prefer it remained 
that way.” The measured hint of threat in her voice wasn’t lost on Drew. He 
had assumed Cheung’s people had got to Hakon first, but he’d been wrong. 
She had what it took to send a man to die alright, even if that man was her 
husband. 

A heart attack was standard procedure. One injection. No mess. So it 
made sense it had been done for Queen and country. Because he assumed 
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that was the way Karen Felland justified it. He wondered whether it was 
sufficient comfort when she went to bed alone at night. But looking into 
those implacable eyes he suspected her ambition was more than enough to 
keep her warm. 

Drew pondered what it was in Karen Felland and Bao Yu which enabled 
them to sacrifice their husbands. Because he had no doubt that Li Jian died 
on his wife’s orders too. They were both tough, intelligent women. But then 
so was Manon. Yet Drew knew with complete certainty that she would never 
send a man she loved to die. And not because she didn’t have the stomach 
for it. But because she didn’t have the heart. 

Karen decided it was time to get what she came for. Her voice was low 
but clear. 

“I have a proposition for you actually.” 

“Me?” He watched Karen’s face change and she looked down at the 
table. Then she looked back up at him and raised her chin. 

“I’ve heard about what you’ve been doing in the Caribbean with SKD. 
And I know your background. All of it.” 

Drew looked warily at her. Karen Felland thought how like Hakon he 
was in build. But he was younger, and better looking. And for a recently 
widowed minister with a sensitive portfolio, he was also very, very safe. Drew 
saw that she knew everything. Or she thought she did. He couldn’t quite 
keep the bitterness out of his voice. 

“The official version.” 

“There’s another?” 

Drew shut his mouth and watched as she narrowed her eyes at him and 
continued. ‘You know I’m setting up a special intelligence operation in the 
Seychelles. The remit is to combat piracy but I don’t think I need to tell you 
it will be wider than that in practice. I need someone to head things up down 
there. I want you to do it.” 

“What about Laughton’s?” 

“I can offer you the same protection Michael can. Plus control. Your 
team and your rules. And the Seychelles is very pleasant, as you know. Plenty 
of space for your yacht, Drew. It can’t be easy leaving the Caribbean and 
coming to grey old London.” She smiled at him and he knew she wasn’t 
expecting to take no for an answer. 

“I can build my own team?” 

Karen had the feeling this would be the sticking point. “A new team. I 
can give you protection, but I can’t take the whole Laughton’s operation.” 
Drew continued to hold Karen’s eyes. Then he realised that for the first 
time in ten years he actually had a reason to be somewhere. And people he 
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wanted to be with. Suddenly London didn’t seem quite as grey. He shook 
his head slowly. 

“I made a deal with Mike. I can’t walk out on him.” Karen Felland leant 
across the table towards him and her voice was softer. 

“But I can help you. If you come with me I can give you access to infor- 
mation, I can open files for you that no one else can.” It occurred to Drew 
that he should seriously consider it. But then she went too far. “There are 
new, experimental treatments for psychogenic amnesia, cutting edge, next 
generation smart drugs. I can get them for you. It’s possible you could re- 
member everything.” 

Karen Felland saw the rawest pain suddenly flash in Drew’s eyes before 
the shutters slammed down. His voice was completely flat. 

“And why the bloody hell would anyone want to remember that?” 

They stared at each other for a moment before Drew dropped his eyes 
away and looked out across the restaurant. “I appreciate the offer, Karen, 
but no.” He turned back to her and spoke firmly. “I made a deal. Laughton’s 
is where I need to be at the moment.” 

Karen Felland paused. She may not have succeeded this time, but she’d 
come close. And she’d learnt something about him too. From everything she 
knew she’d expected this man to be on a plane back to the good life the sec- 
ond he was released from the bargain he’d made with Michael Leithead. But 
something was clearly keeping him at Laughton’s. She needed to ascertain 
what that was and deal with it. Because she wanted Drew Rydstrom. And 
she intended to have him. 

“I understand. But stay in touch, won’t you?” She reached out and laid 
her hand lightly on his shirtsleeve, the gemstones in her engagement ring 
and the wedding band she still wore catching the light. Drew realised her 
ambition wasn’t keeping her warm enough. “The offer is still open. If you 
change your mind.” 

Drew looked back steadily. He knew she didn’t like taking no for an an- 
swer, but then he’d never been a yes man. 

“Karen, I won’t change my mind.” 

When Drew arrived back at the table Caz and Mai had both gone, in fact 
it looked like everyone had deserted him. Looking around he was just in time 
to see Manon heading out of the restaurant too and grabbed up his jacket. 
He caught her at the door and she looked up at him in surprise. 

“Oh, Mai said you’d buggered off.” She didn’t like to say that Mai had 
accused him of abandoning them all for a booty call. 

“No, got to be somewhere later on though. You going home? We can get 
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a cab and I’ll drop you.” He watched her hesitate. 

“I was going to walk actually.” Drew felt the blast of cold air as they 
stepped out onto the street. 

“Alright let’s walk then.” 

She frowned at him. “To Victoria?” 

He shrugged back. “Well if I get tired you’ll just have to carry me.” 

As they fell into step together he remembered Mai’s plans. “Listen, we’re 
going up to Mai’s place at the weekend, he wanted you to come along.” 
Manon took a long breath and smiled slightly and he dipped his head down 
towards her curiously, “What?” 

She shook hers. “I hid out on his estate, when all the shit with the papers 
was going on. I had a little cottage up there for a few weeks. It had a water- 
fall. Brilliant little place.” Drew decided to ask. She could always ignore him. 

“Have you heard from him? Greg?” 

Manon shook her head again, this time quickly. 

“No. And I won’t now. He was only interested in himself.” 

Drew turned towards her and looked at the planes of her face illuminat- 
ed in the streetlights. “Bet old ankles would have changed his tune if he’d 
seen you in Hong Kong.” She laughed and looked up at the stars. 

“It’s amazin’ what a few hundred grand’s worth of diamonds can do isn’t 
it?” There was something in her voice that caught his ear. Like that wanker 
Greg Hart had knocked her confidence. Drew had no intention of letting it 
go uncorrected. 

“Nothing to do with those.” 

She glanced at him warily, as if she was waiting for a crack, but Drew just 
looked steadily back at her. She frowned and then sighed it out longingly as 
she looked away from him. “God, they were gorgeous though. I hated giving 
them back really,” she looked back up at him under her eyelashes, “that was 
a bit girly wasn’t it? Forget I said that will you?” 

“No worries.” But Drew never forgot. Even though it would be some 
time before he realised why. He raised his eyebrows. “So have you decided 
if you’re staying?” Manon chewed the inside of her mouth and frowned and 
then stopped walking and turned to look at him. 

“Is it OK if I do?” 

Drew stopped too and looked down into her face. 

“Well, I was sort of hoping that you would.” 

Manon smiled slightly and then hesitated. “I know I said there was noth- 
ing Laughton’s could teach me,” she watched those glacial blue eyes concen- 
trate on her and reflected on the huge amount she’d learnt from him already, 
“but that was bullshit.” 
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Drew felt that paternal pride in her again. His voice was measured. 

“Manon, you’re bloody good. And I’m not going to blow sunshine up 
your arse, but I reckon you could be spectacularly good.” 

“As good as you?” 

For some reason he loved the thought of her snapping at his heels. 

“If that’s what you want?” 

She’d thought about it a lot. And it was exactly what she wanted. But she 
still wasn’t convinced it was hers for the talcing. “Well, I don’t think the police 
are going to be asking me back anytime soon...” As she trailed off Drew 
wondered what was bothering her. Manon bit her lip and looked down at her 
feet. She was surprised how hard it was to articulate it to him. “The problem 
is, I just don’t fit in like you do.” 

Drew finally got what it was that had always made her so prickly. Manon 
didn’t think she belonged. Because she hadn’t worked out yet that none of 
them did. They were all, in their individual ways, Judases. Pariahs. They were 
the worst good guys around, but in a world of corporate greed, expediency 
and short memories, they needed to be. As an insider on the outside, not 
belonging was exacdy what was going to make Manon at least as good as he 
was, and potentially even better. But it was a hard way to live. 

He waited until she looked back at him and concentrated hard on her. 

“Listen up, Non, because this is the most important piece of advice I’m 
ever likely to give you. Don’t ever fit in. And don’t ever want to. Because the 
day you want to be like these people is the day you become one of them. 
And that’s the day you need to give up and go home.” 

Manon suddenly understood why he was right. That Drew’s assurance 
didn’t stem from fitting in, but from knowing he didn’t. 

“So, will you teach me how to not fit in like you don’t?” 

He watched the intelligence in her face and was surprised how attractive 
he found the prospect of helping her become what he knew she could be. 
For the first time in as long as he could remember Drew realised he was actu- 
ally facing the future with a degree of optimism. It was cautious and guard- 
ed, and ringed around by a watchful wariness born of bitter experience. But 
it was there. He could see the gold flecks of Manon’s eyes reflecting it back 
at him. He remembered Karen Felland’s offer, and regretted nothing. He had 
a hell of a team. And none of them belonged anywhere other than together. 
His voice was soft. 

“Course I bloody will, Non.” As the smile eased itself across her face he 
smiled back, “I never had a sidekick before. I reckon with one as smart as 
you I should probably be worried.” 

She narrowed her eyes. “Batman and Robin?” 


479 


“Shaggy and Scooby,” he watched her laugh suddenly and shook his 
head. “No, after Norway, Bonnie and Clyde.” 

She shook her head back at him. 

“No, after Hong Kong, Superman and Lois Lane.” 

He snorted at her. “No bloody way I’m wearing my jocks on the outside. 
And with your exotic knickers, if you do you might get us arrested.” She 
blew out her cheeks and shook her head. The alcohol was enough that she 
didn’t think to be annoyed with him. 

“Christ, it’s a good job I wasn’t wearing that thing. Sodding sand got 
everywhere as it was.” Drew nodded in agreement. 

“I’m still finding sand in places I wasn’t aware I had places.” 

She put her head on one side and looked up at the sky again. 

“Do you think Michael would organise some field-issue pants for us 
then? You know, huge — ” She opened her arms and her eyes wide. “Massive, 
passion-killer pants.” He started to shake with laughter and nodded. 

“Double as a quick release ‘chute. Watertight to a depth of two hun- 
dred meters.” She leant against him weakly as the laughter took proper hold, 
closed her eyes tightly and nodded back. 

“Flash proof.” 

He heaved with laughter, staggering against her in complete hysterics, 
bending over and grabbing at her for support as she pushed him back and 
they shoved at each other, then he fought for enough breath to say some- 
thing. 

“Stick a chip in them and Diegs’ll be able to track our jocks anywhere 
on the planet.” They both roared with laughter until she wiped her eyes and 
gasped for breath as she tried to look seriously at him and saw him wipe his 
eyes too as he looked back. 

“Christ, Drew, imagine though, I mean, what if someone hacked your 
jocks?” Drew doubled up, laughing so hard he started coughing and nearly 
tripped over her. Then he grabbed her into his arms and pushed his forehead 
against hers. 

“Enough. For Christ’s sake. I can’t bloody breathe.” 

Manon closed her eyes as she leant against him and took a deep breath. 

“Drew?” 

“Hmm?” 

It had taken her too long to say something. Far too long. But she really 
needed to. After all the shit she’d thrown at him that afternoon in Hong 
Kong. That he’d only saved her because he was being paid to. Of being no 
kind of hero. 

“Thank you.” 
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She opened her eyes and saw him open his. There was no need to say 
anymore. She felt him take a deep breath too. 

“No worries.” He stopped and looked at her. The grazes on her face 
had just about healed now and Nick had given her a clean bill of health, 
but the past month had changed her utterly. She was a different woman to 
the pinched, severe, angry creature who’d given him such grief when she 
arrived. He may still know very litde about her life, but he believed he knew 
the heart of her now. 

Being in that tank, looking into her face and feeling her lips leave his as 
the sand closed over his head had been one of the most intense experiences 
he could remember. Drew had been in some unpleasant situations before, 
but it was usually split second, fly by the seat of your pants, death or glory 
moments. What happened on board that dredger had been different. 

He allowed himself to remember what he had been considering. Snuff- 
ing her out. And he knew with absolute certainty that he wouldn’t have been 
able to. It would have been bloody awful, but they would have gone together. 
And if he had breathed his last against her lips; if her face had been the last 
thing he’d ever seen, then frankly there were worse ways to go. Far worse. 
Manon looked curiously at him. 

“Don’t you have to be somewhere?” 

Drew realised he’d completely forgotten about Tara. And for some rea- 
son when he did remember he found that the prospect of simulated rape 
had entirely lost what limited appeal it had ever held for him. He weighed 
that half an hour of brief, intense, transitory relief against a night of banter 
and whisky drinking with Mai and Caz, and Manon. He hadn’t laughed that 
hard in a long time. In fact, he couldn’t remember laughing that hard with 
anyone. He nodded sternly at her. 

“Too bloody right I do. I need to be back home making sure they haven’t 
drunk all my best whisky. And as I recall, you’re invited too, Scoob.” He 
watched her think about it and discovered he was slightly anxious she was 
going to say no. Then she let that big smile loose on him again. 

‘Will you make me a Scooby snack?” 

“Long as those meddling kids haven’t eaten everything in the place again. 
They’re like locusts.” 

As they started to walk Drew pulled out his phone and looked up the 
street for a cab. He began texting defdy and Manon glanced at him. She had 
the feeling Mai had been right about the booty call, but just not the timing of 
it. And it looked like some woman somewhere was in for a disappointment. 
Drew read back the text to Tara saying he couldn’t make it and pressed send. 
Then he noticed that Manon had turned to face him. 
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He faced her as she opened her eyes enquiringly. 

“So, if I’m Scooby, that makes you Shaggy, right?” 

“Reckon so. Why?” She nodded slowly at him and he saw a smile toying 
with the corners of her mouth. 

“Suits you. Because from what I’ve been hearing you’re a truly, shocking 
old tart, Drew Rydstrom.” 

Then she defdy sidestepped him and took off, squealing for mercy as he 
chased her down the street. 

Once he’d caught her, they’d ambled along companionably so busy talk- 
ing they’d missed more than a few cabs before Drew finally took decisive 
action and flagged one down. In the months and years that followed they 
would both remember that evening with a keen sense of inevitability. Each 
step, every tiny nuance, smile and delay assuming a significance neither of 
them accorded it at the time. 

When they reached his building Manon walked into the hall ahead of 
him as he held open the door, remembering the last time she’d been there, 
and the nightmare that had unleashed. It seemed like years ago. She watched 
as Drew wandered over to the porter’s desk and picked up a letter and 
strolled back to her. 

“Here, find a bin for that.” 

Manon looked down at the letter and read his name on it. “What does 
the °T’ stand for, Andrew?” 

He paused. “Thor.” She snorted with laughter at him. 

“No. Are you winding me up?” 

Drew straightened his shoulders and looked hard at her. “It was my old 
bloke’s name. Come on then, get it over with. I’ve heard most of them.” 
Manon stared back and remembered how he’d looked in that cold moon- 
light. An anguished Norse God banished from Valhalla. 

“Y’know, it actually suits you.” He smiled at her in surprise and turned 
for the stairs, encouraging her ahead of him. 

“Well if you’re going to be nice to me I reckon you definitely need to 
come for the weekend, Scoob,” she stopped outside his flat as he reached 
around her and put the key in the door. “And I did promise you swimming 
lessons remember?” 

“Oh no, I can’t keep up with you in the water. Mai’s right, you’re part 
fish.” 

As he followed her into the hallway and switched on the light he ab- 
sorbed the silence. 

“I reckon they didn’t make it past the bedroom. Again. I hope you’re up 
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for a threesome. Non? You? Me? Bottle of thirty year old scotch?” 

Manon dropped her bag to the floor and smiled, and sensed him hesi- 
tate. Then she felt his hand on her arm turning her gendy but firmly towards 
him. His eyes were concentrated on her curiously and she saw his mind had 
flicked into gear. 

“Hold on. Just how the bloody hell did you know I swim anyway? You 
said you’d seen me swim.” She opened her mouth as she looked up at him 
and then shut it again. He turned his head and regarded her out of the cor- 
ner of his eye. She was suddenly self-conscious about telling him. For both 
of them. But she knew he wasn’t going to let it go. 

“I was — when we were in Alesund. I couldn’t sleep so I went for a walk. 
By the sea. I was in the car park.” She saw his face change and the defensive 
look in his eyes as he realised exactly what she would have witnessed on that 
quayside. Because that night he’d been on the verge of disintegrating. That 
she had watched it and was still standing in front of him treating him like a 
normal human being, that she hadn’t run away screaming, felt like something 
he should both cherish and fear in almost equal measure. Drew had abso- 
lutely no idea what to say to her. 

And as Manon read the wariness, vulnerability, and complete incom- 
prehension in his eyes she began to understand what Mai had meant about 
Drew needing someone to hold his hand. He bit his lip and then she watched 
him frown at her. 

‘You never said anything.” 

“Well I didn’ think you’d want to talk about it.” 

Drew felt that odd combination again. Of relief that he didn’t have to 
explain, and an anticipation he couldn’t identify. Together with an entirely 
uncharacteristic urge to stop thinking too hard. 

As he watched her quiedy Manon could feel him attempting to get inside 
her head, struggling to read her back. And then she sensed that he stopped 
trying. 

‘You know you’re the least inquisitive woman I’ve ever met?” 

She put her head on one side and pushed his tie straight. 

“Did it occur to you that you just aren’t that interesting?” 

“So you aren’t interested in me then?” He began to smile very slightly at 
her and she took a long breath in, shaking her head sadly at him. 

“Nope. Not in the least. Sorry, bach” 

Her lilting voice was so rasping and so sweet Drew thought she sounded 
like a dying songbird as he listened to that little Welsh endearment. He sud- 
denly recalled the intense feeling of belonging as they’d held each other and 
waited to die. The pain of losing her hand, the relief of finding it again and 
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the euphoria of seeing her face when he’d shot them both to the surface, and 
felt that he was groping his way towards something important. But whatever 
it was, he never got there. 

Over his shoulder, Manon suddenly saw Terri launch herself out of the 
bedroom to their right, one of Drew’s large, incredibly sharp kitchen knives 
in her hand. Considering how compromised her reactions were Manon 
moved like lightning, slamming her hands into his chest, shoving Drew hard 
backwards and sideways away from her to safety as Terri and that vicious 
knife zeroed in on his broad back. 

With no Drew between them Terri was on top of her immediately. 
Manon tried to grab for the knife as they both fell heavily onto the floor. 
Knocked off balance Drew almost fell over, but recovered himself in time 
to see Manon turning her head away as Terri stabbed the knife into the car- 
pet inches from it. 

She avoided the first, but the second attempt slashed Manon across the 
chest and she cried out as she tried to fight off Terri’s frenzied attack. In a 
second Drew had picked Terri up bodily, taken the knife and had her arms 
behind her back as she screamed unintelligibly at him. Looking around he 
dragged her towards the bathroom and took the key from the inside, throw- 
ing her through the door, slamming it on her and locking it. 

Ignoring the screaming and banging on the door. He strode back to 
where Manon was rolling over on the floor to try and sit up. 

“Jesus, Non, I didn’t even see her.” He shook his head at her and she 
screwed her eyes up. The pain was like a hot poker had been dragged across 
her chest. She opened them to see Drew reach for her sweater and then stop. 
“Okay if I take a look?” 

Manon gritted her teeth. 

“Help yourself.” Drew carefully gathered up the hem of her sweater 
and lifted it clear of the wound, leaning over her and examining it carefully. 
Manon saw the blood welling up and trickling down over her white lace bra 
and found her voice was strangely uncooperative. “I don’ think it’s too bad.” 

Drew looked at how pale she was and nodded reassuringly at her. 

“You’re okay, sweetheart, but I need to get some pressure on it. Just stay 
there and hold this.” 

She took hold of her sweater and watched as he got up and tugged open 
a cupboard in the wall. Having pulled out a towel he knelt down again and 
looked hard at her. “Alright then. If you want to be brave now’s your chance, 
because this is likely to hurt.” 

She could hardly hear him over the screaming and swearing coming from 
the bathroom. He clenched his jaw and got up, walking across to the bath- 
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room door. Then he hammered on it so hard she was surprised he didn’t 
break it down. 

“SHUT THE FUCK UP. Or I WILL hurt you.” 

There was suddenly silence. Drew came back and knelt down again and 
nodded at her. Manon swallowed and took a breath as he pushed the towel 
firmly against her chest and held it there. She couldn’t stop the slight sob of 
pain and shock escaping her and saw the corresponding pain in his face. She 
felt a wave of nausea and took another deep breath to steady herself. His 
voice was measured but insistent as he watched her. 

“You with me, sweetheart? Okay there?” 

“Yeah, I’m alright. Just fucking hurts that’s all.” 

Hearing her swear was reassuring. 

“We’ll get you to the docs now, get you stitched up.” Then his voice was 
quieter and his icy eyes oddly warm as she looked into them. “Hey, Non?” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Thank you.” 

He watched her smile weakly at him.Then they frowned at each other as 
Terri started up from the bathroom again. But this time the swearing and 
shouting had mutated into childlike nursery singing. Drew sighed and shook 
his head again. 

“I told Mai. Mad as a bloody frog in a sock,” then he arranged his arms 
around Manon and picked her up. “Come on, you can sit on the couch in 
the lounge room while I get hold of the paramedics,” he glanced at the bath- 
room, “and the police I guess. Jesus.” 

She felt herself lifted effortlessly into his arms and gave in, sagging 
against him, pressing her face into the comforting solidity of his shoulder as 
the pain began to wring her out. She tried to speak but it felt like an effort. 

‘You just don’t want me bleeding on your cream carpet.” 

“Fair go. Blood’s a bastard to get out. And leather couches are wipe 
clean, Non.” 

She smiled against his suit and realised how incredibly tired she sud- 
denly felt as Drew began to stride the few paces to the sitting room. Turn- 
ing around he put his back against the door, pushing it open as he carried 
Manon into the room. 

Manon felt him stop and his arms around her tighten involuntarily as 
they both surveyed the abattoir his immaculate sitting room had become. 
The blood on the walls, and the two prostrate bodies on the floor in front of 
them. Soaked with blood, motionless. Grasping each other’s hands. 

For an anguished, helpless instant Manon and Drew just stared at the 
torn remnants of what made up his world. Then, as the thin, eerie singing 
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of the woman who had ripped it to pieces echoed around them, Manon 
struggled out of his frozen arms onto the floor. 

Drew let go of her and they both scrambled towards the hand which had 
begun to twitch weakly against the bloodstained carpet. 

Manon looked silently at him and saw the unbearable pain in Drew’s 
eyes. All she could do was close hers against the visceral horror of it. Pray- 
ing to God that he would take pity on the damaged, wretched man who had 
saved so many. 

And spare just one of them for him. 
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